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THE  LIFE  OF  CHAUCER. 


In  the  beginning  of  the  eleventh  century,  our  vernacular  poetry  received  from  the  Normans,  the 
rudiments  of  that  cultivation  which  it  has  preferved  to  the  prefent  times. 

In  the  two  fucceeding  centuries,  the  principal  efforts  of  our  yet  untutored  verfifiers,  were  rhyming 
-chronicles  and  metrical  romances,  the  ftyle  of  which  was  rough,  and  the  harmony  of  the  number^ 
very  defesStive. 

In  the  reign  of  Edward  I.,  the  char^der  of  our  poetical  compofition  was  confiderably  changed,  by 
the  introdudlion  and  increafe  of  the  tales  of  chivalry,  and  the  popular  fables  of  the  troubadours  o£ 
Provence. 

Fiditious  adventures  were  then  fubftltuted  by  the  minftrels  in  the  place  of  hiftorical  and  tradi- 
tionary faifts,  and  a  tafte  for  ornamental  and  exotic  exprefSon  gradually  prevailed  over  the  rude  fira- 
plicity  of  the  native  Englifli  phrafeology. 

Thefe  fabulous  narratives,  afterwards  enlarged  by  kindred  fancies,  derived  from  the  crufades, 
and  enriched  by  the  marvellous  machinery  of  the  Italian  poets,  formed  tjie  tafte,  and  awakened 
the  imagination  of  Geoffrey  Ghaucer,  the  illuftrious  ornament  of  the  reign  of  Edward  III.  and  of 
his  fucceffor  Richard  II.,  the  father  of  the  Englifli  heroic  vcrfe,  and  the  firft  Englifli  verfifier  who 
wrote  poetically. 

Of  the  great  poet,  with  whofe  compofitions  this  coUedtion  of  claflical  Englifli  poetry  commence*, 
the  curiofity  which  his  reputation  muft  excite,  will  require  more  ample  information  than  can  now 
be  given.  His  contemporaries,  who  reverenced  his  genius,  recorded  few  particulars  of  his  life ; 
and  all  who  have  fince  written  of  him,  relate  nothing  beyond  what  cafual  mention,  uncertain  tra- 
dition, and  difcordant  conje<5lure,  have  fupplied. 

This  meagre  narration,  therefore,  fcarcely  merits  the  title  that  is  given  to  It ;  but  the  materials 
for  a  fuller  account  are  not  to  be  found,  without  fupplying  the  deficiency  of  fads  by  the  comments 
and  inventions  of  his  biographers,  which  have  nothing  to  recommend  them  to  credit  but  the  fmglc 
circumftance  of  being  often  repeated. 

The  birth  of  Chaucer,  in  1348,  has  been  fettled,  from  the  Infcriptlon  on  his  tomb-ftone,  Cgnlfying 
that  he  died  in  1400,  in  the  7  ad  year  of  his  age. 

Of  the  place  of  his  nativity  there  is  no  memorial,  any  more  than  of  his  parents.  Bale  fays  he  was 
a  Berkftiireman ;  Pits  would  entitle  Woodftock  in  Oxfordftiire  to  his  birth ;  and  Camden  affirms  that 
London  was  his  birth-place  :  "  Edmund  Spenfer,"  fays  he,  «  a  Londoner,  was  fo  fmiled  on  by  the 
Mufes  at  his  birth,  that  he  excelled  all  the  Englifli  poets  that  went  before  him,  if  we  except  only  his 
fellow  citizen  Chaucer."  But  Chaucer  himfelf  feems  to  have  determined  the  point.  In  his  Tejla' 
went  of  Leve,  he  calls  himfelf  a  Landonols  or  Londoner,  and  fpeaks  of  the  city  of  London  as  the 
place  of  his  engendrure. 

His  defcent  has  been  varioufly  affigned.  Lel^d  fays  that  he  was  of  a  noble  ftock  ;  Pits,  that  he 
was  the  fon  of  a  knight;  Speght,  that  his  father  was  a  vintner;-,  and  Hearne,  that  he  was  a  merchant. 

This  difference  of  opinion  fliews,  that  nothing  can  be  faid  with  any  tolerable  afl"urance  of  his 
family;  but  the  patronymic  name  feems  to  indicate,  that  it  came  originally  from  Normandy;  and 
there  is  fomewhat  more  probability  of  his  being  the  fon  of  a  gentleman  rather  than  of  a  tradcfthaiu 
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His  bibgraphel's  are  as  much  in  the  dark  about  the  place  of  his  education.  They  tell  us  that  he 
received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  in  Solere's  Hall,  Cambridge,  where  he  wrote  his  Court  ef 
Love ;  and  afterwards  completed  his  fludies  In  Merton  College,  Oxford. 

In  his  Court  of  Love,  he  fpeaks  of  himfelf  under  the  name  and  charadler  of  "  Philogenet — 
tof  Cambridge,  Clerk."  This  is  by  no  means  a  decifive  proof  that  he  was  really  educated  at  Cain- 
bridge  ;  but  it  may  be  admitted  as  a  ftrong  argument,  that  he  was  not  educated  at  Oxford,  as  Le- 
land  has  fuppofed,  without  the  fliadow  of  proof.  The  biographers,  however,  inftead  of  weighing 
one  of  thefc  accounts  againft  the  other,  have  adopted  both,  and  tell  us  very  gravely  that  he  was 
firfl  at  Cambridge,  and  afterwards  removed  from  thence  to  complete  his  education  at  Oxford. 

After  he  left  the  univeriity,  he  is  fuppofed  to  have  added  to  his  accomplifliments  by  travelling 
into  France  and  the  Low  Countries ;  but  when  he  went  abroad,  or  at  what'  time  he  returned,  are 
circuraftances  not  determined. 

His  biographers  agree,  that  on  his  return,  he  entered  hirhfelf  of  the  Inner  Temple,  and  profecuted 
for  fome  time  the  fludy  of  the  law.  Speght  has  given  us  a  record  in  the  Inner  Temple  (which  be 
fays  a  Mr.  Buckley  had  feen),  where  "  Geoffrey  Chaucer  was  fined  two  Ihillings,  for  beating  a  Fran- 
cifcan  friar  in  Fleet-ftreet."  It  were  to  be  wiflied  that  he  had  given  the  date.  Leland  fays, "  Col- 
legia  Legideiorum  frequentavit,  after  his  travels  in  France,  and  perhaps  before."  Thefe  travels  in  France 
Tcfl  entirely  on  the  authority  of  Leland,  whofe  account  is  full  of  inconfiftencies. 

He  appears  to  have  been  early  converfant  with  the  court,  and  particularly  attached  to  the  fervice 
bf  the  king's  fon,  John  of  Gaunt,  Duke  of  Lancafter,  by  whofe  favour  he  obtained  in  marriage 
Philippa,  daughter  of  Sir  Payne,  or  Pagan  Rouet,  a  native  of  Hainault,  and  fifler  of  the  famous 
Catherine  Swynford,  the  duke's  miftrefs,  and  afterwards  his  wife. 

As  the  credit  of  the  Duke  of  Lancafler  increafed  with  his  father,  Chaucer's  alfo  rofe  in  a  like 
proportion ;  and  the  livellnefs  of  his  parts,  and  the  native  gaiety  of  his  difpofition,  rendered  him  a 
very  popular  and  acceptable  charader  in  the  Englifti  court,  at  that  time  the  moA  gay  and  fplendid 
in  Europe. 

That  he  had  dlftingurflied  himfelf  before  this  time  by  his  poetical  performances,  is  almofl  certain  ; 
and  there  is  a  tradition  fupported  by  fome  paffages  in  his  Dteam,  and  Cukoo  and  Nightingale,  that 
when  he  attended  the  court  at  Woodflock,  he  refided  at  a  fquar'e  flone  houfe  near  the  park  flile, 
which  ftill  retains  his  name. 

The  firfl  authentic  memorial  of  Chaucer,  is  the  patent  in  Rymer,  41.  Edward  III.  by  which  the 
ting  grants  to  him  an  annuity  of  ao  marks,  by  the  title  of  VaUttus  iwjler.  He  was  then  in  the  39tli 
year  of  his  age.  How  long  he  had  ferved  the  king  in  that  or  any  other  flation,  and  what  particular 
merits  were  rewarded  by  this  royal  bounty,  are  points  equally  unknown.  There  is,  however,  no 
ground  for  fuppofing  that  this  mark  of  his  Majefty's  favour  was  a  reward  of  Chaucer's  poetical 
iiaerits.  If  it  is  confidereJ  that  a  few  years  after  (48.  Edward  III.),  thei  king  appointed  him 
Comptroller  of  the  Wool,  -dmc.  in  the  port  of  London,  with  the  following  injundlion  in  the  patent : 
"  So  that  the  laid  Geoffrey  vfrite  with  his  own  hand  his  rolls,  touching  the  faid  ofhce,  and  continually 
refidc  there,  and  do  and  execute  all  things  pertaining  to  the  faid  office  in  his  own  proper  perfon, 
and  not  by  his  fubftitute ;" — it  flaould  fecni  that  Edward,  though  adorned  with  many  royal  and  heroic 
virtues,  had  not  the  gift  of  difcerning  andpatronizing  a  great  poet :  a  gift  which,  like  that  of  genuine 
poetry,  is  only  beflowed  on  the  chofen  few,  by  the  peculiar  favour  of  Heaven ; 


neque  enim,  nifi  carus  ab  ortu 


Diis  fuperis,  poterit  magno  fuiffe  poetas. 

Milt.  Mansus. 

From  this  time  Chaucer  is  frequently  mentioned  in  various  public  inftruments.  In  the  46.  Ed- 
■ward  III.,  \_Ryrfier']  the  king  appoints  him  Envoy  (with  two  others)  to  Genoa,  by  the  title  of  Scutifer 
vipr.  This  embaffy  might  probably  have  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of  vifuing  Petrarch  at 
Padua,  where  he  tells  us,  in  the  prologue  to  the  Ckrkes  Tale,  he  learned  from  him  the  fcory  of  Gri- 
fddis.  But  it  is  uncertain  whether  he  Cvcr  went  upon  the  embaffy  ;  and  the  biographers  of  Petrarch 
who  died  the  year  fallowing  ("374),  ha\e  not  recorded  the  rwvctential  vifit  of  the  EngLlh  envoy. 
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"  Some  Write,"  fays  Speght,  "  that  he,  with  Petrarke,  was  prefent  at  the  marriage  of  Lionell  Duke 
cf  Clarence,  with  Violante,  daughter  of  Galeafius  Duke  of  Millain;  yet  Paulus  Jovius  nameth  not 
Chaucer,  but  Petrarke,  he  fayeth,  was  there."  It  appears  from  an  inftrument  in  Rymcr  [4a.  Edward 
HI.],  that  the  Duke  of  Clarence  paffed  from  Dover  to  Calais  in  his  way  to  Milan,  in  the  fpring  of 
1638,  with  a  retinue  of  457  men  and  laSo  horfes.  That  (Jhaucer  might  have  attended  the  Duke 
upon  this  occaOon,  is  not  impofiible ;  but  his  name  does  not  appear  among  the  "  Grandi  Signori 
Batoni  Inghilefe,"  who  were  "  Com.  Meflere  Lionell  in  compagnia"  [Muratori].  In  the  48.  Ed- 
ward III.,  he  has  a  grant  for  life  of  a  pitcher  of  wine  daily  [Symer].  In  the  49.  Edward  III.  the  king 
grants  to  him  the  wardfhip  of  Sir  Edmond  Staplegate's  heir  \_RyKer'],  for  which  he  received  104 1. ; 
and,  in  the  next  year,  fome  forfeited  wool,  to  the  value  of  71I.  4s.  6d.  [Urr.  Life  of  CB.].  In  the 
laft  year  of  Edward  III.,  he  was  fent  to  France  with  Si?  Guichard  D' Angle  and  Richard  Stan  [or 
Sturry  ^  to  treat  of  a  marriage  between  Richard  Prince  of  Wales,  and  a  daughter  of  the  French  kicfg 
IFroi/fart], 

In  the  next  year,  i.  Richard  II. ,  his  annuity  of  20  marts  was  granted  to  him  irf  lieu  of  the  pitcher 
cf  wine  daily.  In  his  Tejiamcnt  of  Love,  he  alludes  to  the  misfortunes  brought  upon  him  by  hhmeJdling 
in  the  difturbances  which  happened  in  London  in  the  7.  Richard  II.  What  the  real  defigns  of  John 
Comberton,  commonly  called  John  of  Northampton,  and  his  party,  were,  and  how  a  trifling  city-riot 
came  to  be  treated  al  a  rebellion,  are  points  of  great  obfcurity.  There  is  good  ground  to  believe  that 
Comberton,  in  his  endeavours  to  reform  the  city,  according  to  the  advice  given  by  Wickliffe,  was 
countenanced  by  the  Duke  of  Lancafter,  which  may  account  for  Chaucer's  engagement  with 
that  party.  When  Chaucer  fled  to  Holland,  to  avoid  being  examined  in  relation  to  thefe  dif- 
turbances (as  he  fays,  Te/i.  of  Love')  he  was  probably  fuperfeded  in  his  office  of  Comptroller.  It 
is  probable,  too,  that  he  was  confirmed  in  it  on  his  return,  though  the  inftniment  has  not  been  pro- 
duced. In  the  II.  Richard  II.,  he  had  the  king's  licenfe  to  furrender  his  two  grants  of  zo  marks,  in 
favour  of  John  Scalby.  This  furrender  was  probably  occafioned  by  hisdiftrefled  circumftances.  In 
the  13.  Richard  II., he  appears  to  have  been  Clerk  of  the  works  at  Weftminfter,  &c.,  and  in  the  fol- 
lowing year  at  Windfor.  In  the  17.  Richard  II.  the  king  granted  him  a  new  annuity  of  zol. 
[RymerJ]  If  he  was  everpoflefi'ed  of  Dunnington  Caftlc  in  Berkfliirc  (as  his  biographers  fuppofe),  he 
muft  have  purchafed  it  about  this  time ;  for  it  appears  to  have  been  in  the  pofieflion  of  Sir  Richard 
Adderbury,  in  the  17.  Richard  11.  [Mo/iaf.  Ang.  it.  474].  But  there  is  no  proof  of  any  fuch  pur- 
chafe  ;  and  the  fituation  of  his  affairs  makes  it  highly  improbable.  The  tradition  of  an  oak  in  Dua- 
Eington  park,  called  Chaucer's  oak,  may  be  fufficiently  accounted  for,  without  fuppoflng  that  it  was 
planted  by  Chaucer  himfelf,  as  the  caftle  was  undoubtedly  in  the  poffefiion  of  Thomas  Chaucer,  wh» 
is  fuppofed  to  be  his  fon,  for  many  years. 

In  the  21.  Richard  II.  the  king  granted  him  his  protedlon  for  two  years  [^Rymer];  za6.  in  az,  a 
pipe  of  wine  annually  [ibid] .  In  the  next  year,  the  i.  Henry  \V.,  his  two  grants  of  the  annuity  of 
ao  1.,  and  of  the  pipe  of  wine,  were  confirmed  to  him  [Rymer']  \  and  at  the  fame  time,  he  had  an  ad- 
ditional grant  of  40  marks,  [ibid^  It  appears  that  he  received  an  annuity  of  10  marks  on  account 
of  his  wife.  He  died,  according  to  the  infcription  on  his  tombllone,  in  the  a.  Henry  IV.,  on  the 
4jth  of  Odlober  1400,  and  was  buried  in  Weftminfter  Abbey.  A  monument  was  eredlcd  to  his 
Biemory  in  1556,  by  Mr.  Nicholas  Brlgham  of  Oxford,  upon  which  he  caufed  his  pidlure  to  be 
painted,  from  the  original  of  Occleve,  in  the  illuminated  manufcript  of  his  treatife  De  regmin^ 
J'rinti'is,  together  with  the  following  infcription,  which  ftill  remains. 

M.S.  V  ' 

■Qui  fecit  Anglorum  vates  noftcr  maximusolim. 
Galfridps  Chaucer  conditur  hoc  tumulo  : 
Annum  fi  quseras  Domini,  fi  tempora  vitse, 
Ecce  notas  lubfunt  quse  cibi  cundta  notunt. 
25  Odobris  1400. 
.^rumnarum  rcquies  mors. 
N.  I  fijh^m  hos  fecit  Mufaruna  nomine  fumptus. 
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Thefe  are  the  principal  facfts  in  Chaucer's  life,  which  are  attefted  by  authentic  evidences.  In  his 
Ireatife  on  the  AJirolabe,  he  infoi-ms  us  that  he  had  a  fon  called  Lewis,  who  was  ten  years  of  age  in 
1 39 1.  There  is  no  account  in  what  flation  he  lived,  or  when  he  died.  The  relation  ©f  Thomas 
Chaucer  to  him  has  not  teen  afcertained.  Speght  fays,  "  that  fome  held  opinion,  that  Thomas 
Chaucer  was  not  the  fon  of  Geoffrey;"  and  there  are  certainly  many  circumftances  which  render 
that  opinion  probable.  He  married  Maude,  daughter  of  Sir  John  Burgherfhe,  refided  chiefly  at 
JEwelmin  Oxfordfhire.paffed  through  feveral  public  ftdtions,  and  died  on  the  28th  of  April  1434- 

The  poetical  compofitions  of  Chaucer,  particularly  his  Canterbury  Taki,  obtained  him  the  higheft 
place  of  diftindion  among  his  contemporaries.  The  tales,  it  is  probable,  were  compofed  at  differ- 
ent periods  of  his  life.  He  conneifted  them  together  in  that  admirable  dramatic  ftrufiure  in  which 
they  are  at  prefent,  about  the  year  1383.  They  were  firft  printed  by  our  meritorious  countryman 
William  Caxton,  the  firft  Engliih  printer,  as  Ames  fuppofes, about  1475  or  1476,  and  again  in  J/^i)i. 
Subfequent  editions  were  printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde,  in  1495,  and  by  Pynfon  in  1491,  and  1526, 
which  was  the  firft  that  included  his  mifcellaneous  pieces.  The  next  edition  was  printed  by  Godfrey 
in  1532,  with  Mr.  William  Thynne's  dedication  to  Henry  VITl.,  and  a  great  number  of  pieces  never 
before  publiftied.  This  edition  was  many  times  reprinted,  as  the  ftandard  edition  of  Chaucer's 
■works,  till  the  appearance  bf  the  editions  of  Stowe  and  Speght  in  1561,  IJ97,  and  l6oa;  and  of 
the  edition  undertaken  by  Urry,  which  was  publiftied  fome  years  after  his  death,  in  1721,  with  a 
preface  by  Mr.  Timothy  Thomas,  An  edition  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  was  publiflied  by  Thomas 
Tyrwhitt,  Efq.,  in  4  vols,  8vo,  1775,  to  which  was  added,  in  1778,  a  fifth  volume,  containing  an 
"  Effay  on  the  Language  and  Verfification  of  Chaucer,"  "  an  Introdu6tory  Difcourfe  to  the  Canter- 
iury  Tales,  and  "  a  Gloffary." 

The  prefent  edition  of  the  Canterbury  Tales  is  printed  frotn  Tyrwhitt's  incomparable  edition, 
and  his  learned  and  valuable  Gloffary  is  copied  with  little  variation,  except  in  the  omiffion  of  the 
numerical  references.  The  Plo-wmans  Tale,  Tale  of  Gamelyn,  Adventure  of  Pardoner  and  Tapejler, 
and  the  Merchants  fecond  Tale,  omitted  by  Tyrwhitt,  have  been  retained,  though  all  evidence, 
internal  and  external,  is  againft  the  fuppofition  of  their  being  the  produdlion  of  Chaucer. 

The  genuine  mijcellanems  pieces  of  Chaucer  are  printed  from  Urry's  edition,  exclufive  of  thofd 
pieces  which  are  known  to  be  the  produdlion  of  other  authors,  and  the  anonymous  compofitions, 
which,  from  time  to  time,  have  been  added  to  Chaucer's,  in  the  feveral  editions,  without  any,  evi- 
dence whatever.  Befides  thefe  more  confiderable  works,  it  appears  that  he  had  compofed  many 
Balades,  Roandds,  Virelays,  and  that  he  had  made  many  a  Lay  and  many  a  Thing.  A  few  pieces  of 
this  fort  are  ftlll  extant,  and  inferted  here  as  they  ftand  in  the  editions. 

The  works  of  Chaucer  in  profe  are,  a  tranflatlon  of  Boethius  de  confolatior.e  Fhilofophia,  which 
he  has  mentioned  himfelf  in  the  Legende  of  Goode  Women,  A  Treatife  on  the  AJirolabe,  addreffed 
to  his  fon  Lewis  in  1391,  and  the  Tejiament  of  Lsve,  which  is  evidently  an  imitation  of  Boethius  de 
Confolatione  Philofophiie. 

The  private  charadler  of  Chaucer  appears  to  have  been  as  refpedtable  as  his  literary  charadter 
was  truly  illuftrious.  In  his  manners  he  was  mild  and  gentle  ;  in  his  difpofition  he  was  open  and 
ingenuous.  He  was  a  fine  gentlemen,  an  agreeable  companion,  and  a  learned  writer.  His  con- 
temporaries and  difciples,  Gower,  Occleve,  and  Lydgate,  are  lavilh  in  his  praife.  With  Wickliffe,  the 
father  of  the  Reformation,  he  concurred  in  fentiments  of  religion,  and  co-operated  in  his  moft  va- 
luable defigns ;  fo  natural  is  the  connedtion  between  genius  and  the  love  of  liberty. 

On  the  literary  charasilcr  of  Chaucer  it  is  the  lefs  neceffary  to  enlarge,  as  it  has  within  thefe  few 
years  been  fo  accurately  and  amply  difplayed  by  Mr.  Warton,  the  learned  hiftorian  of  the  Engiifh 
poetry,  whofe  death  is  an  irreparable  lofs  to  Englifli  literature,  and  Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  whofe  edition  of 
the  Canterbury  Tales  is  the  moft  curious,  erudite,  and  valuable  publication  that  has  yet  appeared  in  this 
country. 

Chaucer  is  ufually  charadlerifed  as  the  Reformer  of  the  Engliih  language,  and  the  father  of  Eng- 
liih poetry.  He  undoubtedly  critically  cultivated  his  native  tongue,  that  he  might  reform  its  irre- 
gularities, and  eftabliih  an  Englifli  ftyle  ;  and  he  was  certainly  the  firft  perfon  in  England  to  whom 
the  appellation  of  a  poet,  in  itb  genuine  luftre,  could  be  applied.     He  has  attempted  every  fpe- 
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«Icsof  poetry,  fyotn  ^n  epigram  to  an  epic  poem,  and  has  fuccecded  in  all.  If,  however  he  appears 
pre-eminent  in  any  one  poetical  department,  it  is  in  the  defcriptive.  The  Canterbury  Tahs^ 
his  greateft  producftion,  exhihit  a  wonderful  variety  of  talents ;  for  they  abound  with  the  fublime  and 
the  pathetic,  with  admirable  fatire,  genuine  humour,  and  an  iincommon  knowledge  of  life.  They, 
were  probably  compofed  in  imitation  of  the"  Decameron"  of  Boccace,  though  upon  a  different  and 
improved  plan.  The  general  plan  may  be  learned  from  the  prologue  he  has  prefixed  to  the<n.  He 
fuppofes  there,  that  a  company  of  pilgrims  going  to  Canterbury,  affcmble  at  an  inn  in  Southwark, 
and  agree,  that  for  their  common  amufement  on  the  road,  each  of  them  ftiall  tell  at  leaft  one  tale 
in  going  to  Canterbury,  and  another  in  coming  back  from  thence ;  and  that  he  who  fhall  tell  the 
beft  tales,  fliall  be  treated  by  the  reft  with  a  fupper,  upon  their  return  to  the  fame  inn.  It  appears 
alfo  that  he  deCgned  tp  defcribe  their  journey,  and  all  the  remenant  of  iheir  pilgrimage,  inchiding 
probably  their  adventures  at  Canterbury,  as  well  as  upon  the  road  ;  but  this  exlenfive  and  difficult 
undertaking  has  been  left  ipiperfesjl ;  and  more  than  one  half  of  the  tales  he  intended  to  give 
is  wanting.  The  charadlers  of  the  pilgrims  are  as  various  as  at  that  time  could  be  found  in  the  de- 
partments of  middle  life;  and  the  ftories  are  exadtlyfuited  to  their  charatSlfrs,  and  clearly  evince,  that 
Chaucer,  notwithftanding  the  aids  he  derived  from  his  acquaintance  with  Italian  literature,  was 
poiTcffed  of  a  noble  invention,  and  a  fruitful  imagination. 

Tht  Knight's  Tale,  The  Wefe  of  Bath's  Tale,  Tale  of  the  NurCs  Frlef,  Flo-wet  and  the  Lefe,  and  The 
Charafier  of  a  Good  Parfon,  have  been  thought  worthy  of  imitation  and  revival  by  Dryden,  whofe 
paraphrafes,  particularly  of  the  Knight's  Tale,  and  of  the  Floiver  and  the  Leaf,  are  the  moft  animated 
and  harmonious  pieces  of  verfification  in  the  Englifh  language.  Pope  has  imitated  the  Merchant's 
Tale,  The  Wife  of  Bath's  Prologue,  and  The  Houfe  of  Fame,  with  his  ufual  elegance  of  didtion  and 
harmony  of  verfification.  Mr.  Betterton  has  tranflated  the  Rene's  Tale  and  the  CharaShrs  of  the  Pil- 
grims ;  and  a  colleftion  of  "  The  Canterbury  Tales  Modernized,"  was  published  by  Mr.  Ogle,  in 
3  vol.  8vo,  I74iv 

The  Squitrs  Tale  is  confidered  by  Mr.  Warton  as  Chaucer's  capital  poem  ;  and  he  has  admirably 
explained  the  origin  of  the  fidions  with  which  it  abounds.  With  like  ingenuity  and  learning  he 
illuftrates  the  various  poems  of  Chaucer  ;  and  with  regard  to  thofe  which  had  a  foreign  original, 
fliews  how  far  the  produdlions  yphich  gave  rife  to  theni  have  been  copied,  altered)  and  improved. 
The  comparifon  turns  out  in  many  refpe<Ss  to  the  advantage  of  the  Englifh  poet. 

"  Chaucer,"  fays  he,"  was  a  man  of  the  world;  and  from  this  circamflance  we  are  to  account, 
in  a  great  meafure,  for  the  many  new  embellilhments  conferred  on  our  poetry.  The  defcriptions 
of  fplendid  proceflions  and  gallant  caroufals.with  which  his  works  abound,  are  a  proof  that  he  was 
converfant  with  the  pradlice  and  diverfions  of  polite  life.  His  travels  likewife  enabled  him  to  cul- 
tivate the  Italian  and  Provcn5al  poetry  with  the  greateft  fuccefs,  and  induced  him  to  polifti  the  af- 
perity,  and  enrich  the  fterility  of  his  native  verfification,  with  fofter  cadences,  and  a  more  copious 
and  variegated  phrafeology." 

Concerning  the  licentious  paffages  that  are  to  be  met  with  in  Chaucer's  poems,  the  fame  ingenious 
and  learned  writer  obferves,  that  they  are  in  a  great  meafure  to  be  imputed  to  the  age  in  which 
they  were  written.  ^'  We  are  apt,"  fays  he,  "  to  form  romantic  and  exaggerated  notions  about 
the  moral  innocence  of  our  anceftors.  Ages  of  ignorance  and  fimplicity  are  thought  to  be  ages  o£ 
purity.  The  diretSt  contrary  I  believe  is  the  cafe.  Rude  periods  have  that  gfoflhefs]of  manners, 
which  is  not  lefs  friendly  to  virtue  than  luxury  itfelf.  In  the  middle  ages,  not  only  the  moft  flagrant 
•violations  of  modefty  were  frequently  pradlifed  and  permitted,  but  the  moft  Infamous  vices.  Men 
are  lefs  afhamed  as  they  are  lefs  poliflied.  Great  refinement  multiplies  criminal  pleafures,  but  at  tfee 
fame  time  prevents  the  adiual  commiffion  of  many  enormities,  at  leaft  it  preferves  public  decency, 
and  fuppreffes  public  licentioufnefs." 

In  delineating  Chaucer's  talent  for  humour,  Mr.  Warton  agrees  with  Dr.  Hurd,  who,  in  his 
5*  Letters  on  Chivalry,"  fuppofes  that  the  Rime  of  Sir  Thopas,  was  intended  to  expofe  the  leading 
?ibfurdities  pf  the  old  romance.  That  this  veasi  Chaucer's  aim  appears  from]  many  paffages  t^kea 
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irom  IJkmhras,  lAbeans  Befconus^  and  other  romances,  in  the  fame  ftyle,  which  axe  ftiU  extant ;  and 
therefore  the  tale  may  juflly  be  called  a  prelude  to  Don  Quixottc. 

From  Mr.  Warton's  furvey  of  the  poems  of  Chaucer,  thefe  concliifions  are  deduced  concerning 
him: — That  in  cultivation  and  elegance,  in  harmony  and  perspicuity  of  verfification,  he  furpaffes  hi» 
predeceffors  in  an  infinfte  proportion  ;  that  his  genius  was  univerfal,  and  adapted  to  themes  of  un- 
bounded variety  ;  that  his  merit  was  not  lefs  in  painting  familiar  manners  with  humour  and  proprie- 
ty, than  in  moving  the  paffions,  and  in  reprefentiiig  the  beautiful,  or  the  grand  obje<5l»  of  nature, 
with  grace  and  fublimity ;  and  that  he  appeared  with  all  the  luftre  of  a  true  poet,  in  an  age  which 
compelled  him  to  ftruggie  with  a  barbarous  language,  and  a  national  want  of  tafle  ;  and  when  t» 
w»-itp  v&rfes  at  all  was  a  fingular  qualification. 


When  a  newcolledion  of  Englifh  Poetry  5s  offered  to  the  public,  it  -will  do'.rotl-fs  be  inquired 
what  are  the  deficiencies  of  preceding  colleftioris,  wliich  imother  editor  may  hope  tc  I;.;'- ply. 

On  referring  back  to  the  feveral  publications  of  this  kind,  wliich  have  exercil'ed  i'  j  abilities  of 
other  perfons,  the  reader  will  fee  on  what  ground  the  editor  judged  the  work,  which  he  aovv  pre- 
fents  to  the  world,  to  be  neceffary. 

Enghfh  literature  is  undoubtedly  under  no  fmall  ohlijjations  to  thofe  who  have,affociated  the  fcat- 
tered  produilions  of  oar  poets  in  one  colledhion,  and  by  that  means  hate  fecured  their  general  pre- 
fervation. 

Tottell,  editor  of  the  "  fo'onges  and  Sonnettes"  of  Surrey,  Wyat,  and  of  "  Uncertain  Audtors,'" 
1557,  the  firfl  printed  Poetical  Mifcellany  in  the  Englifh  language;  Allot,  editor  of"  England's 
ParnafTus,"  1600  ;  Bodenham,  editor  of  "  Belvidere,  or  the  Garden  of  the  Mufes,"  1600  ;  and  the 
anonymous  editors  of  the  "  Paradife  of  Daintie  JDevifes,"  1578  ;  and  "  England's  Helicon,"  1600  | 
have  preferved  many  admirable  fpecimens  ef  ancient  genius,  which  would  have  mouldered  in' 
rnanufcrlpt,  or  perhaps,  from  their  detached  and  fugitive  flate  of  exiftence,  their  want  of  lengths 
the  capricioufnefs  of  tafte,  the  general -depredations  of  time,  inattention,  and  other  accidents,  would 
r.ever  have  reached  the  pfefent  age. 

Mrs.  Cooper,  in  her  "  Mufes  Library,"  1737;  M"".  Hayward,  in  his  "  Britifli  Mufe,"  I738; 
Mr.  C'apel  in  his  "  Prolufions,"  1740 ;  Dr.  Percy  in  his  "  Rel.'qiies,"  i  765  ;  Mr.  Evans,  in  his  "  Old 
Ballads,"  1777  ;  Mr.  Headley,  in  his  "  Beauties  of  Ancient  Englilh  Poetry,"  1787  ;  and  Mr.  Ritfon, 
in  his  ."  Ancient  Songs,''  ij'^'-j,  followed  the  fame  pi^n,  in  confequence  of  which  many  valu- 
able pieces  are  refcued  from  oblivion,  that,  from  their  brevity  and  unconnecStednefs,' could  not 
poffibly  have  fufvived  for  any  length  of  time  b/  themfelves;  and  many  judicious  feledtions  are 
.  made,  from  an  attentive  perufal  of  antique  and  oblblete  writers,  which  exhibit  complete  and  fatls- 
factory  fpecimens  of  their  different  modes  of  writing. 

The  coiletftions  of  a  fimihr  nature,  formed  by  Davifoh,  Dryden,  Fentoii,  Steele,  Pope,  Pemberton, 
Lintct,  C  Tooke,  Docfley,  Fawkes,  Donaldfon,  Pearch  and  Nichols,  contain  an  infinite  number  of 
fmali  poems,  maiiy  of  which  muft  be  allowed  to  poffefs  confiderable  merit;  being  the  producflions 
of  men  of  real  genius,  who,  from  the  brevity,  rather  than  the  inferiority  of  their  writings,  have 
been  ufua'Uy  ftyle,d  "  Minor  Poets."  ■  ' 

A  degree  of  praife  not  much  inferior  to  that  which  the  above  compilers  have  acquired,  is  due  to 
editors,  who,  uniting  induftry  with  tafte,  have  prefented  the  public  with  uniform  and  elegant  edi~ 
tions  of  the  Works  of  the  Britifh  Poets,  in  the  manner  of  thofe  of  Italy,  Spain,  and  France. 

Tlie  firfl;  collection  of  Englifh  Poetry  which  appeared  in  thefe  kingdoms,  was  formed  by  Dr, 
Elair,  and  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  42  vols.  i2,mo,  J 7 73,  for  Meffrs.  Creech  and  Balfour,  bookfellers, 
containing  the  works  of  Milton,  Cowley,  Butler,  D'ryden,  Waller^  Garth,  Prior,  Addifon,  Parnell,- 
Pope,  Gay,  Swift,  Young,  Tho'mfon,  Shcnflone,  Gray,  and  Lyttleton.  7'he  elegance  of  this  edition 
is  no  compenfation  for  its  incompletcnefs.  The  contiaciled  lift  of  authors  marked  out  by  Dr,  Blair, 
includes  none  of  thofe  who  have  juftly  obtained  the  dlftinclion  of  being  denominated  our  older  claf- 
fics,  except  Milton  and  Cowley.  Nor  do  the  contents  of  the  work  correfpond  with  its  title,  many 
long  and  valuable  pieces  of  Cowley,  Parnell,  Swift,  and  Shenftone,  being  omitted  in  the  colle(5lion' 
&i  their  refpeiftive  works.    This  mode  of  publifni-jg  modern  works  of  credit,  the   contents  ®f 
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which  happen  to  be  tinequal,  unlefs  immediately  intended  for  the  ufe  of  fchools,  does  but  mul- 
tiply books  to  no  good  end.  By  anticipating  him,  it  deprives  the  reader  of  that  pleafure  which 
every  one  feels,  and  of  that  right  which  every  one  is  entitled  to,  of  judging  for  himfelf.  Cowley, 
Parnell,  Swift,  and  Shenftone,  are  far  too  well  known  to  fland  in  need  of  fuch  partial  recom- 
mendation, and,  in  fad,  hold  a  moft  dillinguilhed  rank  in  the  "  fchool  of  the  people." 

In  1776,  a  Colledtion  of  Englifli  Poetry,  upon  a  more  extenfive  plan,  vras  undertaken  by  Mr.  Bell, 
tjcokfeller  in  London,  to  be  printed  by  the  Martins,  at  the  Apollo  Prefs,  Edinburgh,  in  109  mi- 
niature volumes,  ornamented  with  engravings,  ■  containing  the  entire  works  of  the  authors  admitted 
into  Dr.  Blair's  edition,  and  the  works  of  Chaucer,  Spenfer,  Donne,  Denham,  Rofcommon,  Buck- 
ingham, Lanfdown,  King,  Pomfiet,  Congreve,  Rowe,  Watts,  J.  Philips,  Smith,  Hughes,  Fenton, 
Tickell,  Somervile,  Broome,  Savage,  Pitt,  A.  Philips,  Dyer,  G.  Weft,  Hammond,  Collins,  Moore, 
Armftrong,  R.  Weft,  Mallet,  C-unningham,  and  Churchill.  The  works  of  the  feveral  authors 
■were  publiftied  feparately,  without  any  regard  to  chronological  order,  and  at  long  intervals, 
fome  of  the  later  volumes  being  printed  at  London  in  17S7.  In  this  edition,  three  of  our  older 
daffies  appear,  to  whom  no  place  had  been  given  in  Dr.  BMr's  edition,  and  feveral  modern  writers 
of  credit  are  adopted  as  legitimate  and  eftabliftied  poets.  Such,  however,  is  the  fate  of  the  work, 
that  we  feldom  fee  it  entire,  but  meet  with  its  contents  wandering  feparately,  and  disjointed  in 
every  catalogue. 

In  1779,  while  Mr.  Bell's  publication  was  going  forward,  the  London  bookfellers  publifhed  a 
coUedion  of  the  "  Works  of  the  Englifh  Poets,"  in  60  vols,  fmall  8vo,  with  Prefaces  Biographical 
and  Critical,  by  Dr,  Johnfon,  and  heads  engraved  by  Bartolozzi,  Sec. 

The  following  account  of  this  undertaking,  as  given  by  Mr.  Edward  Dilly,  in  a  letter  to  Mr. 
Bofwellj  dated,  Southill,  Sept.  a6.  1777,  will  not  be  unentertaining  to  thofe  who  delight  in  tra- 
cing the  progrefs  of  works  of  literature ;  fmce  it  was  the  occafion  of  procuring  for  us  an  elegant 
colleiftion  of  the  beft  biography  and  criticifm  of  which  our  language  can  boaft. 

"  The  edition  of  the  Poets  now  printing  will  do  honour  to  the  Englifh  prefs,  and  a  concife  ac- 
count of  the  life  of  each  author  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  will  be  a  very  valuable  addition,  and  ftamp  the 
reputation  of  this  edition,  fuperior  to  any  thing  that  is  gone  before.  The  firft  caufe  that  gave  rife 
to  this  undertaking,  1  believe,  was  owing  to  the  little  trifling  edition  of  the  Poets  printing  by  the 
TVIartins,  at  Edinburgh,  and  to  be  fold  by  Bell  in  London,  Upon  examining  the  volumes  which 
were  printed,  the  type  was  found  fo  extremely  fmall,  that  many  perfons  could  not  read  them  :  Not 
only  this  inconvenience  attended  it,  but  the  inaccuracy  of  the  prefs  was  very  confpicuous.  Thefe 
reafons,  as  well  as  the  idea  of  an  invafion  of  what  we  call  our  Literary  Property,  induced  the  Lon- 
don bookfellers  to  print  an  elegant  and  accurate  edition  oi  all  the  EngHJb  Feets  of  reputation,  from 
Chancer  t»  the  prefent  time. 

"  Accordingly  a  feleft  number  of  the  moft  refpeitable  bookfellers  met  on  the  occafion,  and,  coh- 
fulting  together,  agreed,  that  all  the  proprietors  of  copy-right  in  the  various  poets,  fliould  be  fum- 
moned  together,  and  when  their  opinions  were  given,  to  proceed  immediately  to  bufincfs.  Accord- 
ingly a  meeting  was  held,  confifting  of  about  forty  of  the  moft  refpedlable  bookfellers  of  London, 
•when  it  Was  agreed,  that  an  elegant  and  uniform  edition  of  "  The  Englifti  Poets"  ftiould  be  imme- 
diately printed,  with  a  concife  account  of  the  life  of  each  author,  by  Dr.  Samuel  Johnfon ;  and  that 
three  perfons  fliould  be  deputed  to  v;ait  upon  Dr.  Jolinfon,  to  folicit  him  to  undertake  the  Lives, 
Viz.  T<,  Davies,  Strahan,  and  Cadell.  The  Dodor  very  politely  undertook  it,  and  feemed  exceed- 
ingly pleafed  with  the  propofal.  As  to  the  terms,  it  was  left  entirely  to  the  Doftor  to  name  his 
own;  he  mentioned  two  hundred  guineas;  it  was  immediately  agreed  to,  and  a  farther  compliment, 
2  belieVe,  will  be  made  him.  A  committee  was  likewife  appointed  to  engage  the  beft  engravers,  viz. 
Eartblozzi,  Sherwin,  Hall,  &c. ;  likewife  another  committee  for  giving  dire<ftions  about  the  pa- 
per^  printing,  &c. :  fo  that  the  whole  will  be  conduced  with  fpirit,  and  in  the  beft  manner,  with 
refpe6i  to  authorlhip,  editorfhip,  engravings,  &c.  &c.  My  brother  will  give  you  a  lift  of  the  Poets 
we  mean  to  give^  many  of  which  are  within  the  time  of  the  ad  of  Queen  Anne,  which  Martin  and 
Bell  cannot  give,  as  they  have  no  property  in  them ;  the  proprietors  are  almoft  all  the  bookieUers 
ia  London,  of  confeq.uence." 
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Tke  plan  of  this  edition,  fo  happily  conceived,  was  more  ample  than  the  execution.  Inflead  of 
cemprehending  "  all  the  Englifh  poets  of  reputation  from  Chaucer  to  the  prefent  time," 'it 
was  unaccountably  limited  to  a  lift  of  fifty-ihrn  authors,  beginning  with  Cowley  and  ending 
with  Lyttleton;  all  of  whom  appear  in  Mr.  Bell's  edition,  except  Rochefter,  Otway,  Dorfet,  Stepney, 
Walfti,  Duke,  Sprat,  Halifax,  and  Blackmore  ;  who  arc  difplaced,  to  make  room  for  Chaucer,  Spen- 
fer,  Donne,  Armftrong,  R.  Weft,  Cunningham,  and  Churchill. 

The  managers  of  this  edition  are  liable  to  fome  cenfure,  for  admitting  fo  few  of  our  older  claffica 
m  a  work  which  bore  fo  clofe  a  relation  to  the  honour  of  the  nation,  and  which,  from  its  elegance 
and  magnitude,  afforded  the  happieft  opportunity  of  uniting  our  poets,  both  ancient  and  modern, 
in  one  comprehenfive  view,  and  of  combimng  their  refpedtive  excellencies  in  one  common  intereft. 
Ancient  poetry,  in  thus  being  exhibited  to  the  public  eye,  would  foon  have  made  good  her 
claims  to  notice,  and  of  herfeif  recovered  the  long-loft  verdure  of  her  bays;  whilft  the  jufticc  of 
that  latitude  which  is  commonly  afligned  to  later  improvements,  from  a  fair  opportunity  of  a  com- 
parative examination,  might  have  been  more  ftridlly  afcertained. 

It  is  well  known,  that  the  oftenfible  editor  was  ever  glad  to  efcape  the  cenfure  which  the  work  had 
fallen  under,  by  alleging,  that,  with  tli«  exception  of  Pomfret,  Yalden,  Blackmore,  and  V/atts,  he 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  feledlion  ;  he  had  engaged  himfelf  only  to  furnilh  a  fet  of  Lives  to 
fuch  a  lift  as  the  bookfellers,  who  were  the  refponfible  publifhers  of  the  work,  fhould  think  proper. 

Dr.  Johnfon  gave  up  his  life  to  the  literature  of  his  country ;  a  portion  of  it  would  not  have  been 
thrown  away,  had  it  been  dedicated  to  the  completion  of  fuch  an  undertaking.  In  the  efteem  of 
the  bookfellers,  he  flood  very  high,  perhaps  higher  than  any  man  »f  his  age,  and  there  cannot  be 
a  doubt,  but  that  the  management  of  the  work,  on  the  leaft  defire  intimated  by  him,  would  have 
been  vefted  in  his  hands,  with  the  utmoft  gratitude  and  confidence. 

As  the  matter  ftands,  it  is  diificult  to  guefs  the  reafon  why  the  managers  of  this  edition  admitted 
fome  authors,  while  others  of  limilar  charadter  were  rejedled.  In  an  edition  of  poetry,  where  fome 
~of  the  "  wits  of  Charles's  days,  the  mob  of  gentlemen  who  wrote  with  eafe,"  and  the  heroes  of 
the  "  Dunciad,"  are  to  be  found,  we  rather  wonder  at  not  finding  others;  where  Rochefter,  Rof- 
common.  Sprat,  Halifax,  Stepney,  and  Duke,  were  received,  why  Carew,  Sedley,  Hopkins,  Marvel], 
and  Oldham,  were  refufed,  one  is  puzzled  to  guefs ;  and  vvhere  Pomfret,  Yaldcn,  and  Blackmore,  are 
preferred  to  Eufden,  Welfted,  and  Hill,  it  is  not  eafy  to  account  for  the  preference.  When  the  pub- 
lication was  undertaken,  Armftrong  and  Langhorne,  poets  of  fuperior  rank,  were  living;  their  works, 
confequently,  could  not  be  properly  inferted;  but  Churchill,  Smart,  and  Goldfmith,  were  dead,  and 
their  works  certainly  had  a  juft  claim  to  admiffion. 

When  Dr.  Johnfon  engaged  to  furnifli  the  bookfellers  with  a,"  Preface"  to  the  works  of  each  author, 
it  was  his  intention  to  have  allotted  to  each  poet,  an  "  Advertilemqnt"  like  thofe  which  are  found  ire 
the  French  Mifcellanies,  containing  a  few  dates  and  a  general  chara6ler.  That  he  was  led  beyond  his 
intention,  "  by  the  honeft  defire  of  giving  ufeful  pleafure,"  will  be  always  a  fubjedl  of  congratula- 
tion to  every  reader  of  tafte.  That  he  paffed  fome  partial  judgments  in  his  "  Lives,"  that  he  was 
fometimes  blinded  by  prejudice,  that  he  occafionally  faw  through  the  medium  of  party  or  religion; 
and  that,  without  the  tafte  which  would  enable  him  to  decide,  he  rafhly  determined  from  abftra<5t 
reafoning,  and  the  examination  of  a  philofopher,  where  philofophy  was  an  inadequate  judge,  muft  be 
allowed :  But,  as  fine  pieces  of  nervous  writing,  pregnant  v.'ith  valuable  detached  opinions,  happy  il- 
luftrations,  nice  difcuffions,  and  a  variety  of  curious  incidental  information,  they  will  ever  be  regard- 
ed as  the  richeft,  moft  beautiful,  and,  indeed,  moft  perfecl  production  of  his  pen. 

In  1790,  a  new  edition  of  this  elegant  colleftion  was  publhhed,  in  75  volumes  8vo,  which  gave 
the  proprietors  an  opportunity  of  adding  the  works  of  Moore,  Cawthorne,  Churchill,  Falconer, 
Lloyd,  Cunningham,  Green,  Goldfmith,  P.  Whitehead,  Armftrong,  Langhorne,  Johnfon,  W.  White- 
head, and  Jenyns ;  and  of  fupplying  fome  deficiencies  in  the  works  of  the  authors  printed  in  the  for- 
mer edition. 

"  Of  the  authors  now  firft  added,"  fays  the  Advertlfement,  "  fome  are  inferted,  in  compliance 
with  the  repeated  calls  of  the  public  ;  fome,  in  deference  to  the  opinions  of  perfons  whofe  tafte  can- 
not be  difputed;'and  fome  have  found  a  place  from  the  favourable  fentiments  expreffed  concerning 
them  to  the  publifhersj  from  various  quarter?.    In  thi»  fekdion,  the  proprietors  have  not  been  in^ 
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Suenced  by  any  partiality  of  their  o^yn  towards  the  authors  felefled;  they  have  endeavoured  to  ob- 
tain the  beft  opinions,  and  they  have  implicitly  foUowred  them." 

This  edition  is  fuperior  to  the  former,  both  in  elegance  and  magnitude,  and  refledts  much  honour 
on  the  tafte  and  liberality  of  the  proprietors ;  but  it  is  equally  deficient  in  the  works  of  our  older 
daffies,  and  aifords  fimilar  inftances  of  caprice  in  the  admiflion  to  literary  honours. 

As  it  was  thought  neceflary  to  admit  P.  Whitehead  and  Jenyns,  it  feems  teafonable  to  expeft  that 
fome  reafon  had  been  given  for  fhowing  them  a  di{lin6lion  which  has  been  denied  to  Wilkie,  Grain- 
ger, Smollet  and  Scott,  and  above  all,  to  the  immortal  Spenfer. 

Of  the  fourteen  authors  added  to  the  former  lift  of  Englifh  daffies,  concife  accounts  are  given,  upon 
Dr.  Johnfon's  original  plan  ;  which,  happily  for  both  himfelf  and  his  readers,  he  relinquifhed ;  as  it 
would  have  conferred  not  much  reputation  on  the  writer,  nor  have  communicated  much  information 
to  his  readers.  Accordingly,  a  few  dates  and  fadtg  are  only  fet  down,  in  the  manner  of  the  French 
Notices  Literams  1  with  occafionally  a  general  charadter. 

When  fuch  inconfiderable  advances  towards  briHging  forward  to  notice  the  older  poets,  were  made 
by  thofe  who,  from  their  fituation  and  influence,  were  beft  fuited  to  the  talk  ;  when  our  great  poe- 
tical biographer  was  not  only  reriiifs  in  reftoring  them  to  popularity,  but,  by  his  negle(5t  and  fi» 
lence,  feemed  to  infinuate  they  were  undeferving  of  it ;  the  folicitude  of  the  prefent  editor  for  their 
fate,  and  the  attempt  now  made  by  him  to  do  them  that  juftice  which  has  been  denied  them  by  his 
predecelTors,  can  require  no  apology. 

In  1793,  Mundell  and  Son,  printers  in  Edinburgh,  having  refolved  to  republifli  the  Collection  of 
Ilnglifh  poetry,  which  goes  under  the  name  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  the  manner  of  Dr.  Knox's  "  Elegant 
Extracts  in  Verfe,"  in  fix  •volumes  large  DcSavo,  he  toek  occalion  to  recommend  a  coUediion,  upon  an 
enlarged  plan,  which  might  unite  the  works  of  the  ancient  and  modern  poets  in  one  comprehen- 
five  view,  and  exhibit  the  progrefs  of  our  national  poetry,  correfponding  with  the  gradual  refine- 
ment of  language  and  of  manners,  from  the  rudenefs  and  fimplicity  of  a  remote  period,  to  the  polifh 
and  elegance  of  modern  times. 

The  proprietors,  with  a  liberal  fpirit  of  enterprife,  worthy  of  an  afTociation  of  opulent  bookfellcrs, 
readily  adopted  the  plan  he  recommended,  though  with  fome  limitations  as  to  the  ancient  poetry, 
^nd  refolved  to  extend  their  colledlion  to  tzuehe  volumei,  upon  his  promifing  to  furnifh  th^m  with  ^ 
Biographical  and  Critical  Preface  to  the  works  of  each  author ;  an  undertaking  in  which  he  engaged 
with  more  rafhnefs  than  prudence,  amidft  cares  and  avocations  of  a  far  di£Ferent  and  moxx  imnortant 
mature,  and  without  a  fuitable  provifion  ©f  materials. 

The  lift  of  the  works  of  the  older  poets,  which  he  originally  recommended  for  republication,  com- 
prehended thofe  of  Chaucer,  Langland,  Goiver  ;  the  beft  parts  of  Lydgate,  Barclay,  ffaices  •  the  beft 
parts  of  Sielton,  Surrey,  Wyat ;  the  beft  parts  of  Warner,  Sydney,  Sackville,  Spenfer,  Marloiv,  Da  vies 
Shakfpeare,  Drayton,  Daniel,  Jonfon,  Donne,  Hall,  Drummond,  Stirling,  Browne,  P.  Fletcher,  G. 
Fletcher  ;  the  beft  parts  of  ^larles.  King,  Carew,  Suckling,  Crafhaw,  Davenant,  and  the  tranflations 
©f  Fairfax,  Sandys,  and  May,  The  works  of  the  authors  printed  in  Italics  were,  on  due  confide- 
yation,  omitted ;  it  being  thought  fafer  to  allure  curiofity  into  this  unfrequented  track  of  readino- 
Iby  a  republication  of  the  works  of  thofe  authors,  who,  though  not  either  univerfally  read  or  under- 
Jlood  (as  muft  ever  be  the  cafe  with  the  beft  elder  poets  of  every  country),  are  notwithftanding  fami- 
liar to  us  in  converfation,  and  conftantly  appealed  to  in  controverted  points  of  poetical  tafte  than  t© 
run  the  rilk  of  fuppreffing  it  totally,  by  a  bulky  republication  of  all  or  the  better  parts  of  the  works 
lof  thofe  unfortunate  authors,  who  ftill  remain  unpopular,  merely  from  the  want  of  being  read  The 
claffica.1  compofitions  of  Barbour,  James  I,  Henry  the  Minftrel,  Dunbar,  Douglas  and  Lindfay  be- 
ing written  in  the  Scottifti  language,  could  not  be  received  into  an  edition  of  jfenglifli  poetry 

The  lift  of  the  works  of  the  modern  poets  which  he  originally  recommended  for  republication 
Comprehended  the  works  of  Marvell,  C.  Cotton,  Sedlcy,  Ho/ 'ins,  Oldham,  Pattifon  Hill  £ufd 
Welfted,  Seivell,  Blair,  Hamilton,  Harte,  Boyfe,  Thompfon,  Cooper,  Brown,  Grainger,  Smollet 
Wilkie,  Dodfley,  Mender,  Jenner,  Kirkfatrick,  Smart,  Bruce,  Chatterton,  Gr^nie,  Glover  Shaw 
Lovibond,  Penrofe,  Mickle,  Jago,  Scott,  Logan,  N.  Cotton,  and  Blacklock.  He  was  afterwards 
obliged  to  abridge  this  lift,  and  to  exclude  the  authors  printed  in  Italics,  on  account  of  the  arrane-e= 
|jj,CJit3  which  the  i  rpprietors  h^d  made  relative  to  the  exteijt  Qf  the  coUetSlion, 
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.  Notwithftanding  thefe  limitations,  which,  on  the  part  of  the  editor,  vers  unavoidable,  it  is  ■with, 
feme  degree  of  confidence,  that  he  offers  to  public  infpedlion  a  CoUccflion  of  Englifh  poetry,  which 
contains  the  works  of  me  hundred  and  fourteen  authors,  of  whom  forty-nine  are  not  to  be  found  in  the 
the  laft  edition  of  the  "  Works  of  the  Englifh  Poets,"  commonly  called  Dr.  Johnfon's  edition ; 
xniforty-fve  are  now,  for  the  firfl;  time,  received  into  an  edition  of  Englifli  poetry. 

In  the  works  of  the  authors  already  coUedted,  efpecially  the  later  authors,  fome  deficiencies  have  bcea 
fupplied  in  the  prefeist  edition.  In  the  works  of  Langhome,  in  particular,  the  additions  are  nu- 
merous and  important.  They  are  fuch  as  a  reader  of  Englifh  poetry  will  readily  diflinguifli,  and 
tlrerefore  unnecefTary  to  be  pointed  out. 

Though  the  editor  has  exerted  himfelf  with  confiderable  attention,  to  render  the  works  of  the  au- 
thors now  firft  colle6led,  as  complete  as  polTible;  yet  copies  of  Surrey's  tranflation  of  the  fecond  and 
fourth  books  of  the  ^neid,  Davies's  Epigrams,  P.  Fletcher's  Latin  and  Englifh  poem  on  the  fefuits 
and  6'iVi//fl'«,  a  Pifcatary  drama,  Harte's  .fi^jji  on  .^^i2/ofl,  Shaw's  Four  Farthing  Candles,  Brown's  Li- 
berty, and  fome  pieces  of  other  authors,  have  eluded  his  diligence.  The  works  of  Chatterton  might 
have  been  enlarged  by  additions  from  Mr.  Earret's  "  Hiflory  of  Eriftol,"  and  "  Supplement  to 
Chatterton's  Mifcellanics,"  which  could  not  be  obtained  in  due  time.  Gray's  Sonnet  on  Sir  WiUlam- 
Williams,  Mickle's  Prefheey  of  ^een  Emma,  Johnfon's  Marjjwr  Norfoluenfe,  and  fome  other  little 
pieces,  happened  to  be  overlooked  at  the  prefs. 

The  editor  does  not  wifh  to  be  underftood  as  having  performed  more  than  he  has  adlually  done. 
For  the  feleftion  of  the  authors,  he  is  folely  refponfible.  What  pleafed  himfelf  he  has  ventured  to  re- 
commend to  others ;  a  talk  of  fuch  difEculry  requires  the  candid  allowance  of  the  reader,  for  the  un- 
avoidable differences  of  taile  and  judgment.  The  recommendation  of  the  proper  editions  of  the 
works  to  be  r,eprintcd,  belonged  to  the  editor ;  with  the  exception  of  the  works  of  Chaucer,  in  the 
ftfi  volume,  and  the  works  of  the  feveral  aathors  in  the  fftb  volume,  in  which  he  had  no  concern. 

For  the  correcftnefs  of  the  text,  he  is  not  anfwerable,  as  he  had  no  concern  in  the  revifion  of  any 
part  of  thefe  volumes,  except  the  Biographical  and  Critical  Prefaces,  and  occafionally  fome  additions, 
notes,  and  illuflraiions  in  the  courfe  of  the  work.  The  chronological  arrangement  which  he  recom- 
mended has  not  been  flritftly  obferved,  on  account  of  the  proportion  which  it  was  thought  neceffary 
to  obferve,  in  the  fize  of  the  volumes.  The  engraved  title-page,  bearing  to  be  "  A  Complete  Edi- 
tion of  the  Poets  of  Great  Britain,"  was  improperly  copied  by  the  proprietors,  in  the  frfl  volume, 
from  Mr.  Bell's  edition,  and  retained  in  the  fubfequent  volumes,  for  the  fake  of  uniformity. 

In  fo  comphcated  and  extenfive  a  work,  typographical  errors  may  be  expedled  to  occur.  The 
editor  hopes  they  are  not  very  numerous,  and  will,  he  thinks,  be  entitled  to  the  pardon  of  every 
candid  reader.  Several  miftakes  of  this  kind,  he  is  forry  to  acknowledge,  remaia  uncorredted  in  his 
part  of  the  work,  particularly  in  the  Lives  of  Willie,  Jobnfon,  and  fome  others  in  the  eleventh  volume, 
which  he  defires  may  be  attributed,  not  to  negledt,  but  want  of  experience  in  affairs  of  this  nature, 
and  to  the  precipitation  with  which  the  work  proceeded  through  the  prefs;  all  the  Prefaces 
having  been  written  in  little  more  than  two  years,  and  fent  to  the  prefs,  in  portions,  as  they  were 
■wanted,  without  any  previous  revifion. 

There  is  one  alteration  in  the  prefent  colledlion  which  the  editor  believes  will  need  no  apology. 
This  is  the  arrangement  of  the  poetical  tranflations  of  entire  works  in  a  feparate  volume.  To  ren- 
der the  works  of  Homer  and  Pindar  more  complete,  Mr.  Hole's  Hyttm  to  Cer^s,  and  Mr.  Pye's  Sins 
Olympic  Odes,  are  added  to  the  tranflations  of  pope  and  Well;  and  the  deficiencies  in  Dryden's  Ju- 
venal are  fupplied  by  the  verfions  of  thofe  who  were  originally  affociated  with  him  in  that  perform- 
.  ance.  A  fupplemental  volume  of  Tranflations,  making  the  thirteenth,  has  been  printed,  and  another 
is  flill  wanting  to  complete  the  arrangement,  w-Ji  a  volume  of  Fugitive  Poetry. 

Of  the  Lives  here  offered  to  the  public,  aearly  one  half  have  been  already  written  by  Dr.  Johnfon, 
with  fuch  felicity  of  performance,  that  the  editor  might  perhaps  more  properly  have  contented 
himfelf  with  fubjoining  a  few  correftions  and  additions  to  his  elegant  narratives;  but  that  new  Livee 
were  thought  neceffary  to  the  uniformity  of  this  coUeftion. 

As  the  undertaking  was  occafional  and  unforefeen,  Dr.  Johnfon  muft  le  fuppofed  to  have  engaged 
in  it  with  lefs  provifion  of  materials  than  might  have  been  accumulated  by  longer  premeditation. 
■  ■         6  '"-''. 
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Of  the  later  writers,  at  Itaft,  he  might,  by  attention  and  inquiry,  have  gleaned  many  particulars 
which  would  have  diverfitied  and  enlivened  his  biography ;  but  he  was  not  adluated  by  an  en- 
thufiafm  for  his  employment.  He  could  not  encounter  wcarinefs,  perplexity,  and  difguft.  The  la- 
bour of  literature  was  a  talk  from  which  he  always  wiflied  to  efcape.  From  Spence's  Colle<Slions, 
communicated  by  the  Duke  of  Newcaftle,  he  received  great  affiftance.  In  what  he  relates,  though 
there  is,  in  many  articles,  little,  except  the  manner  in  which  it  is  told,  that  is  new  (a  deficiency 
which  was  not  always  in  his  power  to  remedy),  yet  his  narration  affords  a  luminous  proof  of  the 
vigour  of  his  mind  in  all  its  faculties,  whether  memory,  judgment,  er  imagination.  What  he  has 
to  fay  on  every  fubjedl  is  always  worth  hearing.  Though  the  turn  of  his  mind  cannot  be  confider- 
cd  as  peculiarly  qualifying  him  for  a  critic  of  fubjedls  which  require  more  imagination  than  judg- 
ment, yetthe  luftre  of  his^great  mind  feldom  beamed  on  any  thing,  without  lighting  us  to  fome 
new  truth,  latent  trait  of  charasftcr,  or  peculiarity  hitherto  unobferved.  Even  the  acrimony  of  his 
poetical  cenfures,  is,  in  a  great  meafure,  compenfated  by  the  force  and  originality  of  his  rciledlions, 
and  the  elegance  and  corredlnefs  of  his  language. 

In  the  prefent  undertaking,  the  editor  has  not  the  prefumption  to  fuppofe  himfelf  qualified  t9 
complete  what  Dr.  Johnfon  has  left  unfinished,  nor  the  temerity  to  court  a  comparifon.  Neither  the 
ftyle  nsr  the  manner  are  here  the  principal  obje<5l  of  attention.  With  a  view  to  popular  information, 
he  has  endeavoured  to  colk6twhat  is  diffufed,  to  glean  in  fpots  which  have  been  fometimes  neglecSted, 
and  fometimes  forgotten,  and  to  relate  with  clearnefs  and  fimplicity,  what  is  known  of  the  perfonal 
hiftory  and  literary  produdlions  of  each  author,  whofe  works  are  affociated  in  this  colle<9:ion,  digeft- 
ed  in  the  form  of  a  chronicle,  fubjoining  an  eftimate  of  his  characSter,  a  critical  examination  of-  his 
compofitions,  and,  by  quotation,  the  teHimonies  of  contemporary  writers,  and  the  judgments  of  the 
moll  refpedlable  critics. 

In  the  courfe  of  this  undertaking,  he  has  endeavoured  to  avail  himfelf  of ^ the  various  biographical 
coUeiStions  already  in  the  hands  of  the  public.  Of  thefe  coUedlions,  It  was  neceffary  to  form  a  right 
idea,  to  fele<5i;  from  them  whatever  was  conducive  to  his  defign,  and  carefully  to  avoid  their  errors, 
at  the  fame  time  that  he  preferved  their  excellencies.  What  ufe  he  has  made  of  them  will  be  obvi- 
ous, as  well  as  what  is  entirely  his  own. 

In  the  Lives  of  the  authors  of  a  remote  period,  the  inflances  are  numerous  which  ftand  in  need  of 
emendations  and  corretSlions,  for  retrenching  fnperfluities,  fupplying  deficiencies,  and  rei5tifying  the 
miftakes  in  dates  and  fa<5ls,  which  may  unintentionally  have  been  committed,  and  tranfmitted  frona 
writer  to  writer  without  examination.  The  editor  has  exerted  himfelf,  in  this  refpe<S,  with  confi- 
derable  attention. 

In  the  Lives  of  the  modern  authors,  efpecially  of  thofe  lately  deceafed,  of  whom  there  are  no  writ- 
ten memorials,  the  difficulty  under  which  the  editor  laboured  will  be  evident;  from  the  want  of  pro- 
per information,  the  prejudices  of  friends  or  admirers,  the  calumnies  of  enemies,  and  the  fuggeftions 
®f  envy,  to  which  eminent  chara6lers  are  peculiarly  liable.  Time  overcomes  moft  of  thefe  impedi- 
ments, except  the  firft,  which  it  evidently,  in  many  cafes,  increafes. 

An  accurate  inveftigation  into  the  powers  and  varieties  of  the  human  mind,  is  of  all  ftudies 
the  moft  important;  and  a  faithfil  narration  of  the  principles,  condu(ft,  and  writings  of  emi- 
nent men,  might,  perhaps,  afford  the  fureft  bafis  for  fuch  refearches;  but  it  isalmoft  unreafonable  to 
expedl  from  human  intellect  and  virtue,  fufiicient  difcernment,  difcrimination  and  impartiality,  to 
qualify  for  fo  difficult  and  delicate  a  talk. 

As  far  as  relates  to  himfelf,  the  editor  has  endeavoured,  as  much  as  polfible,  to  relate  the  circum- 
flances  of  the  Lives  of  the  authors  from  the  moft  authentic  information,  and  to  give  an  account  of 
their  writings  with  real  impartiality.  His  aim  h-ri  been  to  rife  above  narrow  prejudices,  and  to  re- 
cord the  vices  and  virtues,  the  excellencies  and  defedls  of  authors,-  with  fidelity  and  freedom.  The 
■well-known  adage,  de  mortuis  ml  nift  bonum,  feems  to  have  been  didtated  by  tendernefs  and  humanity. 
Errors  are  dimlniflied  when  once  the  grave  has  interpofed,  and  the  good  qualities  are  proportionably 
magnified.  The  generous  feelings  add  to  the  unwillingnefs  to  blame,  and  every  liberal  mind  feels 
it  an  a<5t  of  cowardice  to  attack  thofe  who  cannot  defend  themfelves.  The  beft  propenfities  of  the 
human  mind  are  thus  engaged  to  repel  cenfure  and  invite  praife.  Without  violating  the  rights  of 
humanity,  the  wifli  of  the  editor  has  been  to  fpeak  of  the  dead  with  liberal,  but  not  indifcriminate 
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praife.     Hence,  truth,  he  trufts,  will  appear  in  its  falrcfl:  garb,  and  impartiality  appear  almoft  like 
praife. 

In  the  reprcfentation  of  fadls,  and  the  delineation  of  characfters,  the  editor  has  endeavoured  to  do 
full  juftice  to  the  condudl  and  principles  of  men  of  every  profeflion  and  party.  But  he  apprehends 
that  a  philofophical  liberality  of  mind  does  not  imply  in  it,  that  he  has  no  fentiments  of  his  own. 
He  fcruples  not  to  declare  his  attachment  to  the  great  interefls  of  mankind,  and  his  enmity  to  bi- 
gotry, fuperftition,  and  tyranny.  A  work  of  this  nature,  that  is  conduded  without  any  regard  t» 
the  chief  privileges  of  human  nature,  without  a  philofophical  liberahty  of  mind,  and  without  feel- 
ings, efpecially  of  the  nioral  kind,  would  be  deprived  of  much  of  its  utility 

With  refpefl  to  the  flri(5lures  on  the  works  of  the  various  authors,  the  editor  is  far  from  being 
«ver-anxious  to  make  others  adopt  his  fentiments.  If  erroneous  criticifm  may  be  fometimes  fufpefi- 
ed,  who  can  hope  that,  In  matters  of  tafte,  all  fhall  agree  ?  He  will  think  it  fufficient,  if  his  remarks 
Iliould  engage  the  reader  to  review  his  own  opinions,  or  recal  his  attention  to  fome  latent  beauty, 
fome  fafcinating  line,  or  fpme  happy  expreflion,  which,  on  a  firft  perufal,  had  efcaped  him.  Where 
he  has  prefumed  to  differ  from  the  moft  refpedtable  authorities,  he  would  be  rather  underftood  to 
propofe  a  doubt  than  to  offer  a  contradidtlon.  If  his  praifes  have  been  fonietimes,  as  he  fears  they 
kave,  too  laviftily  bellowed,  he  trulls,  that  the  candid  reader  will  afcribe  them  to  a  folicitude  which 
made  him  more  willing  to  recommend  beauties  than  to  axpofe  blemifhes;  rather  earneft  to  do  juftice 
to  the  author's  merit,  than  to  raife  an  admiration  of  his  own  judgment. 

The  obligations  which  the  editor  has  received,  have  extended,  in  feveral  cafes,  to  the  communication 
of  entire  articles,  and  to  occafional  affiflance :  For  the  life  of  Spmfer,  and  the  lives  of  Milton, 
Coivley,  Waller,  Butler,  and  Denham,  he  is  indebted  to  two  gentlemen  of  learning  and  abilities, 
who  have  not  indulged  him  with  the  liberty  of  mentioning  their  names.  They  were  follcited  and 
©btalned  by  the  proprietors,  to  expedite  the  publication,  and  never  feen  by  the  editor  till  they  were 
printed.  He  knows  not  whether  any  apology  will  be  deemed  needful  for  inferting  them.  They  . 
are  compofed,  it  mull  be  acknowledged,  with  little  care  or  diligence,  and  with  a  cpmpendlous  bre- 
vity, which,  though  compatible  with  accuracy  of  narration,  and  vigour  of  defcription,  precludes  a 
critical  account  both  of  events  and  writings.  As  thefe  articles  comprehend  fome  of  the  firft  names 
in  Englifli  poetry.  It  is  the  intention  of  the  editor  to  write  them  over  again,  for  a  feparate  edition  of 
the  Lives,  correded  and  enlarged,  which  it  is  in  contemplation  with  the  proprietors  to  publilh.' 

With  refpe<5l  to  occafional  affiflance,  the  editor  has  been  favoured  with  various  biographical  infor- 
mation concerning  Meorc,  Blair,  Wllkie,  Bruce,  and;Z,og-aa,  from  the  Rev.  Mr.  Toulmin  of  Taunton, 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Robertfon  of  Dalmeny,  the  Rev.  Dr.  William  Thomfon  of  London,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Blair,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Baird,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hardy,  and  Profeffor  Dalzel  of  Edinburgh,  to  whom  he 
begs  leave  to  make  his  acknowledgments.  To  all  thefe  gentlemen  he  efteems  himfelf  much  indebted 
for  their  kindnefs  and  attention.  From  them  arlfes  the  principal  aififlance  he  has  to  boafl  of. 
He  has  many  reafons  to  flatter  himfelf,  that  his  information  would  have  been  much  enlarged  from 
•ther  quarters,  if  a  diffidence  of  his  abilities  for  the  undertaking  had  not  deterred  him  from  folici- 
tation. 

The  editor  cannot  conclude,  without  an  apology  to  the  reader,  which  he  is  forry  to  be  under  the 
neceffity  of  making.  In  his  endeavours  to  render  thefe  volumes  worthy  of  attention,  he  has  beea 
thwarted  by  a  fituation  peculiarly  unfavourable  for  fuch  purfuits :  the  libraries- of  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge, the  Britiih  Mufeum,  the  repofitories,  mufeums,  and  libraries  of  the  curious,  from  whence 
only  adequate  materials  are  to  be  drawn,  he  has  had  no  accefs  to.  His  chief  refource  has  been  a 
fmall  private  coUedion,  and  the  libraries  of  the  Unlverfity,  and  of  the  Faculty  of  Advocates  in 
Edinburgh,  neither  of  which  is  rich  in  old  Englifti  hterature. 

The  mention  of  thefe  valuable  repofitoriesi  naturally  reminds  the  editor,  that  he  fhould  be  deficient 
in  gratitude,  if  he  omitted  to  notice  the  readinefs  with  which  he  was  allowed  the  free  ufe  of  what- 
ever they  contained,  for  the  fervice  of  this  work. 

The  communication  of  fome  fcarce  mifcellaneous  collei5lions,  by  Alexander  Frafer  Tytler,  Efq.  of 
Woodhoufelee,  Robert  Arbuthnot,  Efq.  Secretary  to  the  Truftees  for  Filheries,  Manufacftures  and 
and  Improvements,  and  George  Farquhar,  Ef^.  of  South  Frederigk-Streetj  the  editor  ccnfiders  as  » 
favour  worthy  of  public  acknowledgment. 
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How  far  the  prefent  work  is  calculated  to  anfwer  what  the  public  has  a  right  to  denlaHd,  the 
editor  is  afraid  to  refled  on.  It  was  begun  folely  from  public  confiderations,  without  any  regard 
to  perfonal  advantage,  and  has  been  carried  on  through  many  difficulties,  much  ill  health,  and  with 
Knany  real  doubts  of  his  ability  to  fimilh  it  in  fuch  a  manner  as  t©  merit  applaufe.  He  has  not  been 
fcduced  by  vanity,  fo  far  as  not  to  perceive  the  many  errors  and  dcfe&s  which  will  be  found  in  his 
part  of  thefe  volumes.  He  is  truly  fenfible  of  them ;  but  can,  at  the  fame  time,  declare,  they  have 
not  been  caufed  by  any  relaxation  of  his  endeavours  to  render  the  work  as  perfed  as  he  was  able, 
confiftent  with  his  attention  to  more  important  avocations.  Every  work  of  this  kind  is,  by  its  na- 
ture, deficient.  To  thofe  who  may  be  diffatisfied  with  the  manner  in  which  it  Is  conducted,  he  can 
only  fay,  that  the  undertaking  appeared  to  him  much  eafier,  before  he  engaged  in  it,  than  he  found 
afterwards  in  its  progrefs  through  the  prefs.  He  had  but  an  imperfedl  conception  of  the  difhculties 
to  be  furmounted,  the  difappointments  to  be  incurred,  the  books  to  be  procured  and  waited  for,  the 
dates  to  be  fettled,  the  fafls  to  be  afcertained,  and  the  various  irritating  minutia  of  the  prefs.  He 
may  fafely  rely  on  the  candour  of  thofe  who  have  experienced  the  trouble  and  difSculty  attending 
fuch  extenfive  literary  undertakings. 

Whatever  is  the  determination  concerning  it  (though  the  fubjedl  is  what  he  acknowledges  him- 
felf  to  feel  fome  anxiety  about),  the  editor  profeffes  himfelf  not  to  have  the  flighteft.  inclination  to 
fiifpute  the  propriety  of  any  cenfure  which  may  be  paffed  on  his  labours,  cither  in  part  or  in  the 
whole.  Perfedlly  fatisfied  with  the  pleafure  he  has  received  in  the  courfe  of  the  work,  he  has  n@ 
expectation  of  emolument,  or  wifh  for  fame  on  account  of  his  concern  in  it. 

To  do  juflice  to  negledled  merit ;  to  extend  the  honour  of  our  national  poetry,  as  far  as  poffible, 
both  abroad  and  at  home  ;  to  enlarge,  however  little,  the  boundaries  of  literary  biography  and  ele- 
gant criticifm;  to  flrengthen  and  co-operate  with  the  tafte  for  poetical  antiquities,  which,  for  fome 
time  paft,  has  been  confiderably  advancing ;  to  hold  out  an  incentive  to  the  love  of  fame  and  the 
cultivation  of  the  mind  ;  to  diverfify  the  materials  of  common  reading,  and  to  open  frefli  fources 
«f  ufeful  iriftrutftion  and  innocent  amufement,  are  ends  which,  though  to  attain  be  beyond  his 
|iowcrs,  the  honeft  ambition  of  the  editor  is  fomething  gratified  by  the  attempt  alone, 

ROBERT  ANDERSON. 

Edinburgh,  ? 

J^ovemberaj.  1795.     5 
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Whanne  that  April  with  his  Ihouresfotc.  , 

The  droughte  of  March  hath  perced  to  the  rote, 

^nd-feathed  every  veine  in  fwiche  licour. 

Of  whjche  vertue  engendred  is  the  flour ;] 

Whan  Zephirus  eke  with  his  fote  brethe 

Enfpired  hath  in  every  holt  and  hethe 

The  tendre  croppes,  and  the  yonge  fonne 

Jiath  in  the  Ram  his  halfe  cours  yronne. 

And  fmale  foules  maken  melodie. 

That  flepen  alle  night  with  open  eye, 

So  priketh  hem  nature  in  hir  corages, 

Tham  longen  folk  to  gon  on  pilgrimages, 

And  pahneres  for  tofeken  ftrange  ftrondes, 

To  ferve  halwes  couthe  in  fondry  londes ; 

And  fpecially  from  every  {hire's  ende 

Of  Englelond  to  Canterbury  they  wende. 

The  holy  blifsful  martyr  for  to  feke 

That  hem  hath  holpen  whan  that  they  were  feke. 

.  -Befelle  that  in  that  fefon  on  a  day. 

In  Southwerkat  the  Tabard  as  I  lay, 

Redy  to  Wcnden  on  my  pilgrimage    . 

To  Canterbury  with  devoute  courage, 

At  night  was  come  into  that  hoftelrie 

HVel  nine-and-twenty  in  a  cOmpagnie 

Pf  fondry  folkj  by  ^a venture  yfalle 

In  felawfhip,  and  pllgrimes  were  they  alle 

That  toward  Canterbury  wolden  ride. 

The  chambres  and  the  ftables  weren  wide, 

And  wel  we  weren  efed  atte  befte. 

And  fliortly  when  the  fonne  was  gon  to  refle, 
So  hadde  I  fpoken  with  hejn  everich  oh, 
That  I  was  of  hir  felawfhip  anon, 
And  made  forword  erly  for  to  rife, 
To  take  oure  way  ther,  as  I  you  devife. 

Vol.  i. 


But  natheles  while  I  have  time  and  fpace, 
Or  that  1  forther  in  this  tale  pace, 
]yie  thinketh  it  accordant  to  refon 
To  tellen  you  alle  the  condition 
Of  eche  of  hem,fo  a?  it  femed  me, 
And  whiche  they  weren,  and  of  what  degre, 
And  eke  in  what  araie  that  they  were  inne ; 
And  at  a  knight  than  wol  I  firfte  beginne. 

A  Knight  ther  was,  and  that  a  worthy  man» 
That  fro  the  time  that  he  firfte  began 
To  riden  out^  he  loved  chivalrie, 
Trouthe  and  honour,  fredom  and  curtaiie. 
Ful  worthy  was  he  in  his  lordes  werre. 
And  therto  hadde  he  ridden,  no  man  ferre 
As  well  in  Criftendom  as  in  ttethenefle. 
And  ever  honoured  for  his  worthinefle. 

At  Alifandre  he  was  whan  it  was  wonne  * 
Ful  often  time  he  hadde  the  bord  bfgonne  \ 
Aboven  alle  nations  in  Pruce  : 
In  Lettowe  hadde  he  reyfed  and  in  Ruce, 
No  Criilen  man  fo  ofte  of  his  degre : 
In  Gernade  at  the  fiege  eke  hadde  he  be 
Of  Algefir,  and  ridden  in  Belmarie  : 
At  Leyes  was  he,  and  at  Natalie, 
Whan  they  were  wonne ;  and  in  the  Crete  S^e^ 
At  many  a  noble  armee  hadde  he  be. 
At  mortal  batailles  hadde  he  ben  fiftene. 
And  foughten  for  our  faith  at  Tramiflene 
In  liftes  thries,  and  ay  flain  his  fo. 

This  ilke  worthy  Knight  hadde  ben  alfo 

*  Alexandria  in  Egvpt  was  won  (and  immediately  after 
abandoned)  in  136  J  by  Pierre  de  Lufignan  Kinji;  of  Cy» 
prus. 

t  He  had  been  placed  at  the  head  of  the  table,  the  ufu- 
al  compliment  to  extraordinary  merit,  as  the  coaiipenta^ 
tors  verypropery  c;cplairi  it. 

A 
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Some  time  wltk  the  Lord  o^  Palatie  * 
Agen  another  Hethen  in  Turkie, 
And  evermore  he  hadde  a  fovereirle  pris, 
And  though  that  he  was  worthy,  he  was  wife, 
And  of  his  port  as  meke  its  is  a  mayde. 
He  never  yet  no  vilanie  he  fayde 
In  alle  his  lit"  unto  no  raanere  wight  r 
He  was  a  veray  parfit  gentil  Knight. 

But  for  to  tallen  you  of  his  araie, 
His  hors  was  good,  but  he  ne  was  not  gaic. 
Of  fuftian  he  wered  a  gipon 
Alle  hefmotred  v>fith  his  habergeon, 
For  he  was  late  ycome  fro  his  viage, 
And  wente  for  to  don  his  pilgrimage. 

With  him  ther  was  his  fone,  a  yonge  SqnUr, 
A  lover  and  a  lufly  bacheler, 
With  lockes  crull  as  they  were  laide  in  prefTe  ; 
Of  twenty  yere       age  he  was,  I  geffe. 
Of  his  {tature  he  was  of  even  lengthe. 
And  wonderly  deliver,  and  grete  of  ftrengthe ; 
And  he  hadde  be  fometime  in  chevachie 
In  Flaunders,  in  Artois,  and  in  Picardie, 
And  borne  him  wel,  as  of  fo  litel  fpace, 
In  hope  to  ftonden  in  his  ladies  grace. 

Embrouded  was  he,  as  it  ,w_ere  a  mede 
Alle  full  of  fresfhefioures  white  and  rede  : 
Singing  he  w^as  or  floyting  alle  the  day  : 
He  was  as  fresfhe  as  is  the  moneth  of  May  : 
Short  was  his  goune,  with  fleves  long  and  wide; 
Wel  coude  he  fitte  on  hors,  and  fayre  ride  : 
He  coude  fonges  make,  and  wel  endite. 
Jufte  and  eke  dance,  and  wel  pourtraie  and  write ; 
So  hote  he  loved,  that  by  nightertak 
He  flep  no  more  than  doth  the  nightingale  % 

Curteis  he  was,  lowly  and  fervifable. 
And  carf  before  his  fader  at  the  table. 

A  Tcman  hadde  he,  and  fervantes  no  mo 
At  that  time,  for  him  lufte  to  ride  fo, 
And  he  was  cladde  in  cote  and  hode  of  grene ; 
A  fhefe  of  peacock  arwes  bright  and  kene 
tJnder  his  belt  he  bare  full  thriftily  : 
Wel  coude  he  dreffe  his  takel  yemanly  : 
His  arwes  drouped  not  with  fetheres  lowe, 
And  in  his  hond  he  bai-e  a  mighty  bov/e. 

A  not-hed  hadde  he,  with  a  broune  vifage  : 
Of  wood-craft  coude  he  wel  alle  the  ufage  ; 
Upon  his  arme  he  bare  a  gaie  bracer. 
And  by  his  fide  a  fwerd  and  a  bokeler. 
And  on  that  other  fide  a  gaie  daggere, 
Harneifed  wel,  and  iharp  as  point  of  fpere  ; 
A  Criftofre  on  his  brefl  of  filver  fliene. 
An  home  he  bare,  the  baudrik  was  of  grene  ; 
A  forfter  was  he  fothely,  as  I  gefle. 

Ther  was  alfo  a  Nonne,  a  Priareje,  * 

That  of  hire  fmiling  was-ful  fmiple  and  coy. 
Hire  greteft  othe  n'as  but  by  Seint  Eloy, 
And  fhe  wais  cleped  Madam  Eglentine  ; 
Ful  wel  fhe  fange  the  fervice  devine, 
Entuned  in  hire  nofe  ful  fwetely ; 
And  Frenche  Ihe  fpake  ful  fayre  and  fetilly,: 
After  the  fcole  of  Stratford  atte  Bowe, 
For  Frenche  of  Paris  was  to  hire  unknowe  : 
At  mete  was  Ihe  wel  ytaughte  withalle,' 
She  lette  no  morfel  from  hire  lippes  falle, 

«  raUthia  in  Aaatolia* 
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Ne  wette  hire  fingres  in  lure  fauce  dep^  J 
Wel  coude  Ihe  carie  a  morfel,  and  wel  kepe;^' 
Thatte  no  drope  ne  fell  upon  hire  hreft  ; 
In  curtefie  was  fette  ful  moche  hire  left  ; 
Hire  over  lippe  wiped  fiie  fo  clene, 
That  in  hire  cuppe  was  no  ferthing  fene 
Of  grefe  when  fhe  dronken  hadde  hire  draught  j 
full  femely  after  hire  mete  fhe  raught ; 
And  fikerly  fhe  was  of  grete  difport. 
And  ful  pleafant  and  amiable  of  port. 
And  peined  hire  to  contrefetan  chere 
Of  court  and  ben  eftatelich  of  manere. 
And  to  ben  holden  digne  of  reverence.^, 
But  for  to  fpeken  of  hire  confcience. 
She  was  fo  charitable  and  fo  pitons 
She  wolde  wepe  if  that  fhe  faw  a  mous 
Caughte  in  a  trappe  if  it  were  ded  or  bledde* 
Of  fmale  houndes  hadde  Ihe,  that  Ihe  fedde 
With  rolled  flelh,  and  milk,  and  waftel  brede^j 
But  fore  wept  fhe  if  on  of  hem  were  dede. 
Or  if  men  fmote  it  with  a  yerde  fmert ; 
And  all  was  confcience  and  tendre  herte. 
Ful  femely  hire  wimple  ypinched  was. 
Hire  nofe  tretis,  hire  eyen  grey  as  glas  ; 
Flire  mouth  full  fmale,  and  therto  foft  and  red  ■^ 
But  fikerly  Ihe  hajide  a  fayre  forehed  ; 
It  was  almoft  a  fpanne  brode  1  trowe, 
For  hardily  fne  was  not  undergrowe. 

Ful  fetife  was  hire  cloke,  as  I  was  ware. 
Of  fmale  coral!  aboute  hire  arm  flie  bare 
A  pair  of  bedes  gauded  all  with  grene. 
And  thereon  heng  a  broche  of  gold  ful  fhene 
On  whiche  was  firfl  ywritten  a  crouned  A, 
And  after  Amor  i)lncit  omnia. 

Another  Nonne  alfo  with  hire  hadde  fhe 
That  was  hire  chapelleine,  and  Preejles  thre. 

A  Monk  ther  was,  a  fayre  for  the  maiftric. 
An  out-rider  that  loved  venerie  ; 
A  manly  man  to  ben  an  abbot  able  ; 
Ful  many  a  deinte  hors  hadde  he  in  flable. 
And  whan  he  rode,  men  mighte  his  bridel  here 
Gingeling  in  a  wliillling  wind,  as  clere 
And  eke  as  loude  as  doth  the  chapell  belle 
Ther  as  this  lord  was  keper  of  the  celle. 

The  reule  of  Seint  Maure  and  of  Seint  Beneitj^ 
Becaufe  that  it  was  olde  and  fomdele  ftreit, 
This'  ilke  monk  lette  clde  thinges  pace. 
And  helde  after  the  newe  world  the  trace. 
He  yave  not  of  the  text  a  pulled  hen 
That  faith  that  hunters  ben  not  holy  men> 
Ne  that  a  monk  whan  he  is  rekkeles 
Is  like  to  a  fifh  that  is  waterles ; 
This  is  to  fay,  a  monk  out  of  his  cloulre ; 
This  ilke  t-ext  held  he  not  worth  an  oillre  ; 
And  I  fay  his  opinion  was  good. 
What !  fhulde  he  ftudie  and  make  himfelven  woodi 
Upon  a  book  in  cloiftre  alway  to  pore,^ 
Or  fwinken  with  his  hondes,  and  laboure. 
As  Auftin  bit  \  how  Hial  the  world  be  ferved  ? 
Let  Auftin  have  his  fwink  to  him  referved  : 
Therfore  he  was  a  prickafoure  a  right. 
Greihoundes  he  hadde  as  fwift  as  foul  of  flights 
Of  pricking  and  of  hunting  for  the  hare 
Was  all  his  luft ;  for  no  coft  wolde  he  fpars. 

I  faw  his  fleves  purfiled  at  the  hond 
With  gris,  and  that  the  fiueH  of  the  iondj 
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And  lor  to  fafien  his  hood  under  his  chinne 
lie  hadde  of  gold  ywrought  a  curious  pinne  ; 
A  love-knotte  in  the  greter  ende  ther  was  : 
His  hed  was  balled,  and  fhone  as  any  glas ; 
And  eke  his  face,  as  it  hadde  ben  anoint ; 
He  was  a  lord  ful  fat,  and  in  good  point : 
His  eyen  ftepe,  and  rolling  in  his  hed. 
That  ftemed  as  a  forneis  of  a  led  ; 
His  bootes  fouple,  his  hoi's  in  gret  eftat ; 
Now  certainly  he  was  a  fayre  prelat : 
He  was  not  pale  as  a  forpined  gofl: ; 
A  fat  fwan  loved  he  beft  of  any  roft  : 
His  palfrey  was  as  broune  as  is  a  bery, 

A  Frere  ther  was,  a  wanton  and  a  mery, 
A  limitour,  a  ful  folempne  man  : 
In  all  the  ordres  foure  is  non  that  can 
So  moche  of  daliance  and  fa^re  langage. 
He  hadde  ymade  ful  many  a  manage 
Of  yonge  wimmen  at  his  owen  coft ; 
Until  his  ordre  he  was  a  noble  poll. 
Ful  wel  beloved  and  familier  was  he 
With  frankeleins  over  all  in  his  contree, 
And  eke  with  worthy  wimmen  of  the  Toun, 
For  he  had  power  of  confeffion, 
As  faide  himfelfe,  more  thdn  a  curat,- 
For  of  his  ordre  he  was  a  hcenciat. 
Ful  fweteiy  herde  he  confeflion. 
And  plefant  was  his  ^bfolution. 
He  was  an  efy  man  to  give  penance 
Ther  as  he  wifte  to  han  a  good  pitance, 
For  unto  a  poure  ordre  for  to  give 
Is  figne  that  a  man  is  wel  ylhrive ; 
For  if  he  gave  he  dorfte  make  avant 
He  wifte  tlaat  a  man  was  repentant ; 
For  many  a  man  fo  hard  is  of  his  herte, 
He  may  not  wepe  although  him  fore  fmerte  j 
Therfore  in  Ilede  of  weping  and  praieres 
Men  mote  give  filver  to  the  poure  freres. 

His  tippet  was  ay  farfed  ful  of  knives 
And  pinnes  for  to  given  fayire  wives  : 
And  certainly  he  hadde  a  mery  note; 
Wel  coude  he  finge  and  plaien  on  a  rote. 
Of  yeddinges  *  he  bare  utterly  the  pris ; 
His  nekke  was  white  as  the  flour  de  lis ; 
Therto  he  ftrong  was  as  a  champioun, 
And  knew  wel  the  tavernes  in  every  toun, 
And  every  hofleler  and  gay  tapftere. 
Better  than  a  lazar  or  a  beggere ; 
For  unto  fwiche  a  worthy  man  as  he 
Accordeth  nought,  as  by  his  faculte 
To  haven  with  fike  lazars  acquaintance  * 
It  is  not  honeft,  it  may  not  avance, 
As  for  to  delen  with  no  fwiche  pouraille, 
But  all  with  riche  and  fellers  of  vitaillei 

And  over  all,  ther  as  profit  Ihuld  arife 
Curteis  he  was,  and  lowly  of  fervife  : 
Ther  n'as  no  man  no  wher  fo  vertuous; 
He  was  the  befte  begger  in  all  his  hous, 
And  gave  a  certaine  ferme  for  the  grant 
Non  of  his  bretheiren  came  in  his  haunt : 
For  though  a  widewe  hadde  but  a  fliooy 
(So  plefant  was  his  In  principio) 

*  Tliis  word,  being  not  underftood,  liae  been  clanged 
in  fome  copies  into  tidinges  and  ■u:cddinges.  It  probably 
means  i  kind  oi  long,  from  the  Saxca  ^eddian  or  fMian, 
to  ling.  I 
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Yet  wt)ld  he  have  a  ferthing  or  he  went ; 

His  pourchas  was  wel  better  than  his  rent  : 

And  rage  he  coude  as  it  hadde  ben  a  v/help  ; 

In  lovedayes  ther  coude  be  mOchel  help  ; 

For  ther  was  he  nat  like  a  cloifterere,  ';    / 

With  thredbare  cope,  as  is  a  poure  fcolere,  i^  / 

But  he  was  like  a  maifter  or  a  pope  :  \ 

Of  double  worfted  was  his  femicope,  /\ 

That  round  was  as  a  belle  out  of  the  preffe, 

Somwhat  he  lifped  for  his  wantonneffe 

To  make  his  Englilh  fwete  upon  his  toiige  ; 

And  in  his  harping,  whan  that  he  hadde  fongei 

His  eyen  twinkeled  in  his  hed  aright  s 

As  don  the  fterres  in  a  frofty  night. 

This  worthy  limitour  was  cieped  Huberdr 

A  Merchant  was  ther  with  a  forked  herd  j 
In  mottelee,  and  highe  on  hors  he  fat. 
And  on  his  hed  a  Faundiiilh  bever  hat. 
His  bootes  clapfed  fayre  and  fetifly ; 
His  refons  fpake  he  ful  folempnely, 
Souning  alway  the  encrefe  of  his  winning  ^, 
He  wold  the  fee  were  kept  *  for  any  thing 
Betwixen  Middelburgh  and  Orewell. 
Wel  coud  he  in  efchanges  iheldes  felle. 
This  worthy  man  ful  wel  his  wit  befette  j 
Ther  wifte  no  wight  that  he  was  in  dette. 
So  ftedefaflly  didde  he  his  governance 
With  his  bargeines  and  with  his  chevilancc. 
Forfothe  he  was  a  worthy  man  withalle. 
But  foth  to  fayn  I  n'ot  hovir  men  him  caliei 

A  C/eri  ther  was  of  Oxeirford  alfo, 
That  unto  logike  hadde  long  ygo. 
As  lene  was  his  hors  as  is  a  rake. 
And  he  was  not  right  fat  I  undertake, 
But  loked  holwe,  and  therto  foberly. 
Ful  thredbare  was  his  overeft  Courtepy^ 
For  he  hadde  geten  him  yet  no  benefice, 
Ne  was  nought  worldly  to  have  an  office  ; 
For  him  was  lever  han  at  his  beddes  hed 
Twenty  bokes  clothed  in  blake  or  red 
Of  Ariftotle  and  his  philofophie 
Then  robes  riche,  or  fidel  or  fautrie ; 
But  all  be  that  he  was  a  philofophre 
Yet  hadde  he  bvft  litel  gold  in  cofre, 
But  all  that  he  might  of  his  frendes  bcnit  ^ 

On  bokes  and  on  lerning  he  it  fpente,  / 

And  befily  gan  for  the  foules  praie         .  ' 
Of  hem  that  yave  him  wherwith  to  fcolaie. 
Of  fl;udie  toke  he  mofte  cure  and  hede  ; 
Not  a  word  fpake  he  more  than  was  nede» 
And  that  was  faid  in  forme  and  reverence. 
And  fliort  and  quike,  and  ful  of  high  fentence  i 
Souning  in  moral  vertue  was  his  fpeche, 
And  gladly  wolde  he  lerne  and  gladly  teche. 

A  Strgeatit  of  the  Lwwe  ware  and  wife. 
That  often  hadde  yben  at  the  paruis, 
Ther  was  alfo,  ful  riche  of  excellence  ; 
Difcrete  he  was,  and  of  grete  reverence ; 
He  femed  fwiche,  his  words  were  fo  wife  J 
Juftice  he  Was  ful  bfteii  in  aflife 
By  patent  and  by  pleine  commiffioun  : 
For  his  fcience  and  for  his  high  renoun 

*  /.  e.  guarded.  The  old  fubfidv  of  tonnage  Of  pbtindaM 
was  piven  to  tlie  king  "  pur  la  faufgarde  et   culloUie  Cel 

♦.mer,"  u  Edw.  IV,"  c.  3. 
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Of  fees  an3  roLes  had  he  many  on  : 
So  grete  a  pourchafour  was  no  wher  non  : 
All  was  fee  fimple  to  him  in  effedt. 
His  pourchafmg  might  not  ben  in  fufpecSt : 
No  wher  fo  befy  a  .man  as  he  thei'  n'as. 
And  yet  he  fenied  befier  than  he  was. 
In  termes  hadde  he  cas  and  domes  alio 
That  fro  the  time  of  King  Will,  weren  falle  ; 
Therto  he  coude  endite  and  iiaake  a  thing  ; 
Ther  coude  no  wight  pinche  at  his  writing  ; 
And  every  flatute  coude  he  plaine  by  rote. 
He  rode  but  homely  in  a  medlee  cote 
Girt  with  a  feint  of  filk  with  barres  fmale. 
Of  his  array  tell  I  no  lenger  tale. 

A  Frankdein  was  in  this  compagnie  ; 
White  was  his  herd  as  is  the  dayefie  : 
Of  his  complexion  he  was  fanguin  ; 
Wei  loved  he  by  the  morwe  a  fop  in  win  : 
To  liven  in  delit  was  ever  his  wone. 
For  he  was  Epicure's  owen  fone. 
That  held  opinion  that  plein  delit 
Was  veraily  felicite  parfite. 
And  houfliolder,  and  that  a  grete  was  he ; 
Seint  Julian  he  was  in  his  contree. 
His  brede,  his  ale,  was  alway  after  on  ; 
A  better  fe'nvyned  main  was  no  wher  non. 
Withouten  bake  mete  never  was  his  hous 
Of  fifii  and  flefh,  and  that  fo  plenteous 
It  fnewed  in  his  houfe  of  mete  and  drinke 
Of  alle  deintees  that  men  coud  of  thinke. 
After  the  fondry  fefohs  of  the  yei'e 
So  changed  he  his  mete  and  his  foitpere. 
Ful  many  a  fat  patrich  hadde  he  in  mewej 
And  many  a  breme,  and  many  a  luce  in  ftewe. 
V/o  was  his  coke  but  if  his  fance  were 
Poinant  and  fharpe,  and  redy  alibis  gere. 
His  tabls  dormant  in  his  halle  alway 
Stode  r^dy  covered  alle  the  longe  day. 

At  feflions  there  was  he  lord  and  fire ; 
Full  often  tiift^  he  was  knight  of  the  fhire. 
An  anelace  and  a  gipciere  all  of  filk 
Heng  at  his  gifdel  white  as  morwe  milk. 
A  fhereve  hadde  he  ben  and  a  countour ; 
Was  no  wher  fwiche  a  worthy  vavafour  *. 

An  Hebetiajher,  and  a  Carpenter, 
A  Webbe,  a  Deyer,  and  a  Tap'ifer, 
Were  alleyclothed  in  o  livere 
Of  a  foleftipne  and  grete  fraternite, 
Ful  frellie  and  newe  hir  gere  ypiked  was  j 
Hir  knives  tvere  ychaped  not  with  bras, 
But  all  with  filver  wrought  ful  clene  and  wel> 
Hir  girdeles  and  hir  pouches  every  del  : 
Wei  femed  eche  of  hem'  a  fayre  burgeis 
To  fitten  in  a  gild  halle  on  the  deis  : 
JEverich  for  the  wifdom  that  he  can    • 
Was  fliapclich  for  to  ben  an  alderman. 
For  catel  hadden  the^'-  yhough  and  rent^ 
And  eke  hir  vrives  wolde  it  wel  affent ; 
And  ciles  certainly  they  were  to  blame  : 
it  is  ful  fayre  to  ben  ycleped  Madame, 


♦  The  precife  import  of  this  word  is  often  as  obfcure  as 
its  original;  See  DiiCange  in  v.  In  tliis  place  it  ihould  per- 
haps be  ur>derftood  to  mean  the  whole  clafs  of  middling 
iandholiierA 


And  for  to  gon  to  vigiles  all  before. 
And  have  a  mantel  reallich  ybore. 

A  Coie  they  hadden  with  hem  for  the  none% 
To  boile  the  ehikenes  and  the  marie  bones, 
And  poudre  marchant,  tart  and  gahngale. 
Wel  coude  he  knowe  a  draught  of  London  ale. 
He  coude  rofte,  and  fethe,  and  broile,  and  frie, 
Maken  I'nortrewes,  and  'w'el  bake  a  pie  ; 
But  gret  harni  was  it,  as  it  thoughte  irie. 
That  on  his  fhinne  a  mormal  hadde  he. 
For  blanc  manger  that  made  he  with  the  bell, 

A  Shlpman  was  ther  woned  fer  by  weft  ; 
For  ought  I  wote  he  was  of  Dertemouth  : 
He  rode  upon  a  rouncie,  as  he  couthe. 
All  in  a  goune  of  falding  to  the  knee. 
A  dagger  hanging  by  a  las  hadde  hee 
About  his  nekke  under  his-  arm  adoun; 
The  bote  fommer  hadde  made  his'  hewe"  all  broun  i 
And  certainly  he  was  a  good  felaw ; 
Ful  many  a  draught  of  win  he  hadde  draw 
From  Burdeux  ward  while  that  the  chapmen  flepe : 
Of  nice  confcience  toke  he  no  kepe. 
If  that  he  fanght  and  hadde  the  higher  hand,- 
By  water  he  fent  hem  home  to  every  land. 
But  of  his  ci-aft  to  reken  wel  his  tides. 
His  ftremes  and  his  ftrandes  him  befides^ 
His  herberwe,  his  mone,  and  his  lodemanage, 
Ther  was  non  fwiche  from  Hull  unto  Cartage. 
Hardy  he  was,  and  wife,  I  undertake  ; 
With  many  a  tempeft  hadde  his  betd  be  (hake  : 
He  knew  wel  alle  the  havens  as  they  were        ' 
Fro  Gotland  to  the  Cape  de  Finiftere, 
And  every  creke  in  Bretagne  and  in  Spaine  ; 
His  barge  ycleped  was  the  Magdelaine. 

With  us  ther  was  a  DoBour  of  Phiftke  ; 
In  all  this  world  ne  was  ther  non  him  like 
To  fpeke  of  phifike  and  of  furgerie. 
For  he  was  grounded  in  aftronomie. 
He  kept  his  patient  a  ful  gret  del 
In  houres  by  his  magike  naturel '. 
Wel  coude  he  fortunen  the  afcendent 
Of  his  images  for  his  patient. 

He  knew  the  caufe  of  every  nialadie. 
Were  it  of  cold,  or  bote,  or  moift,  or  drie. 
And  wher  engendred,  and  of  what  humour  ;, 
He  was  a  veray  parfite  pradlifour. 
The  caufe  yknowe,  and  of  his  harm  the  rote^j 
Anon  he  gave  to  the  fike  man  his  bote. 
Ful  redy  hadde  he  his  apothecaries 
To  fend  him  dragges  and  his  lettuaries. 
For  eche  of  hem  made  other  for  to  wirtne  :• 
Hir  frendlhip  n'as  not  newe  to  beo-inne. 
Wel  knew  he  the  old  fifculapius,° 
And  Diofcorides  and  eke  Rufus, 
Old  Hippocras,  Hah,  and  Gallien, 
Gerapion,  Rafis,  and  Avicen, 
Averrois,  Damafcene,  and  Conftanfin,. 
Bernard,  and  Gatifden,and  Gilbertin. 
Of  his  diete  mefurable  was  he  ; 
For  it  was  of  no  fuperHuitee, 
But  of  gret  nourifhing  and  digeftible  : 
His  ftudie  was  but  litel  on  the  Bible. 
In  fanguin  and  in  perfe  he  clad  was  alio 
Linsd  with  taffata  and  with  fendalle. 
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An4  yet  he  was  but  efy  of  difpence  ; 
He  kepte  that  he  wan  in  the  peftilence; 
For  goy  in  phifike  is  a  cordial, 
"Therfore  he  loved  gold  in  fpecial. 

A  good  Wif  was  ther  of  befide  -Bathe, 
But  fhe  was  fom  del  defe,  and  that  was  fcathe. 
Of  cloth  making  flie  hadde  fwiche  an  haunt, 
SiiC  paffed  hem  of  Ipres  and  of  Gaunt. 
In  all  the  parifli  wif  ne  was  ther  non 
That  to  the  offring  before  hire  fhulde  gon, 
And  if  ther  did,  certain  iq  wroth  was  ihe, 
That  fhe  was  out  ol  alle  charitee. 
Hire  coverchiefs  weren  ful  fine  of  ground ; 
I  dorfte  fwere  they  weyeden  a  pound 
That  on  the  Sonday  were  upon  hire  hede  : 
Jiire  hofen  weren  of  fine  l^arlet  rede, 
Ful  ftreite  yteypd,  and  Ihoon  ful  moift  and  newe  : 
Bold  was  hire  face,  and  fayre  and  rede  of  hew. 
She  was  a  worthy  woman  all  hire  live  ; 
Houfbondes  at  the  chirche  dore  had  flie  had  five, 
Withouten  other  cpmpagnie  in  youthe. 
But  therof  nedeth  not  to  fpeke  as  nouthe  ; 
And  thries  hadde  Ihe  ben  at  Jerufaleme  ; 
She  hadde  paffed  many  a  ftrange  flreme  : 
At  Rome  Ihe  hadde  ben,  and  at  Boloine, 
In  Galice  at  Seint  James,  and  at  Coloine  : 
She  coude  moche  of  wandring  by  the  way  ; 
Gat-tothed  was  ftie,  fothly  for  to  fay  ; 
Upon  an  ambler  efily  fiie  fat, 
Ywimpled  wel,  and  on  hire  hede  an  hat 
As  brode  as  is  a  bokeler  or  a  targe, 
A  fote  mantel  about  hire  hippes  large, 
And  on  hire  fete  a  pair  of  fporres  ftiarpe. 
In  felawlhip  wel  coude  fhe  laughe  and  carpe; 
Of  remedies  of  love  fhe  knew  parchance, 
For  of  that  arte  fhe  coude  the  olde  dance. 

A  good  man  ther  was  of  religioun 
That  "was  a  pcure  Par/one  of  a  tpun, 
But  riche  he  was  of  holy  thought  and  werk } 
He  was  alfo  a  krned  man,  a  Clerk, 
That  Criftes  gofpel  trewely  wolde  preche ; 
His  parifhens  devoutly  wolde  he  teche ; 
Benigne  he  was,  and  wonder  diligent, 
And  in  adverfite  ful  patient, 
And  fwiche  he  was  ypreved  often  fithes ; 
Ful  loth  were  him  to  curfen  for  his  tithes. 
But  rather  wolde  hp  yeven  out  of  doute 
Unto  his  pbure  parifhens  aboute 
Of  his  offring,  and  eke  of  his  fubftance ; 
He  coude  in  litel  thing  have  fulTifance  : 
Wide  was  his  parifb,  and  hpufes  fer  afonder, 
But  he  ne  left  nought  for  no  rain  ne  thonder, 
In  fikeijeffe  and  in  mifchief  to  vifite 
The  ferrefl  in  his  parifh  moche  and  lite 
Upon  his  fete,  and  in  his  hand  a  flaf  : 
This  noble  enfample  to  his  fhepe  he  yaf. 
That  firfl  he  wrought  and  afterward  he  taught, 
Out  of  the  gofpel  he  the  wordes  caught, 
And  this  figure  he  added  yet  thereto      \ 
That  if  gold  rufle,  what  fhuld  iren  dp 
For  if  a  preefl  be  foule  on  whom  we  truft 
No  wonder  is  a  lewed  man  to  rufl ; 
And  fhame  it  is  if  that  a  preeft  take  kepe 
To  fee  a  fhitten  fheyherd  and  clene  fheje  \ 


Wel  pught  a  preeft  enfample  for  to  yev? 
By  his  clenencfTe  hpw  his  fliepe   fhulde  live, 

He  fette  not  his  benefice  to  hire. 
And  lette  his  fhepe  accombre  d  in  the  mire, 
And  ran  unto  London  unto  Seint  Poules 
To  feken  him  a  chanterie  for  fpules, 
Or  with  a  brotherhede  to  be  withold, 
But  dwelt  at  home  and  kepte  wel  his  fold, 
Sp  that  the  wplf  ne  made  it  npt  mifcarie  ; 
He  was  a  fhepherd  and  np  mercenarie  ; 
And  thpugh  he  holy  were  and  vertuoue 
He  was  to  finful  men  not  difpitous, 
Ne  of  his  fpeche  dangerous  ne  digne, 
But  in  his  teching  difcrete  and  benigne. 
To  drawen  folk  to  heven  with  fairencffe  i 
By  gpod  enfample,  was  hjs  befmeffe  ; 
But  it  were  any  perfpne  obltinat, 
What  fo  he  were  of  highe  or  low  eflat. 
Him  wolde  he  fnibben  fharply  for  the  npnes  i, 
A  better  preefl  \  trpwe  that  np  wher  npn  is, 
He  waited  after  no  pompe  ne  reverence, 
Ne  maked  him  no  fpiced  confcience 
But  Crifles  lore,  and  his  apoflles  twelve 
He  taught,  but  firfl  he  folwed  it  himfelve. 

With  him  ther  was  a  Ploipman,  was  his  brother, 
That  hadde  ylaid  pf  dong  ful  many  a  fother  ; 
A  true  fwanker  arid  a  good  was  he, 
Living  in  pees  and  parfite  charitee  : 
God  loved  he  befte  wit{i  alle  his  herte 
At  alle  times,  were  i^  gain  or  fmerte, 
And  than  his  neighebour  right  as  himfelve. 
He  wolde  threfh,  and  therto  dike  and  delve. 
For  Criftes  fake,  fpr  every  poure  wight 
Withputen  hire,  if  it  lay  in  his  might. 

His  tithes  paied  he  ful  fayre  and  wel 
Bpth  pf  his  prppre  fwinke  and  his  catel. 
In  a  tabard  he  rpde  uppn  a  mere. 

Ther  was  alfp  a  Reve,  and  a  Millere, 
A  Spmpppur,  and  a  Pardpner  alfo, 
A  Manciple,  and  myfelf ;  ther  n'ere  np  mo,  • 

The  Miller  was  a  ftput  carl  fpr  the  npnes, 
Ful  bigge  be  vvas  of  braun  and  eke  pf  bpnes. 
That  prpved  wel,  fpr  pver  all  ther  he  came, 
At  wraftling  he  wplde  here  away  the  ram. 
He  was  fhort  fhuldere^,  brode,  a  thikke  gnarre, 
Ther  n'as  np  dore  that  he  n'olde  hevc  of  barrq 
Or  breke  it  at  a  pfenning  with  his  hede  ; 
His  herd  as  any  fpwe  or  fox  was  rede, 
And  therto  brpde  as  though  it  were  a  fpadc. 
Upon  the  cop  right  of  his  npfg  he  hade 
A  wert,  and  therpn  ftpde  a  tufte  pf  heres 
Rede  as  the  briflles  of  a  fpwes  eres  : 
His  npfe-thirles  blacVe  w^dre  and  wide  : 
A  fwerd  and  bokeler  bare  he  by  his  fide  ; 
His  mouth  as  wide  was  as  a  forneis  : 
He  was  a  jangler  and  a  ^oliardeis. 
And  that  was  moft  of  finne  and  harlotries  : 
Wel  coude  he  ftelen  co^-ne  and  toUen  thrie#': 
And  yet  he  had  a  thonib  of  gold  parde, 
A  white  cote  and  a  blew  hode  wered  he  : 
A  baggepipe  wel  coude  he  blpwe  and  foune,^. 
And  therwithall  he  brought  us  out  of  toune, 

A  gentil  Manciple  was  ther  of  a  temple. 
Of  which  gc](iatcur£  m.ighttn  take  enfemp^ 
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For  to  ben  wife  in  bylrig  of  vitaille, 
For  whether  that  he  paide  or  toke  by  taillc 
Algate  he  waited  fo  in  his  achate 
That  he  was  ay  before  in  good  eftate  : 
Now  is  not  that  of  God  a  ful  fayre  grace 
That  fwiche  a  lewed  mannes  wit  fhal  pace 
1  he  wifdom  of  an  hepe  of  lered  men  ? 

Of  maillers  had  he  mo  than  thries  ten 
That  were  of  lawe  expert  and  curious. 
Of  which  ther  was  a  dofein  in  that  hows 
Worthy  .to  ben  flewardes  of  rent  and  lon4 
Of  any  lord  that  is  in  Englelond, 
To  majcen  him  live  by  his  propre  good 
In  honour  detteles,  but  if  he  were  wood, 
Or  live  as  fcarfly  as  him  lift  defire, 
And  able  for  to  helpen  all  a  flilre 
In  any  cas  that  mighte  fallen  or  happe  ; 
And  yet  this  IVTanciple  fette  hir  aller  cappe. 

The  Re've  was  a  flendre  col,erike  man, 
His  herd  was  fhave  as  neighe  as  ever  he  can  ; 
His  here  was  by  his  eres  round  yfhorne  ; 
His  top  Was  docked  like  a  preeft  beforne  : 
Ful  longe  were  his  legges  and  ful  lene, 
Ylike  a  ftaff;  ther  was  np  calf  yfene  : 
Wei  coude  he  kepe  a  garner  and  a  binne ; 
Ther  was  non  auditour  coude  on  him  winne ; 
Wei  wifte  he  by  the  drought  and  by  the  rain 
The  yelding  of  his  feed  and  of  his  grain. 
His  lordes  fhepe,  his  nete,  and  his  deirie. 
His  fwine,  his  hors,  his  ftore,  and  his  pultrie, 
Were  holly  in  his  Reyes  governing. 
And  by  his  covenant  yave  he  rekening. 
Sin  that  his  lord  was  twenty  yere  of  age ; 
Ther  coude  no  man  bring  him  in  arerage. 
Ther  n'as  baillifF,  ne  herde,  ne  other  bine, 
That  he  ne  knew  his  fleight  and  his  covine  ; 
They  were  adradde  of  him  as  of  the  deth. 
His  worming  was  ful  fayre  upon  an  heth  ; 
With  grene  trees  yfliadewed  vyas  his  place  ; 
He  coude  better  than  his  lord  pourcjiace  : 
Ful  riche  he  was  yftpred  privily  : 
His  lord  wel  coude  he  plefen  fubtilly 
To  yeve  and  lene  him  of  his  owen  good, 
And  have  a  thank  and  yet  a  cote  and  hood. 
In  youthe  he  lerned  hadde  a  good  miflere ; 
He  was  a  wel  good  wright,  a  carpentere. 
This  Reve  fate  upon  a  right  good  ftot 
That  was  all  pomelee  grey,  and  highte  Scot : 
A  long  furcote  of  perfe  upon  he  hade, 
And  by  his  fide  he  bare  a  rufty  blade. 
Of  Norfolk  was  this  Reve  of  which  I  tell, 
Befide  a  toun  men  clepen  Baldefwell. 
']  ucked  he  was,  as  is  a  frere  aboutc. 
And  everhe  rode  the  hindereft  of  the  route. 

A,  Sampnour  was  ther  with  us  in  that  place 
That  hadde  a  fire-red  cherubinnes  face. 
For  faufefleme  he  was,  with  eyen  narwe  ; 
As  hote  he  was  and  likeroys  as  a  fparwe, 
With  fcalled  browes  blake  and  pilled  herd  ; 
Of  his  vifage  children  were  fore  aferd. 
Ther  n'as  quickfilver,  litarge,  nebrimfton. 
Boras,  cerufe,  ne  oile  of  tartre  non, 
Ne  oinement,  that  wolde  clenfe  or  bite, 
That  him  might  helpen  of  his  Vv'helkes  white, 


Ne  of  the  knobbes  fitting  on  his  chetes  : 

Wel  loved  he  garlike,  onions,  and  lekes. 

And  for  to  driiike  ftrong  win  as  rede  as  blq^d, 

Th^n  wolde  he  fpeke  and  crie  as  he  were  wood; 

And  whan  that  he  wel  dronken  had  the  win. 

Than  wold  he  fpeken  no  word  but  Latin  : 

A  fewe  termes  coude  he,  two  or  three. 

That  he  had  lerned  out  of  fom  decree  ; 

No  wonder  is,  he  heard  it  all  the  day  : 

And  eke  ye  knowen  wel  how  that  a  jay 

Can  clepen  v/atte  as  wel  as  can  the  pope  : 

But  who  fo  wolde  in  other  thing  him  grope 

Than  ha;dde  he  fpent  all  his  philofophiq  ; 

Ay  ^ejiio  quid  juris  ?  wolde  he  crie. 

He  was  a  gentil  harlot  *  and  a  kind  ; 
A  better  felaw  fhulde  a  man  not  find  : 
He  wolde  fuffre  for  a  quart  of  wine 
A  good  felaw^  to  have  his  concubine 
A  twelvemonth,  and  excufe  him  at  the  full : , 
Ful  prively  a  finch  eke  coude  he  pull ; 
And  if  he  found  o  where  a  good  felawe 
He  wolde  techen  him  to  have  non  awe 
In  fwiche  a  cas  of  the  archedekenes  curfe, 
But  if  a  mannes  foule  were  in  his  purfe. 
For  in  his  purfe  he  fhulde  ypunifiied  be  ; 
Purfe  is  the  archedekens  helle,  faid  he. 
But  wel  I  wote  he  lied  right  in  dede  ; 
Of  curfing  ought  eche  gilty  man  him  drede, 
For  curfe  wol  He  right  as  affoiling  faveth. 
And  alfo  ware  him  of  2.  ftgnijica'-mt . 

In  danger  hadde  he  at  his  owen  gife 
The  yonge  girles  of  the  diocife. 
And  knew  hir  counfeil  and  was  of  hir  rede, 
A  gerlond  hadde  he  fette  upon  his  hede 
As  gret  as  it  were  for  an  aleftake  ; 
A  bokeler  hadde  he  m.ade  him  of  a  cake. 

With  him  ther  rode  a  gentil  Pardonere 
Of  Rouncevall,  his  frend  and  his  compere. 
That  ftreit  was  comen  from  the  court  of  Rome- 
Ful  loude  he  fang,  Come  hither  love  to  me. 
This  Sompnour  bare  to  him  a  ftiff  burdoun. 
Was  never  trompe  of  half  fo  gret  a  foun. 
This  Pardoner  liad  here  as  yelwe  as  wax. 
But  fmoth  it  heng  as  doth  a  ftrike  of  flax ; 
By  unces  heng  his  lokkes  that  he  hadde, 
And  thcrwith  he  his  ftiulders  overfpradde  ; 
Full  tliinne  it  lay,  by  culpons  on  and  on, 
But  hode  for  johte  ne  wered  he  non. 
For  it  was  truffed  up  in  his  wallet. 
Him  thought  he  rode  all  of  the  newe  o-et 
Dilhevele,  fauf  his  cappe,  he  rode  all  bare': 
Swiche  glaring  eyen  hadde  he  as  an  hare  : 
A  vernicle  hadde  he  fewed  upon  his  cappe  ; 
His  wallet  lay  beforne  him  in  his  lappe 
Bret-ful  of  pardon  come  from  Rome  al  hote  ; 
A  vols  he  hadde  as  fmale  as  hath  a  o-ote  : 
No  herd  hadde  he,  ne  never  non  fliulde  have ; 
As  fmothe  it  was  as  it  were  newe  fliave  : 
I  trowe  he  were  a  gelding  or  a  mare. 

But  of  his  craft,  fro  Berwike  unto  Ware 


*Tbe  name  of  harlot  was  anciently  given  to  men   45 


THE      PROLOG  IT  E. 


k- 


Ke  -was  tijer  fwklie  an  other  Pardonere, 
For  in  his-  male  he  hadde  a  pilwebere 
Which,  us  he  faide,  was  cure  Ladies  viel : 
He  faide  he  hadde  a  gobbet  of  the  leyl 
Thatte  Seint  Peter  had  whan  that  he  went 
Upon  the  fee  till  Jcfu  Crift  him  hent : 
He  had  a  crois  of  laton  ful  of  flones, 
Arid  in  a  glas  he  hadde  pigges  bones. 
But  with  thefe  relikes  whanne  that  he  fond 
A  poure  perfone  dwelling  up  on  lond, 
Upon  a  day  he  gat  him  more  moneie 
Than  that  the  perfone  gat  in  monethes  tweie^ 
And  thus  with  fained  flattering  and  japes 
He  made  the  perfone  and  the  peple  his  apes. 

But  trewely  to  tellen  atte  lafl, 
He  was  in  chirche  a  noble  ecclefiaft  : 
Wei  coude  he  rede  a  leffon  or  a  ftorie, 
But  alderbeft  he  fang  an  offertorie  ; 
For  wel  he  wifle  whan  that  fong  was  fongc 
He  muile  preache  and  w€l  afile  his  ton  e 
To  winne  fJver,  as  he  right  wel  coude, 
Therfore  he  fang  the  merier  and  loude. 

Now  have  I  told  you  fhortly  in  a  claufc 
Th'  eftat,  th'  araie,  the  nombre,  and  eke  the  caufe. 
Why  that  affembled  was  this  compagnie 
in  Southwerk  at  this  gentil  hoftelrie 
That  highte  The  Tabard,  fafl:  by  the  Belle. 
But  now  is  time  to  you  for  to  telle 
How  that  we  baren  us  that  ilke  night 
Whan  we  were  in  that  hoftelrie  alight ; 
And  after  wol  I  tell  of  our  viage, 
And  all  the  remenant  of  our  pilgrimage. 

But  firfte  I  praie  you  of  your  curtefie 
That  ye  ne  arette  it  not  my  vilanie, 
Though  that  I  plainly  fpeke  in  this  matere. 
To  tellen  you  hir  wordes  and  hir  chere, 
Ne  though  I  fpeke  hir  words  proprely ; 
For  this  ye  knowen  al  fo  wel  as  I, 
Who  fb  fhall  telle  a  Tale  after  a  man 
He  mofte  reherfe  as  neighe  as  ever  he  can 
Everich  word,  if  it  be  in  his  charge. 
All  fpeke  he  never  fo  rudely  and  fo  large, 
Or  elles  he  mofte  tellen  his  Talc  untrewe, 
Or  feinen  thinges,or  finden  v.'ordes  ijewe  : 
He  may  not  fpare  although  he  were  his  brother ; 
He  mofte  as  wel  fayn  o  word  as  an  other. 
Crift  fpake  hirnfelf  ful  brode  in  holy  writ, 
And  wel  ye  wote  no  vilanie  is  it : 
Eke  Plato  fayeth,  who  fo  can  him  rede. 
The  wordes  moft  ben  cofm  to  the  dede. 

Alfo  I  praie  you  to  forgive  it  me 
All  have  I  not  fette  folk  in  hir  degree 
Here  in  this  Tale  as  that  they  fliulden  ftonde  : 
My  wit  is  fhort  ye  may  well  underftonde. 

Gret  chere  made  our  Hofte  us  everich  on. 
And  to  the  fouper  fette  he  u.s  anon. 
And  ferved  us  with  vitaille  of  the  befte ; 
Strong  was  the  win,  and  wel  to  drink  us  lefte. 
A  femely  man  our  Hofte  was  with  alle 
For  to  han  ben  a  marflial  in  an  halle  ; 
A  large  man  he  was,  with  eyen  ftepe ; 
A  fairer  burgels  is  ther  none  in  Chepe  : 
Bold  of  hisfpeche,  and  wife,  and  wel  ytaught, 
^nd  of  manhood  elaked  right  him  r>aiigbt : 


Eke  therto  was  he  right  a  mefy  tnan, 

And  after  fouper  plaien  he  began. 

And  fpake  ofmirthe  amonges  other  thinges 

Whan  that  we  hadden  made  our  rekeninges, 

And  faide  thus  ;  Now  Lordinges,  trewely 

Ye  ben  to  me  welcome  right  hertily. 

For  by  my  trouthe,  if  that  I  flial  not  lie, 

I  faw  nat  this  yere  fwiche  a  compagnie 

At  ones  in  this  herberwe  as  is  now  ; 

Fayn  woide  I  do  you  mirthe  and  I  wifte  how  j 

And  of  a  mirthe  I  am  right  now  bethought>J 

To  don  you  efe,  and  it  Ihall  cofte  you  nought- 

Ye  gon  to  Canterbury  ;  God  you  Ipede, 

The  bhfsful  martyr  quite  you  your  mede ; 

And  -^el  I  wot  as  ye  gon  by  the  way 

Ye  ihapen  you  to  taiken  and  to  play ; 

For  trewely  comfort  ne  mirthe  is  non  ' 

To  riden  by  the  way  dombe  as  the  fton  ; 

And  therfore  wold  I  maken  you  difport. 

As  I  faid  erft,  and  don  you  fome  comfort^ 

And  if  you  liketh  alle  by  on  affent 

Now  for  to  ftonden  at  my  jugement. 

And  for  to  werchen  as  I  flial  you  fay 

To-morwe,  whan  ye  riden  on  the  way. 

Now  by  my  faders  foule  that  is  ded 

But  y-t  be  mery,  fmiteth  of  my  bed  : 

Hold  up  your  hondes  withouten  more  fpeche. 

Our  counfeil  was  not  long  for  to  feche  ; 
Us  thought  it  was  not  worth  to  make  it  wife, 
And  granted  him  withouten  more  avife, 
And  bad  him  fay  his  verdit  as  him  lefte. 

Lordinges,  (quodhe)nowherkeKethfor  the  befte; 
But  take  it  nat,  I  pray  you,  in  difdain  : 
This  is  the  point,  to  fpeke  it  plat  and  plain. 
That  eche  of  you  to  ftiorten  with  youre  way 
In  this  viage  ftial  tellen  Tales  tway, 
To  Canterbury  ward  I  mene  it  fo. 
And  homeward  he  fhall  tellen  other  two. 
Of  aventures  that  whilom  han  befalle. 
And  which  of  you  that  bereth  him  beft  of  allcj 
That  is  to  fayn,  that  telleth  in  this  cas 
Tales  of  beft  fentence  and  moft  folas, 
Shall  have  a  fouper  at  ypure  aller  coft 
Here  in  this  place  fitting  by  this  poft, 
Whan  that  ye  comen  agen  from  Canterbury, 
And  for  to  maken  you  the  more  mery 
I  wol  my  felven  gladly  with  you  ride. 
Right  at  min  oWen  coft,  and  be  your  gide. 
And  who  that  wol  my  jugement  withfay 
Shal  pay  for  alle  we  fpenden  by  the  way. 
And  if  ye  vouchefauf  that  it  be  fo, 
Telle  me  anon  withouten  wordes  mo. 
And  I  wol  erly  fliapen  me  therfore. 

This  thing  was  granted,  and  our  othes  fwof  p 
With  ful  glad  herte,  and  praiden  him  alfo 
That  he  wold  vouchefauf  for  to  don  fo, 
And  that  he  wolde  ben  our  governour. 
And  of  our  Tales  juge  and  reportour. 
And  fette  a  fouper  at  a  certain  pris, 
And  we  wol  reuled  ben  at  his  devife 
In  highe  and  lov/e*  :  and  thus  by  on  affent 
We  ben  accorded  to  his  jugement ; 

*  In,  or,  ne  alto  et  bajfo,  barb  Lat.  Ilaiit  et  las,  Fr,  were 
eypreffions  of  entire  fubmiffion  on  onelidc.and  lovereignty 
on  die  Dther. 
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And  therupon  the  wjn  was  fette  anon  : 
We  dronk^nj  and  to  reft^  wenten  eche  on 
Withouten  any  lenger  tarying. 

A  morwe  whan  the  day  began  to  fpring 
Up  rofe  our  Hofte,  and  was  our  aller  cok. 
And  gaderd  us  togeder  in  a  flok, 
And  forth  we  riden  a  litel  more  than  pas 
Unto  the  watering  of  Seint  Thomas, 
And  ther  our  Hofte  began  his  hors  areft. 
And  faid,  Lordes,  herkeneth  if  you  left  : 
Y6  wete  your  forword.  and  I  it  record  : 
If  even  fong  and  morwe  fong  accord, 
Let  fe  now  who  ftial  telje  the  firft  Tale  : 
As  ever  mote  I  drinken  win  or  ale 
Who  fb  is  rebel  to  my  jugement 
Shal  pay  for  alle  that  by  the  Way  is  fpent. 
Now  drawfith  cutte  or  that  ye  forther  twinne ; 
He  which  that  hath  the  ftiorteft  flial  beginne. 

Sire  Knight,  (quod  he)  my  maifter  and  my  lord, 
Now  draweth  cutte,  for  that  i,s  nain  accord. 


p  J.  O  G  U  E. 

Cometh  nere  (quod  he)  my  Lady  priorefle 
And  ye  fire  Clerk ;  let  be  your  fliamefaftneffCi, 
Ne  ftudieth  nought :  lay  hand  to  every  man. 

Anon  to  drawen  every  wight  tegan, 
And  fhortly  for  tellen  as  it  was, 
Were  it  by  aventure,  or  fort,  or  cas, 
The  fothe  is  this,  the  cutte  fell  on  the  Knight, 
Of  which  ful  bUth  and  glad  was  every  wight ; 
And  tell  he  muft  his  Tale  as  was  refon, 
By  forword  and  by  compofition, 
As  ye  ban  herd ;  what  nedeth  wordes  mo  ? 
And  whan  this  good  man  faw  that  it  was  foj 
As  he  that  wife  was  and  obedient 
To  kepe  his  forword  by  his  free  affent, 
He  faide  ;  Sithen  I  Ihal  begin  this  game. 
What,  welcome  be  the  cutte  a  Goddes  narhe. 
Now  let  us  ride,  and  hearkeneth  what  I  fay. 

And  with  that  word  we  riden  forth\)ur  way; 
And  he  began  with  a  right  mery  chere  ' 

His  Tale  anon,  and  faide  as  ye  ihal  here. 
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W^HiLOM,  as  olde  ftories  tellen  us, 

Ther  was  a  duk  that  highte  Thefeus ; 

Of  Athenes  he  was  lord  and  governour, 

And  in  his  time  fwiche  a  conquerour, 

That  greter  was  ther  non  under  the  fonne ; 

Ful  many  a  riche  contree  had  he  wonne. 

What  with  his  wifdom  and  his  chevalrie 

He  conquerd  all  the  regne  of  Feminie, 

That  whilom  was  ycleped  Scythia, 

And  wedded  the  fresihe  quene  Ipolita, 

And  hrought  hire  home  with  him  to  his  contree 

With  mochel  glorie  and  great  folempnitee, 

And  eke  hire  yonge  fuller  Emelie. 

And  thus  with  yidlorie  and  with  melodic 

Xet  I  this  worthy  duk  to  Athenes  ride, 

And  all  his  hoft  in  armes  him  befide. 

And  certes,  if  it  n'ere  to  long  to  here, 
I  wolde  hkve  told  ypu  fully  the  manere 
How  wonnen  was  the  regne  of  Feminie 
By  Thefeus  and  by  his  chevalrie, 
And  of  the  grete  bataille  for  the  nones 
Betwix  Athenes  and  the  Amafones, 
And  how  alleged  was  Ipolita, 
The  faire  hardy  quene  of  Scythia, 
And  of  the  fefte  that  was  at  hire  wedding, 
And  of  the  temple  at  hire  home  coming ; 
But  all  this  thing  I  mofte  as  now  forbere  : 
I  have,  God  wot,  a  large  feld  to  ere, 
And  weke  ben  the  oxen  in  my  plow  : 
The  remenent  of  my  Tale  is  long  ynow. 
I  wil  not  letten  eke  non  of  this  route ; 
Let  every  felaw  telle  his  Tale  aboute. 
And  let  fy  now  who  flial  the  fouper  winne. 
Ther  as  I  left  I  will  agen  beginne. 

This  duk,  of  whom  I  made  mentioun. 
Whan  he  was  comen  almoft  to  the  toun, 
In  ajl  his  wele  and  in  his  mofte  pride, 
He  was  ware,  as  he  caft  his  eye  afide, 
Wher  that  ther  kneled  in  the  highe  wey 
A  compagnie  of  ladies  twey  and  twey, 
Eche  after  other,  clad  in  clothes  blake ; 
But  fwiche  »,  crie  and  fwiche  a  wo  they  make, 
That  in  this  world  n'is  creature  living 
That  ever  herd  fwiche  another  waimenting ; 
And  of  this  crie  ne  wolde  they  never  ftenten 
Till  they  the  reines  of  his  bridel  henten. 

What  folk  be  ye  that  at  min  home  coming 
Perturben  fo  my  fefte  with  crying  ? 
Quod  Thefeus;  have  ye  fo  grete  envie 
Of  min  honour,  that  thus  complaine  and  crie  ? 
Or  who  hath  you  milboden  or  oiFended  ? 

po  telle  me,  if  that  it  may  be  amended, 


And  why  ye  be  thus  clothed  all  in  blake  ? 

The  oldeft  lady  of  hem  all  than  fpake. 
Whan  ftie  had  fwouned  with  a  dedly  chere. 
That  it  was  reuthe  for  to  feen  and  here. 
She  fayde.  Lord,  to  whom  Fortune  hath  yeven 
VicSorie,  and  as  a  conqueror  to  liven. 
Nought  greveth  us  your  glorie  and  your  honour. 
But  we  befeke  you  of  mercie  and  focour  : 
Have  mercie  on  our  woe  and  our  diftreffe  : 
Some  drope  of  pitee  thurgh  thy  gentillelTe 
Upon  us  wretched  wimmen  let  now  falle  ; 
For  certes,  Lord,  ther  n'is  non  of  us  alle 
That  Ihe  n'hath  ben  a  ducheffe  or  a  quene ; 
Now  be  we  caitives,  as  it  is  wel  fene  : 
Thanked  be  Fortune  and  hire  falfe  whele 
That  non  eftat  enfure  th  to  be  wele. 
And  certes,  Lord,  to  abiden  your  prefence. 
Here  in  this  temple  of  the  goddeffe  Clemence, 
We  ban  ben  waiting  all  this  fourtenight : 
Now  helpe  us,  Lord,  fm  it  lieth  in  thy  might. 

I  wretched  wight,  that  wepe  and  waile  thus, 
Was  whilom  wif  to  King  Capaneus 
That  ftarfe  at  Thebes,  curfed  be  that  day  j 
And  alle  we  that  ben  in  this  aray, 
And  maken  all  this  lamentation. 
We  loften  all  our  hufbondes  at  that  toun. 
While  that  the  fiege  therabouten  lay  : 
And  yet  now  the  olde  Creon,  wala  wa  ! 
That  lord  is  now  of  Thebes  the  citee. 
Fulfilled  of  ire  and  of  iniquittee. 
He  for  defpit,  and  for  his  tyrannic, 
To  don  the  ded  bodies  a  vilanie. 
Of  alle  our  lordes,  which  that  ben  yflawe. 
Hath  alle  the  bodies  on  an  hepe  ydrawe. 
And  will  not  fuffren  hem  by  non  affent 
Neyther  to  ben  yberied  nc  ybrent, 
But  maketh  houndes  ete  hem  in  defpite. 

And  with  that  word,  withouten  more  refp^tc, 
They  fallen  grofF,  and  crien  pitoufly. 
Have  on  us  wretched  wimmen  fom  mercy, 
And  let  our  forwe  finken  in  thin  herte. 

This  gentil  duk  doun  from  his  courfer  fterte 
With  herte  piteous  whan  he  herd  hem  fpeke ; 
Him  thoughte  that  his  herte  wolde  all  to-brelif 
When  he  faw  hem  fo  pitous  and  fo  mate 
That  whilom  weren  of  fo  gret  eftate. 
And  in  his  armes  he  hem  all  up  hente. 
And  hem  comforted  in  ful  good  entente. 
And  fwore  his  oth,  as  he  was  trewe  knight, 
He  wolde  don  fo  ferforthly  his  m^ght 
Upon  the  tyrant  Creon  hem  to  wreke. 
That  all  tl;e  peyk  of  Grece  flivWe  fpefe,s,    , 
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How  Creon  was  of  Thefeus  yferved, 

As  he  that  hath  his  (^eth  ful  wel  deferved. 

And  right  anon,  withouten  more  abode. 
His  banner  he  difplaide,  and  forth  he  rode 
To  Thebes  ward,  and  all  his  hoft  befide  : 
No  ner  Athenes  n'olde  he  go  ne  ride, 
Ne  take  his  efe  fully  half  a  day, 
But  onwafd  on  his  way  that  night  he  lay. 
And  fent  anon  Ipolita  the  quene, 
And  Emelie  hire  younge  fifter  fhene. 
Unto  the  toun  of  Athenes  for  to  dwell ; 
And  forth  he  rit ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  tell. 

The  red  ftatue  of  Mars,  with  fpere  and  targe, 
So  fhineth  in  his  white  banner  large, 
That  all  the  feldes  gliteren  up  and  doun^ 
And  by  his  banner  borne  is  his  penon 
Of  gold  ful  riche,  in  which  that  ther  was  ybete 
The  Alinotaure  which  that  he  flew  in  Crete. 
Thus  rit  this  duk,  thus  rit  this  conquerour, 
And  in  his  hoft  of  chevalrie  the  flour, 
Til  that  he  came  to  Thebes,  and  alight 
Fayre  in  a  feld,  ther  as  he  thought  to  fight. 
But  fliortly  for  to  fpeken  of  this  thing, 
With  Creon,  which  that  was  of  Thebes  king 
He  fought,  and  flew  him  manly  as  a  knight 
In  plaine  bataille,  and  put  his  folk  to  flight ; 
And  by  aflaut  he  wan  the  citee  after. 
And  rent  adoun  bothe  wall,  and  fparre,  and  rafter; 
Aftd  to  the  ladies  he  reftored  again 
The  bodies  of  hir  houlbondes  that  were  flain. 
To  don  the  obfequies,  as  was  the  the  gife. 

But  it  were  all  to  long  for  to  devife 
The  grete  clamour  and  the  waimenting 
Whiche  that  the  ladies  made  at  the  brenning 
Of  the  bodies,  and  the  gret  honour 
That  Thefeus,  the  noble  conquerour. 
Doth  to  the  ladies  whan  they  from  him  wente  ; 
But  fhortly  for  to  telle  is  min  entente. 

Whan  that  this  worthy  duk,  this  Thefeus, 
Hath  Crean  flain  and  wonnen  Thebes  thus. 
Still  in  the  feld  he  toke  all  night  his  refte ; 
And  did  with  all  the  countree  as  him  lefl:e  i 
To  ranfake  in  the  tas  of  bodies  dede. 
Hem  for  to  ftripe  of  harneis  and  of  wede. 
The  pillours  dide  hir  befniefle  and  cure. 
After  the  bataille  and  difcomfiture  ; 
And  fo  befell  that  in  the  tas  they  found, 
Thurgh  girt  with  many  a  grevous  blody  wound^ 
Two  yonge  knightes  Hgging  by  and  by, 
Bothe  in  on  amies  wrought  ful  richely ; 
Of  whiche  two  Arcita  highte  that  on, 
And  he  that  other  highte  Palamon. 
Not  fully  quik  ne  fully  ded  they  were, 
But  by  hir  cote  armvire  and  by  hir  gere 
The  heraudes  knew  him  wel  in  fpecial. 
As  'tho  that  weren  of  the  blod  real 
Of  Thebes  and  of  fuftren  two  yborne. 
Put  of  the  tas  the  pillours  han  hem  torne, 
And  han  hem  carried  foft  unto  the  tente 
Of  Thefeus,  and  he  ful  fone  hem  fente 
To  Athenes,  for  to  dwellen  in  prifon 
Perpetuel,  he  n'olde  no  raunfon. 
And  whan  this  worthy  duk  had  thus  ydon, 
lie  toke  his  hoft,  and  home  he  rit  anon^ 


With  laurel  crouned  as  a  conquerour, 
And  ther  he  liveth  in  joye  and  in  honour 
Terme  of  his  lif ;  what  nedeth  wordes  mo  ? 
And  in  a  tour  in  anguifh  and  in  wo 
Dwellen  this  Palamon  and  eke  Arcite 
For  evermo,  ther  may  no  gold  hem  quite. 

Thus  paffeth  yere  by  yere,  and  day  by  daf, 
Till  it  fell  ones  in  a  morwe  of  May 
That  Emelie,  that  fayrer  was  to  fene 
Than  is  the  lilie  upon  his  ftalke  grene. 
And  fresflier  than  the  May  with  floures  neW, 
(For  with  the  rofe  colour  ftrof  hire  hewe  ; 
I  n'ot  which  was  the  finer  of  hem  two) 
Er  it  was  day,  as  flie  Was  wont  to  do, 
She  was  arifen,  and  all  redy  dight, 
For  May  wol  have  no  flogardie  a  night ; 
The  fefon  priketh  every  gentil  herte. 
And  maketh  him  out  of  his  flepe  to  fterte. 
And  fayth,  Arife,  and  do  thin  obfervance. 

This  maketh  Emelie  han  remembrance 
To  don  honour  to  May,  and  for  to  rife  ; 
Yclothed  was  fiie  fresfhe  for  to  devife. 
Hire  yelwe  here  was  broided  in  a  trefle 
Behind  hire  back,  a  yerde  long  I  gefle ; 
And  in  the  gardin  at  the  fonne  uprift 
She  walketh  up  and  doun  wher  as  hire  lift  ? 
She  gathereth  floures,  partie  white  and  red. 
To  make  a  fotel  gerlond  for  hire  hed  ; 
And  as  an  angel  hevenlich  flie  fong. 
The  grete  tour  that  was  fo  thikke  and  ftrong. 
Which  of  the  caftel  was  the  chef  dongeon, 
(Wher  as  thefe  knightes  weren  in  prifon. 
Of  which  I  tolde  you,  and  teilen  ftial) 
Was  even  joinant  to  the  gardin  wall, 
Ther  as  this  Emelie  had  hire  playing.  [ing 

Bright  was  the  fonne  and   clere  that  morwen- 
And  Palamon,  this  woful  prifoner. 
As  was  his  wone,  by  leve  of  his  gayler 
Was  rifen,  and  romed  in  a  chambre  on  high, 
In  which  he  al^  the  noble  citee  figh. 
And  eke  the  gardin,  ful  of  branches  grene, 
Ther  as  this  fresflie  Emeha  the  Ihene 
Was  in  hire  walk,  and  romed  up  and  doun. 

This  forweful  prifoner,  this  Palamon, 
Goth  in  his  chambre  roming  to  and  fro. 
And  to  himfelfe  complaining  of  his  wo  : 
That  he  was  borne  ful  oft  he  fayd  Alas ! 

And  fo  befell,  by  aventure  or  cas. 
That  thurgh  a  window  thikke  of  many  a  barre 
Ofyren  g;ret,  andfquare  as  any  fparre, 
He  caft  his  eyen  upon  Emelia, 
And  therwithal  he  blent  *  and  cried  A ! 
As  though  he  ftongen  were  unto  the  herte : 

And  with  that  crie  Arcite  anon  up  fterte. 
And  faide.  Conn  min,  what  eyleth  thee 
That  art  fo  pale  and  dedly  for  to  fee  ? 
Why  crideft  thou  ?  who  hath  thee  don  offence  ? 
For  Goddes  love  take  all  in  patience 

*  This  word  has  various  fenfes  in  Chaucer,  as  it  is  de- 
nyed  from  blinnan,  «^a>-e;  blindan,  c<f.-.-7r?-   orbendan. 

fa'f^e'in  w  'ichTh'.W  '  '"  ''^  "^^'^  '"  t  lourlh  fcn^,  the 
lame  m  wluch  Shakcfpeare  ufe?  the  verb  to  hif-nrh   ;   ,•  to 

in  V.  Bknt,  pan.  vfsknci,  ^'  ^'""'^-   ^^^  '^^'/' 
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Csir  prifon,  for  k  may  non  other  be ; 

Fortune  hath  yeven  us  this  adverfite  : 

Som  wikke  afpe<5l  or  difpofition 

Of  Saturne,  by  fom  conftellation, 

Hath  yeven  us  this,  although  we  had  it  fworn 

So  ftood  the  heven  whan  that  we  were  born  : 

We  mofte  endure;  this  is  the  Ihort  and  plain. 

This  Palamon  anfwerde,  and  fayde  again, 
Cofin,  forfoth  of  this  opinion 
Thou  haft  a  vaine  imagination  : 
This  prifon  caufed  me  not  for  to  crie, 
But  I  was  hurt  right  now  thurghout  min  eye 
Into  min  herte,  that  wol  my  bane  be  ; 
The  fayrneffe  of  a  lady  that  I  fe 
Yond  in  the  gardin  roming  to  and  fro 
Is  caufe  of  all  my  crying  and  my  wo  : 
1  n'ot  whe'r  fhe  be  woman  or  goddeffe, 
But  Venus  is  it  fothly  as  I  geffe. 

And  therwithall  on  knees  adoun  he  fill, 
And  fayde ;  Venus,  if  it  be  your  will 
You  in  this  gardin  thus  to  transfigure, 
Beforn  me  forweful  wretched  creature. 
Out  of  this  prifon  helpe  that  we  may  fcape ; 
And  if  fo  be  our  defline  be  fhape 
By  eterne  word  to  dien  in  prifon, 
Of  our  lignage  have  fome  compaffion. 
That  is  fo  low  ybrought  by  tyrannic. 

And  with  that  word  Arcita  gan  efpie 
Wher  as  this  lady  romed  to  and  fro, 
And  with  that  fight  hire  beaute  hurt  him  fo. 
That  if  that  Palamon  were  wounded  fore 
Arcite  is  hurt  as  moche  as  he  or  more  : 
And  with  a  figh  he  fayde  pitoufly, 
The  fresfhe  beaute  fleth  me  fodenly 
Of  hire  that  rometh  in  the  yonder  place ; 
And  but  I  have  hire  mercie  and  hire  grace, 
That  I  may  feen  hire  at  the  lefte  way, 
I  n'am  but  ded ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

This  Palamon,  whan  he  thefe  wordesherd, 
.  Difpitoufly  he  loked,  and  anfwerd. 
Whether  fayeft  thou  this  in  erneft  or  in  play  ? 

Nay,  quod  Arcite,  in  ernefl  by  my  fay  ; 
God  helpe  me  fo,  me  luft  full  yvel  play. 

This  Palamon  gan  knit  his  browes  twey. 
It  were,  quod  he,  to  thee  no  gret  honour 
For  to  be  falfe,  ne  for  to  be  traytour 
To  me,  that  am  thy  cofm  and  thy  brother 
Yfworne  ful  depe,  and  eche  of  us  to  other, 
That  never  for  to  dien  in  the  peine 
Til  that  the  deth  departen  fhal  us  tweine, 
Neyther  of  us  in  love  to  hindre  other, 
Ne  in  non  other  cas,  my  leve  brother ; 
But  that  thou  fhuldeft  trewely  foi-ther  me 
In  every  cas  as  I  fhuld  forther  thee. 
This  was  thin  oth,  and  niin  alfo  certain ; 
I  wot  it  wel  thou  darft  it  not  withfain  : 
Thus  art  thou  of  my  confeil  out  of  doute, 
And  now  thou  woldeft  falfly  ben  aboute 
To  love  my  lady  whom  I  love  and  ferve. 
And  ever  fhal  til  that  min  herte  llerve. 

Now  certes,  falfe  Arcite,  thou  Ihalt  not  fo  : 
I  loved  hire  firfte,  and  tolde  thee  my  wo. 
As  to  my  confeil,  and  my  brother  fworne 
^"o  forther  me  ^s  I  have  fold  beforncj 


For  which  thou  art  ybounden  as  a  knight 
To  helpen  me,  if  it  lie  in  thy  might, 
Or  elles  art  thou  falfe  I  dare  wel  fain. 

This  Arcita  full  proudly  fpake  again. 
Thou  flialt,  quod  he,  be  rather  falfe  than  I, 
And  thou  art  falfe,  I  tell  thee  utterly  ; 
For  par  amour  I  loved  hire  firft  or  thou. 
What  wolt  thou  fayn  ?  thou  wifteft  nat  right  now 
Whether  flie  were  a  woman  or  a  goddeffe  : 
Thin  is  affedtion  of  holineffe, 
And  min  is  love  as  to  a  creature, 
For  which  J  tolde  thee  min  aventurc. 
As  to  my  cofin  and  my  brother  fworne. 

I  pofe  that  thou  lovedeft  hire  beforne  : 
Woft  thou  not  wel  the  olde  clerkes  fawe  \, 
That  \yho  fliall  give  a  lover  any  lawe  ? 
Love  is  a  greter  lawe  by  my  pan 
Then  may  be  yeven  of  any  erthly  man  ; 
And  therfore  pofitif  lawe  and  fwiche  decree 
Is  broken  all  day  for  lOve  in  eche  degree. 
A  man  mofte  nedes  love  maugre  hished  ; 
He  may  not  fleen  it  though  he  fhuld  be  dedj, 
All  be  fhe  maid,  or  widewe,  or  elles  wif. 

And  eke  it  is  not  likely  all  thy  lif 
To  ftonden  in  hire  grace,  no  more  ftial  I  ; 
For  wel  thou  woft  thy  feiven  veraily 
That  thou  and  I  be  damned  to  prifon 
Perpetuel ;  us  gaineth  no  raunfon. 

We  ftrive  as  did  the  houndes  for  the  bone, 
They  fought  all  day,  and  yet  hir  part  was  none  : 
Ther  came  a  kyte,  while  that  they  were  fo  wrothe, 
And  bare  away  the  bone  betwix  hem  bothe. 
And  therfore  at  the  kinges  court,  my  brother, 
Eche  man  for  hinifelf,  ther  is  non  other. 
Love  if  thee  luft,  for  I  love,  and  ay  fhal ; 
And  fothly,  leve  brother,  this  is  al, 
Here  in  this  prifon  moften  we  endure. 
And  everich  of  us  take  his  aventure. 

Gret  was  the  ftrif,  and  long  betwix  him  twey. 
If  that  I  hadde  leifer  for  to  fey : 
But  to  th'  effed:.     It  happed  on  a  day, 
(To  tell  it  you  as  fhortly  as  I  may) 
A  worthy  duk  that  highte  Perithous, 
That  felaw  was  to  this  duk  Thefeus 
Sin  thilke  day  that  they  were  children  lite, 
Was  come  to  Athenes  his  felaw  to  vifite. 
And  for  to  play  as  he  was  wont  to  do. 
For  in  this  world  he  loved  no  man  fo. 
And  he  loved  him  as  tendrely  again  : 
So  wel  they  loved,  as  olde  bokes  fain. 
That  whan  that  on  was  dede,  fothly  to  tefi. 
His  felaw  wente  and  fought  him  douh  in  hell  % 
But  of  that  ftorie  lift  nie  not  to  write. 

Duk  Perithous  loved  wel  Arcite, 
And  had  him  knowe  at  Thebes  yere  by  yere  : 
And  finally,  at  requeft  and  praiere 
Of  Perithous,  withouten  any  raunfon, 
Duk  Thefeus  him  let  out  of  prifon. 


+  The  olde  clerk  is  Boethius,  from  whofe  book  755  Confi- 
latione,  Chaucer  has  bcirrovved  largely  in  many  places.  'Ihe 
paflige  alluded  to  is  in  I.  ii.  met.  i  z; 

Qnis  leRem  det  amantibus  J 

Major  kx  arnor  elUibi, 
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Frely  to  goft  wKer  th&t  him  lift  over  all, 
In  fwiche  a  gife  as  I  you  tellen  Ihall. 

This  was  the  forword,  plainly  for  to  endite, 
Betwixen  Thefeus  and  him  ,'ircite; 
That  if  fo  were  that  Arcite  were  yfound 
Ever  in  his  lif,  by  day  or  night,  o  ftound 
In  any  countree  of  this  Thefeus, 
And  he  were  caught,  it  was  accorded  thus, 
That  with  a  fwerd  he  ihulde  lefe  his  hed ; 
Ther  was  non  other  remedie  ne  rede  ; 
But  taketh  his  leve,  and  homeward  he  him  fpeddc ; 
Let  him  beware,  his  nekke  heth  to  wedde. 

How  gret  a  forwe  fuffereth  now  Arcite  ? 
The  deth  he  feleth  thurgh  his  herte  fmite  ; 
He  wepeth,  waile^h,  crieth  pitoufly. 
To  fleen  hinifelf  he  waiteth  prively. 
He  faid,  Alas  the  day  that  I  was  borne  ! 
Kow  is  my  prifon  wcrfe  than  beforne  j 
Now  is  me  fliape  eternally  to  dwelle 
Not  only  in  purgatorie  but  in  helle. 
Alas!  tliat  ever  I  knew  Pcrithous, 
For  elles  had  I  dwelt  with  Thefe\is, 
Yfetered  in  his  prifon  evermo  ; 
Than  had  I  ben  jn  bllfle  and  not  in  wo ; 
Only  the  fight  of  hire  whom  that  I  ferve. 
Though  that  I  never  hire  grace  may  deferve, 
Wold  have  fufiiced  right  ynough  for  me. 

O  dere  cpfm  Palamon,  quod  he. 
Thin  is  the  vidlorie  of  this  aventure  ; 
Ful  blisful  in  prifon  maiefl  thou  endure  : 
In  prifon?  certes  nay,  but  in  paradife. 
Wei  hath  Fortune  yturned  thee  the  dife, 
That  haft  the  fight  of  hire  and  I  th'  abfencc. 
For  poffible  is,  fin  thou  haft  hire  prefence, 
And  art  a  knight,  a  worthy  and  an  able. 
That  by  feme  cas,  fin  Fortune  is  changeable, 
Thou  maieft  to  thy  defir  fomtime  atteine  : 
But  that  1  am  exiled,  and  barreine 
Of  alle  grace,  and  in  fo  gret  defpaire. 
That  ther  n'is  erthe,  water,  fire,  ne  aire, 
Ne  creature,  that  of  hem  maked  is. 
That  may  me  hele  or  don  comfort  in  this, 
Wei  ought  I  fterve  in  wanhope  and  diftrcffc, 
Farewel  my  lif,  my  luft,  and  my  gladnefle. 
Alas  !  why  plainen  men  fo  in  commune 
Of  purveiance  of  God  or  of  Fortune, 
That  yeveth  he;m  ful  oft  in  many  a  gife 
Wei  better  than  they  can  hemfelf  devife  ? 
Som  man  defireth  for  to  helve  richeffe. 
That  caufe  is  of  his  murdre  or  gret  fiknefle  ; 
And  foni  man  wold  out  of  his  prifon  fayn. 
That  in  his  houfe  is  of  his  meynie  flain. 
Infinite  harmes  ben  in  this  matere  : 
We  wote  not  what  thing  that  we  praien  here 
We  faren  as  he  that  dronke  is  as  a  mous  : 
A  dronken  man  wot  wcl  he  hath  an  hous. 
But  he  ne  wot  which  is  the  right  way  thider. 
And  to  a  dronken  man  the  way  is  Aider, 
And  certes  in  this  world  fo  faren  we. 

We  feken  faft  after  felicite. 
But  we  go  wrong  ful  often  trewely. 
Thus  we  may  fayen  alle,  and  namely  I, 
That  wende,  and  had  a  gret  opinion^ 
That  if  I  might  efcapen  fco  prifvi\ 
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Than  I  had  ben  in  joye  and  parfite  hclCi 
Ther  now  I  am  exiled  fro  my  wele. 
Sin  that  I  may  not  feen  you  Emelie 
I  n'am  but  ded ;  ther  n'is  no  remedie. 

Upon  that  other  fide  Palamon, 
Whan  that  he  wift  Aycita  was  agon, 
Swiche  fofwe  he  maketh,  that  the  grete  toitf 
Refouned  of  his  yelling  and  clamour. 
The  pure  fetters  on  his  fhinnes  grete 
Were  of  his  bitter  falte  teres  wete. 

Alas !  quod  he,  Arcita,  cofin  min. 
Of  all  our  ftrif,  God  wot,  the  frufe  is  thin. 
Thou  walkeft  now  in  Thebes  at  thy  large. 
And  of  my  wo  thou  yeveft  litel  charge. 
Thou  muift,  fith  thou  baft  wifdom  and  manhedt, 
Affemblen  all  the  folk  of  our  kinrede, 
And  make  a  werre  fo  fliarpe  on  this  contree, 
That  by  fom  aventure  or  fom  tretee 
Thou  maift  have  hire  to  lady  and  to  wif 
For  whom  that  I  muft  nedes  lefe  my  lif. 
For  as  by  way  of  poflibilltee, ' 
Sith  thou  art  at  thy  large  of  prifon  free, 
And  art  a  lord,  gret  is  thin  avantage. 
More  than  is  min,  that  fterve  here  in  a  cage  : 
For  I  may  wtpe  and  waile  while  that  I  five, 
With  all  the  wo  that  prifon  may  me  yeve. 
And  eke  with  peine  that  love  me  yeveth  alfo. 
That  doubleth  all  my  tourment  and  my  wo, 

Therwith  the  fire  of  jaloufie  up  fterte 
Within  his  breft,  and  hent  him  by  the  herte 
So  woodly,  that  he  like  was  to  behold 
The  box-tree,  or  the  afhen  ded  and  cold. 
Then  faid  he  ;  Q  cruel  Goddes  !  that  governe 
This  world  with  binding  of  your  word  eterne, 
And  writen  in  the  table  of  athamant 
Your  parlement  and  your  eterne  grant, 
What  is  mankind  more  unto  yho^d 
Than  is  the  fhepe  that  rouketh  in  the  fold  i. 
For  flain  is  n^an  right  as  another  beeft. 
And  dwelleth  eke  in  prifon  and  arreft, 
.'^  nd  hath  fiknefle  and  gret  adverfite, 
And  often  times  gilteles  parde. 

What  governance  is  in  this  prefcience 
That  gikekfs  turmenteth  innocence  ? 
And  yet  encrefeth  this  all  my  penance. 
That  man  is  bounden  to  his  obfervancc 
For  Goddes  fake  to  leten  of  his  will, 
Ther  as  a  beeft  may  all  his  luft  fulfill. 
And  when  a  beeft  is  ded  he  hath  no  peine ; 
But  man  after  his  deth  mote  wepe  and  pleine, 
Though  in  this  world  he  have  care  and  wo  : 
Withouten  doute  it  maye  ftonden  fo. 

The  anfwer  of  this  lete  I  to  divines. 
But  wel  I  wote  that  in  this  world  gret  pine  is^ 
Alas  !  I  fee  a  ferpent  or  a  thefe. 
That  mai;y  a  trewe  man  hath  do  mefchefe, 
Gon  at  his  large,  and  wher  him  luft  may  turn. 
But  I  mofte  ben  in  prifon  thurgh  Saturn, 
And  eke  thurgh  Juno,  jalpu?  and  eke  wood 
That  hath  wel  neye  deftruied  all  the  blood 
Of  1  hebes,  with  his  wafte  walls  wide. 
And  Venus  fleeth  me  on  that  other  fide 
For  jalouhe,  and  fere  of  him  Arcite 

Now  wol  I  fteat  of  Palamon  3  Ht'e 
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iind  leten  him  in  his  p'rifon  ftill  dwelle. 
And  of  Arcita  forth  I  wol  you  telle. 

The  fommer  paffeth,  and  the  nightes  long 
Encrefen  double  wife  the  peines  ftrong 
Both  of  the  lover  and  of  the  prifoner ; 
I  n'6t  which  hath  the  wofuller  miflere 
For  fhortly  for  to  fay,  this  Palarfton 
Perpetuelly  is  damned  to  prifon, 
In  chaines  and  in  fetters  to  ben  ded  5 
And  Arcite  is  exiled  on  his  hed 
For  evermore  as  out  of  that  contree, 
Ne  never  more  he  flial  his  lady  fee. 

You  lovers  axe  I  now  this  queftion, 
Who  hath  the  werfe,  Arcite  or  Palamon  ? 
That  on  my  fe  his  lady  day  by  day, 
But  in  prifon  mofte  he  dwellen  alway  : 
That  other  wher  him  luft  may  ride  or  go^ 
But  fen  his  lady  ftial  he  never  mo. 
Now  demeth  as  you  lifte,  ye  that  catn. 
For  I  wil  tell  you  forth  as  I  began. 

When  that  Arcite  to  Thebes  comen  was, 
Ful  oft  a  day  he  fwelt  and  faid  Alas  ! 
For  fen  his  lady  flial  he  never  mo. 
And  fhortly  to  concluden  all  his  wo. 
So  mochel  forwe  hadde  never  creature 
That  is  or  thai  be  while  the  world  may  dure. 
His  flepe,  his  mete,  his  drinke,  is  him  byraft, 
That  lene  he  wex,  and  drie  as  is  a  fhaft. 
'iiis  eyen  holwe,  and  grifly  to  behold. 
His  hewe  falwe,  and  pale  as  aflien  cold. 
And  folitary  he  was,  and  ever  alone, 
Aqd  wailing  all  the  night,  making  his  mone  : 
And  if  he  herde  fong  or  inflrument, 
*rhan  would  he  wepe,  he  mighte  not  be  ftent. 
So  feble  were  his  fpirites,  and  fo  low, 
And  changed  fo,  that  no  man  coude  know 
His  fpeche  ne  his  vois,  though  men  it  herd. 
And  in  his  gere,  for  all  the  world  he  ferd 
Nought  only  like  the  lovers  maladie. 
Of  Ereosj  but  rather  ylike  manie, 
Engendred  of  humours  melancolike, 
Beforne  his  hed  in  his  celle  fantaftike. 
And  fhortly  turned  was  all  up  fo  douQ  ■ 
Both  habit  and  eke  difpofitioun 
Of  him,  this  woful  lover  Dan  Arcite, 
What  fhuld  I  all  day  of  his  wo  endite  ? 

Whan  he  endured  had  a  yere  or  two 
This  cruel  tornienti  and  this  peine  and  wo, 
At  Thebes,  in  his  contree,  as  I  faid. 
Upon  a  night  in  flepe  as  he  him  laid. 
Him  thought  how  that  the  winged  god  Mercury 
Beforne  him  flood,  and  bad  him  to  be  mery. 
His  flepy  yerde  in  bond  he  bare  upright ; 
An  hat  he  wered  upoil  his  heres  bright : 
Arraied  was  this  god  (as  he  toke  kepe) 
As  he  was  whan  that  Argus  toke  his  flepe. 
And  faid  him  thus ;  To  Athenes  flialt  thou  Wende ; 
Ther  is  thee  fhapen  of  thy  wo  an  ende. 

And  with  that  word  Arcite  awoke  and  ftert. 
Now  trewely  how  fore  that  ever  me  fmert. 
Quod  he,  to  Athenes  right  now  wol  I  fare  j 
Ne  for  no  drede  of  deth  fliall  I  not  fpate 
To  fe  my  lady,  that  I  love  and  ferve ; 
Ilh  Jiire  prefeace  I  rekk«  not  to  ft,erve« 


And  with  that  word  he  caught  a  gret  mirrbttf , 

And  faw  that  changed  was  all  his  colour. 

And  faw  his  vifage  all  in  another  kind  : 

And  right  afton  it  ran  him  in  his  mind. 

That  fith  his  face  was  fo  disfigured 

Of  maladie  the  which  he  had  endured, 

He  aiighte  wel,  if  that  he  bare  him  lowc, 

Live  in  Athenes  evermore  unknowe, 

And  fen  his  lady  Wel  nigh  day  by  day. 

And  right  anon  he  changed  his  aray. 

And  clad  hitti  as  a  poure  labourer. 

And  all  alone,  fave  only  a  fquier, 

That  knew  his  privite  and  all  his  cats, 

Which  was  difguifed  pourely  as  he  was. 

To  Athenes  is  he  gone  the  nexte  way. 

And  to  the  court  he  went  upon  a  day. 

And  at  the  gate  he  proffered  his  fervice, 

To  drugge  and  draw  what  fo  men  wold  devife* 

And  fliortly  of  this  matere  for  to  fayn. 

He  fell  in  office  with  a  chamberiain. 

The  which  that  dwelling  was  with  Emelie, 

For  he  was  wife,  and  coude  fone  efpie 

Of  every  fervent  ivhieh  that  ferved  hire  : 

Wel  coude  he  hewen  wood,  and  water  here. 

For  he  was  yonge  and  mighty  for  the  nones. 

And  therto  he  was  ftrong  and  big  of  bones 

To  don  that  any  wight  can  him  devife. 

A  yere  or  two  he  was  in  this  fervice. 
Page  of  the  chambre  of  Emelie  the  bright. 
And  Philoflrate  he  fayde  that  he  hight. 
But  half  fo  wel  beloved  a  man  as  he 
Ne  was  ther  never  in  court  of  his  degre. 
He  was  fo  gentil  of  conditioun. 
That  thurghout  all  the  court  was  his  renouo. 
They  fayden  that  it  were  a  charite 
That  Thefeus  wold  enhaunfe  his  degre. 
And  putten  him  in  worftiipfal  fervice, 
Ther  as  he  might  his  vertues  exercifs. 
And  thus  within  a  while  his  name  is  fprongCi 
Both  of  his  dedes  and  of  his  good  tonge, 
That  Thefeus  had  taken  him  fo  ner 
That  of  his  chambre  he  made  him  a  fquier. 
And  gave  him  gold  to  mai|iteine  his  degre  ; 
And  eke  men  brought  him  out  of  his  contre, 
Fro  yere  to  yere  ful  priyely  his  rent ; 
But  honeftly  and  fleighly  he  it  fpent, 
That  no  man  wondred  how  that  he  it  hadde. 
And  thre  yere  in  this  wife  his  lif  he  ladde. 
And  bare  him  fo  in  pees  and  eke  in  werrc 
Ther  n'as  no  man  that  Thefeus  hath  derre. 
And  in  this  bliffe  let  I  now  Arcite, 
And  fpeke  I  wol  of  Palamon  a  lite. 

In  derkeneffe  and  horrible  and  ftrong  prifoR. 
This  feven  yere  hath  fitten  Palamon, 
Forpinedj  what  for  love  and  for  diftrelTe. 
Who  feleth  double  forwe  and  hevineffe 
But  Palamon  ?  that  love  diftraineth  fo, 
That  wood  out  of  his  wit  he  goth  for  WQ, 
And  eke  therto  he  is  a  prifonere 
Perpetuell,  not  only  for  a  yere. 

Who  coude  time  in  Englifli  proprely 
His  martirdom  ?  forfoth  it  am  not  I, 
Therfore  I  paffe  as  lightly  as  I  may. 
It  felj  that  in  the  feventh  yere,  in  May 


I4 


THE    K  N  i  G  H  T  E  S    TALE. 


The  thridde  night,  (as  olde  Lokes  fayn. 

That  all  this  ftorie  tellen  more  plain) 

Were  it  by  aventure  or  deftinee, 

(As  when  a  thing  isfliapen  it  Ihal  be) 

That  fone  after  the  midnight  Palapion, 

By  helping  of  a  frend,  brake  his  prifon. 

And  fleeth  the  cite  fafte  as  he  may  go, 

For  he  had  yeven  drinke  his  gayler  lb, 

Of  a  clarre  made  of  a  certain  wine, 

With  narcotikes  and  opie  of  Thebes  fine,    [iliake, 

That  all  the  night  though  that  men  wold  him 

The  gailer  flept,  he  mighte  not  awake  : 

And  thus  he  fieeth  as  fafte  as  ever  he  may. 

The  night  was  fnort,  and  fafle  by  the  day. 
That  nedes  coft  he  molle  himfelven  hide ; 
And  to  a  grove  faflre  ther  befide 
With  dredful  foot  than  flalketh  Palamon  : 
For  fliortly  this  was  his  opinion, 
That  in  that  grove  he  wold  him  hide  all  day. 
And  in  the  night  than  wold  he  take  his  way 
To  Thebes  ward,  his  frendes  for  to  preie 
On  Thefeus  to  helpen  him  werreie  : 
And  fliortly,  eyther  he  wold  lefe  his  lif 
Or  winnen  Emelie  unto  his  vnf. 
This  is  the  effedl,  and  his  entente  plein. 
Now  wol  I  turnen  to  Arcite  agein. 
That  litel  wifi  how  neighe  was  his  care. 
Till  that  Fortune  had  brought  hirti  in  the  fnare: 
The  befy  larke,  the  meflager  of  day, 
Salewith  in  hire  fong  the  morwe  gray, 
And  firy  Phebus  rifeth  up  fo  bright. 
That  all  the  orient  laugheth  of  the  fight. 
And  with  his  flremes  drieth  in  the  greves 
The  filver  dropes  hanging  on  the  leves. 
And  Arcite,  that  is  in  the  court  real 
With  Thefeus  the  fquier  principal. 
Is  rifen,  and  loketh  on  the  mery  day ; 
And  for  to  don  his  obfervance  to  May, 
-■R^membring  on  the  point  of  his  defire, 
He  on  his  courfer,  fterting  as  the  fire. 
Is  ridden  to  the  feldes  him  to  pley, 
Out  of  the  court,  were  it  a  mile  or  twey ; 
And  to  the  grove  of  which  that  I  you  told 
By  aventure  his  way  he  gan  to  hold. 
To  maken  him  a  gerlond  of  the  greves. 
Were  it  of  woodbind  or  of  hauthorn  leves, 
^nd  loud  he  fong  agen  the  fonne  fhene. 

Maye,  with  all  thy  flours  and  thy  grene. 
Right  welcome  be  thou  faire  freflie  May, 
I  hope  that  I  fome  grene  here  getten  may. 
And  from  his  courfer  with  a  lufty  hei-te 
Into  the  grove  ful  hafiily  he  fterte, 
And  in  a  path  he  romed  up  and  doun, 
Ther  as  by  aventure  this  Palamon 
Was  in  a  buih,  that  no  man  might  him  fe, 
For  fore  afered  of  his  deth  was  he. 
Nothing  ne  knew  he  that  it  was  Arcite  : 
God  wot  he  wold  have  trowed  it  ful  lite. 
But  foth  is  faid,  gon  fithen  are  many  yeres, 
That  feld  hath  even,  and  the  wood  hath  eres, 
It  is  ful  faire  a  man  to  here  him  even 
For  al  day  meten  men  at  unfet  fteven. 
Ful  litel  wote  Arcite  of  his  felaw, 
That  was  fo  neigh  to  berkeii  (f^his  faw. 


For  in  the  bufti  he  fitteth  now  ful  ftilL' 

Whan  that  Arcite  had  romed  all  his  fillj' 
And  fongen  all  the  roundel  luftily, 
Into  a  fludie  he  fell  fodenly. 
As  don  thefe  lovers  in  hir  queinte  geres. 
Now  in  the  crop,  and  now  down  in  the  breres. 
Now  up,  now  doun,  as  boket  in  a  well. 
Right  as  the  Friday,  fothly  for  to  tell. 
Now  fliineth  it,  and  now  it  raineth  faft  * 
Right  fo  can  gery  Venus  overcafl 
The  hertes  of  hire  folk,  right  as  hire  day 
Is  gerfull,  right  fo  changeth  ihe  aray. 
Selde  is  the  Friday  all  the  weke  ylike. 

Whan  Arcite  hadde  yfonge,  he  gan  to  fikc/ 
And  fet  him  doun  withouten  any  more  ; 
Alas !  (quod  he)  the  day  that  I  was  bore  ! 
How  longe,  Juno,  thurgh  thy  crueltee 
Wilt  thou  v/erreien  Thebes  the  citee  ? 
Alas !  ybrought  is  to  confufion 
The  blood  real  of  Cadme  and  Amphion  : 
Of  Cadmus,  which  that  was  th6  firfte  man 
That  Thebes  built,  or  firfte  the  toun  begari^ 
And  of  the  citee  firlte  was  crouned  Idng, 
Of  his  linage  am  I,  and  his  ofspring 
By  veray  line,  as  of  the  ftok  real ; 
And  now  I  am  fo  caitif  and  fo  thral. 
That  he  that  is  my  mortal  enemv 
I  ferve  him  as  his  fquier  pourely. 
And  yet  doth  Juno  me  wel  more  fhame, 
For  I  dare  not  beknowe  min  owen  name. 
But  ther  as  I  was  wont  to  highte  Arcite, 
Now  highte  lAhiloftrat  not  worth  a  mite; 
Alas  !  thou  fell  Mars,  alas  !  thou  Juno, 
Thus  hath  your  ire  our  linage  all  fordo. 
Save  only  me  and  wretched  Palamon, 
That  Thefeus  martireth  in  prifon. 
And  over  all  this,  to  flen  me  utterly. 
Love  hath  his  firy  dart  fo  brennino-ly 
Yftiked  thurgh  my  trewe  careful  hert. 
That  fliapen  was  my  deth  erft  than  my  fhert. 
Ye  flen  me  with  your  eyen  Emelie  ; 
Ye  ben  the  caufe  wherfore  that  I  die. 
Of  all  the  remenant  of  min  other  care 
Ne  fet  I  not  the  mountance  of  a  tare. 
So  that  I  coud  don  ought  to  your  pleance. 

And  with  that  word  he  fell  doun  in  a  trance 
A  longe  time,  and  afterward  up  fterte. 
This  Palamon,  that  thought  thurghout  his  herte 
He  felt  a  colde  fwerd  fodenly  glide  ; 
For  ire  he  quoke,  no  lenger  wolde  he  hide  ; 
And  whan  that  he  had  herd  Arcites  tale, 
As  he  were  wood,  with  face  ded  and  pale. 
He  fl;erte  him  up  out  of  the  buflies  thikke 
And  fayde ;  Falfe  Arcite,  falfe  traitour  wicle^ 
Now  art  thou  hent,  that  loveft  my  lady  f6 
For  whom  that  I  have  all  this  peine  and  wo. 
And  art  my  blood,  and  to  my  coufeil  fworn, 
As  I  ful  oft  have  told  thee  herebeforn 
And  haft  beiaped  here  Duk  Thefeus     ' 
Andfalfely  changed  haft  thy  name  thusj 
I  wol  be  ded,  or  elles  thou  fiialt  die  : 
Thou  flialt  not  love  my  lady  Emelie^ 
But  I  wol  love  hire  only  and  no  mo  ' 
For  I  am  Palamon  thy  mortal  fo.    ' 
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And  though  that  I  no  yre^en  have  in  this  place, 

But  out  of  prifon  am  aftert  by  grace, 

I  drede  nought  that  eyther  thou  fliah  die 

Or  thou  ne  fhalt  nat  loven  EmeHe  : 

Chefe  which  thou  wolt,  for  thou  fhalt  not  afterte. 

This  Arcite,  tho  with  ful  difpitous  herte, 
Whan  he  him  knew,  and  had  his  tale  herd, 
As  fers  as  a  Icon  pulled  out  a  fwerd, 
And  fayde  thus ;  By  God  that  fitteth  above, 
N'ere  it  that  thou  art  fike  and  wood  for  love. 
And  eke  that  thou  no  wepen  haft  in  this  place. 
Thou  fhuldeft  never  out  of  this  grove  pace. 
That  thou  ne  ihuldeft  dien  of  min  hond; 
For  I  defie  the  furetee  and  the  bond 
Which  that  thou  faift  that  1  have  made  to  thee. 
What !  veray  fool,  thinke  wel  that  love  is  free. 
And  I  wol  love  hire  maugre  all  thy  might. 
But  for  thou  art  a  worthy  gentll  knight, 
And  wilneft  to  darraine  hire  by  bataille, 
Have  here  my  trouth,  to  morwe  I  will  not  faille, 
Withouten  weting  of  any  other  wight, 
That  here  I  wol  be  founden  as  a  knight. 
And  bringen  harneis  right  ynough  for  thee, 
And  chefe  the  befte,  and  leva  the  werfte  for  me  ; 
And  mete  and  drinke  this  night  wol  I  bring 
Ynough  for  thee,  and  cloathes  for  thy  bedding ; 
And  if  fo  be  that  thou  my  lady  win. 
And  fle  me  in  this  wode,  ther  I  am  in, 
Thou  maift  wel  have  thy  lady  as  for  me. 

This  Palamon  anfwered,  I  grant  it  thee, : 
And  thus  they  ben  departed  till  a  morwe. 
When  eche  of  hem  hath  laid  his  faith  to  borwe. 

O  Cupide  !  out  of  alle  charitee, 
O  regne  !  that  wolt  no  felaw  have  with  thee, 
Ful  foth  is  fayde,  that  love  ne  lordlhip 
Wol  nat  his  thankes  have  no  felawfhip. 
Wel  finden  that  Arcite  and  Palamon. 

Arcite  is  ridden  anone  unto  the  toun. 
And  on  the,  morwe,  or  it  were  day  light, 
Ful  prively  two  harneis  hath  he  dight. 
Both  fuffifant  and  mete  to  darreine 
The  bataille  in  the  field  betwix  hem  tweine ; 
And  on  his  hors,  alone  as  he  v/as  borne. 
He  carieth  all  this  harneis  him  beforne  ; 
And  the  grove,  at  time  and  place  yfette. 
This  Arcite  and  this  Palamon  ben  mette. 
Tho  changen  gan  the  colour  in  hir  face, 
Right  as  the  hunter  in  the  regne  of  Trace 
That  ftondeth  at  a  gappe  with  a  fpere, 
Whan  hunted  is  the  lion  or  the  here, 
And  hereth  him  come  rufhing  in  the  greves. 
And  breking  bothe  the  boughes  and  the  leves. 
And  thinketh  here  cometh  my  mortal  enemy, 
Withouten  faile  he  muft  be  ded  or  I : 
For  eyther  I  mote  flain  him  at  the  gappe, 
Or  he  mote  flen  me  if  that  me  milhappe. 
So  ferden  they  in  changing  of  hir  hev/e. 
As  fer  as  eyther  of  hem  other  knewe. 
Ther  n'  as  no  good  day,  ne  no  faluiiig. 
But  ftrelt  withouten  wordes  reherfmg 
Everich  of  hem  haipe  to  armen  other 
As  frendly  as  he  were  Ins  owen  br.other ; 
And  after  that  with  fharpe  fperes  ftrong 
They  foinedeft  eche  at  (Jtiier  won4?Jr  l«J^g- 


Thou  mighteft  wenen  that  this  Palamon 
In  his  fighting  were  as  wood  leon. 
And  as  a  cruel  tigre  was  Arcite  : 
As  wilde  bores  gan  they  togeder  fmite, 
That  frothen  white  as  fome  for  ire  wood ; 
Up  to  the  ancle  foughte  they  in  hir  blood  ; 
And  in  this  wife  I  let  hem  fighting  dwelle, 
And  forth  I  wol  of  Thefeas  you  telle. 

The  deftinee,  miniftre  general. 
That  executeth  in  the  world  over  al 
The  purveiance  that  God  hath  fen  beforne,        • 
So  flrong  it  ie,  that  though  the  world  hath  fwprn^ 
The  contrary  of  a  thing  by  ya  or  nay. 
Yet  fomtime  it  fhall  fallen  on  a  day 
That  falleth  nat  efte  in  a  thoufandyere 
For  certainly  our  appetites  here. 
Be  it  of  werre,  or  pees,  or  hate,  or  love. 
All  is  this  ruled  by  the  fight  above. 
This  mene  I  now  by  migiity  Thefeus, 
That  for  to  hunten  is  fo  defirous. 
And  namely  at  the  grete  hart  in  May, 
That  in  his  bed  ther  daweth  him  no  day 
That  he  n'is  clad,  and  redy  for  to  ride 
With  hunte  and  home,  and  houndes  him  befide; 
For  in  his  hunting  hath  he  fwiche  delite. 
That  it  is  all  his  joye  and  appetite 
To  ben  himfelf  the  grete  harts  bane  ; 
For  after  Mars  he  ferveth  now  Diane. 

Clere  was  the  day,  as  I  have  told  or  this. 
And  Thefeus,  with  alle  joye  and  blis. 
With  his  Ipolitia,  the  fayre  quene,  ' 

And  Emelie,  y clothed  all  in  grene. 
On  hunting  ben  thy  ridden  really : 
And  to  the  grove,  that  flood  ther  fafle  by, 
In  which  ther  was  an  hart  as  men  him  told, 
Duk  Thefeus  the  flxeite  way  hath  hold, 
And  to  the  launde  he  rideth  him  ful  right, 
Ther  was  the  ha^t  ywont^to  have  his  flight. 
And  over  a  brooke,  and  fo  forth  on  his  wey. 
This  duk  wol  have  a  cours  at  him  or  twey 
With  houndes,  fwiche  as  him  lufl  to  commaunde; 
And  when  this  duk  was  comen  to  the  launds. 
Under  the  fonne  he  loked,  and  anon 
He  was  war'e  of  Arcite  and  Palanion, 
That  foughten  breme,  as  it  were  holies  two  ; 
The  brighte  fwerdes  wenten  to  and  fro 
So  hidoufly  that  with  the  kite  ftroke 
It  femed  that  it  wolde  felle  an  oke. 
But  what  they  weren  nothing  he  ne  wote  t 
This  duk  his  co^irfer  with  his  fporres  fmotc^- 
And  at  a  ftert  he  was  betwix  hem  two. 
And  pulled  out  a  fwerd  and  cried,  Ho  f 
No  more,  up  peine  of  lefing  of  your  hedj. 
By  mighty  Mars  he  ftiall  anon  be  ded 
That  fmiteth  any  flroke  that  I  may  fen  [ 
But  telleth  me  what  miftere  men  ye  benj 
That  ben  fo  hardy  for  to  fighten  here 
Withouten  any  juge  or  other  officere. 
As  though  it  were  in  liftes  really. 

This  Palamon  anfwered  haftily 
And  faide;  Sire,  what  nedeth  wordes  mo? 
We  have  the  deth  deftrved  bothe  two-: 
Two  woful  wretches  ben  we,  two  eaitive^^' 
That  beji  acconibred  of  ouf  owen  lives^: 


And  as  thou  art  a  rightful  lord  and  juge 
Ne  yeve  us  neyther  mercie  ne  refuge; 
And  fle  me  firft  for  feinte  charitee. 
But  fle  my  felaw  eke  as  wel  as  me ; 
Or  fle  him  firft,  for  though  thou  know  it  lite, 
*rhis  is  thy  mortal  fo,  this  is  Arcite, 
That  fro  thy  lend  is  banifhed  on  his  hed. 
For  which  he  hath  deferved  to  be  ded ; 
For  this  is  he  that  came  unto  thy  gate. 
And  fayde  that  he  highte  Philoftrate. 
Thus  hath  he  japed  thee  ful  many  a  yere. 
And  thou  haft  maked  him  thy  chief  fquiere. 
And  this  is  he  that  loveth  Emelie. 

For  Cth  the  day  is  come  that  I  fhal  die 
Imake  plainly  my  confeflion. 
That  I  am  thilke  woful  t*alamon 
That  hath  thy  prifon  broken  wilfully  ; 
I  am  thy  mortal  fo,  and  it  am  i 
That  loveth  fo  hot  Emelie  the  bright. 
That  I  wold  dien  prefent  in  hire  fight, 
Therfore  I  axe  deth  and  my  iewife, 
But  fle  my  felaw  in  the  fame  wife, 
For  both  we  have  deferved  to  be  flain. 

This  worthy  duk  anfwerd  anon  again,' 
And  fayd,  This  is  a  fliort  conclufion  ; 
Your  owen  mouth,  by  your  confeflion, 
Hath  damned  you,  and  I  wol  it  recorde ; 
It  nedeth  not  to  pine  you  with  the  corde : 
"Ye  fliul  lot  ded  by  mighty  Mars  the  Rede. 

.  The  quene  anon  for  veray  womanhede 
Gan  for  to  wepe,  and  fo  did  Emelie, 
And  all  the  ladies  in  the  compagnie. 
Gret  pite  was  it,  as  it  thought  hem  alle. 
That  ever  fwiche  a  chance  ftiulde  befalle, 
For  gedtitrnen  they  were  of  gret^eftat, 
And  nothing  but  for  love  was  this  debat ; 
And  fawe  hir  blody  woundes  wide  and  fore,' 
And  alle  crideh  bothe  lefle  and  more, 
Have  mercie  Lord  upon  us  wimmen  alle, 
And  on  hir  bare  knees  ddoun  they  falle, 
And  wold  have  kifl:  his  feet  ther  as  he  ftood. 
Till  at  the  laft  aflaked  was  his  mood ; 
(For  pitee  renneth  fone  in  gentil  herte) 
And  though  he  firft  for  ire  quoke  and  fterte. 
He  had  confidered  fliortly  in  a  claufe 
The  trefpas  of  hem  both,  and  eke  the  cauje  j? 
And  although  that  his  ire  hir  gilt  accufed, 
Yet  in  his  refon  he  hem  both  excufed  ; 
As  thus  ;  he  thoughte  wel  that  every  man 
Wol  helpe.  himfelf  in  love  if  that  he  can, 
And  eke  deliver  himfelf  out  of  prifon  ;■ 
And  eke  his  herte  Jiad  compaflion 
Of  wimmenj  for  they  wepten  ever  in  on. 
And  in  his  gentil  herte  he  thOughte  anon, 
Aod  foft  ilnto  himfelf  he  fayed.  Fie 
Upon  a'  lord  that  wol  have  no  mercie. 
But  be  a  leon  both  in  word  and  dede. 
To  hem  that  be  in  repentance  and  drede. 
As  wel  as  to  a  proud  difpitous  man 
That  wol  mainteinen  that  the  firft  began. 
That  lofdhath  litel  of  difcretion 
That  in  fwiche  cas  can  n^  divifion,    , 
But  wcgheth  pride  and  humbleffe  after  on. 
And  fliortly  whan  his.  ire  is  thus  agon, 
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He  gan  to  loken  up  with  eyen  IrghtJ 
And  fpake  thefe  fame  wordes  all  on  higkt. 

The  god  of  Love,  a  benedicite  ! 
How  mighty  and  how  grete  a  lord  is  he  ? 
Again  his  might  ther  gainen  non  obftacles^  ■ 
He  may  be  cleped  a  God  for  his  miracles. 
For  he  can  maken  at  his  owen  gife 
Of  everich  herte  as  that  him  lift  devife. 

Lo  here  this  Arcite^  and  this  Palamon, 
That  quitely  weren  out  of  my  prifon. 
And  might  have  lived  in  Thebes  really. 
And  weten  I  am  hir  mortal  enemy. 
And  that  hir  deth  lith  in  my  might  alfo. 
And  yet  hath  love,  maugre  hir  eyen  two, 
Ybrought  hem  hither  both  for  to  die  ; 
Novv  loketh,  is  not  this  an  heigh  folic  ? 
Who  may  ben  a  fool,  but  if  that  be  love  ? 
Behold  for  Goddes  fake  that  fitteth  ^hove,    ., 
So  how  they  blede  !  be  they  not  wel  araied  ?      % 
Thus  hath  hir  lord,  the  god  of  Love,  hem  paiei 
Hir  wages,  and  hir  fees  for  hir  fervice. 
And  yet  they  wenen  for  to  be  ful  wife 
That  ferven  Love  for  ought,  that  may  befall^. 
And  yet  is  this  the  befte  game  of  alle, 
That  flie  for  whom  they  have  this  jolite 
Con  hem  therfore  as  mochel  thank  as  me. 
She  wot  no  more  of  alle  this  hote  fare. 
By  God,  than  wot  a  cuckow  or  an  hare. 
But  all  mote  ben  aflaied  hote  or  cold ; 
A  man  mote  ben  a  fool  other  yonge  or  old; 
1  wot  myfelf  ful  yore  agon, 
For  in  my  time  a  fervant  was  I  on  ; 
And  therefore  fith  1  know  of  loves  peine. 
And  wot  how  fore  it  can  a  man  deftreine^ 
As  he  that  oft  hath  been  caught  in  his  las, 
I  you  for /eye  all  holly  this  trefpas, 
At  requeft  of  the  quene  that  laieleth  here. 
And  eke  of  Emelie,  my  fufter  dere. 
And  ye  Ihul  both  anon  unto  me  fwere 
That  never  mo  ye  fliul  my  contree  dere, 
Ne  maken  werre  upon  me  night  ne  day,' 
But  ben  my  frendes  in  alle  that  ye  may. 
I  you  foryeVe  this  trefpas  every  del. 
And  they  him  fware  his  axing  fayr  and  wel. 
And  him  of  lordfliip  and  of  mercie  praid,    .      , 
And  he  hem  granted  grace,  and  thus  he  faid  : 

To  fpeke  of  real  linage  and  richefle. 
Though  that  flie  were  .a  quene  or  aprincefle,' 
Eche  of  you  bothe  is  worthy  douteles 
To  wedden  whan  time  is,  but  natheles, 
I  fpek^  as  for  my  fufter  Emelie, 
For  whom  ye  have  this  ftrif  and  jaloufie, 
Ye  vsrot  yourfelf  flie  may  not  wedden  tw« 
Pik  ones,  though  ye  fighten  evermo; 
But  on  of  you,  al  beiim  loth  or  lefe. 
He  mot  gon  pipen  in  an  ivy  lefe  :  ■  , 

This  is  to  fay,  fhe  may  not  have  you  bothe, 
Al  be  ye  nev.er  fo  jalous  ne  fo  wrothe. 
And  forthy  I  you  put  in  this  degree. 
That  eche  of  you  fliall  have  his  deftinee 
As  him  is  fliape,  and  herkneth  in  what  wife  ;' 
Lo  here  your  ende  of  that  I  ftial  devife'. 

My  will  is  this  for  plat  conclufion 
Withouten  any  replication, 
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If  that  you  liketh,  take  it  for  the  befte, 
That  everich  of  you  fiial  gon  wher  him  lefte 
Freely  ■withoutenraurfon  or  dangere. 
And  this  day  fifty  wekes,  ferr&  ne  nere, 
Everich  of  you  fhal  bring  an  hundred  knightes, 
Armed  for  lifles  up  at  alle  rightes, 
AUe  redy  to  darrein  hire  by  bataille. 
And  thisbehete  1  you  withouten  fuille 
Upon  my  trouth)  and  as  1  am  a  knight, 
That  whether  of  you  bothe  hath  that  mightj 
This  is  to  fayn,  that  whether  he  or  thou     > 
May  with  his  hundred,  as  I  fpake  of  now, 
Sle  his  contrary,  or  out  of  liftes  drive, 
Him  fhall  1  yeven  Emclie  to  wive 
To  whom  tliat  Fortune  yeveth  fo  fayr  a  gracel 

The  liftes  ftial  I  niaken  in  this  place, 
And  God  fo  wifly  on  my  foule  rewe, 
At  I   flial  even  juge  ben  and  trewe. 
Ye  fhal  non  other  ende.with  me  maken 
That  on  of  yoii  ne  fhall  be  ded  or  taken ; 
And  if  you  thinketh  this  is  wel  yfaid, 
Saith  your  avis,  and  holdeth  you  apaid  : 
This  is  your  ende  and  your  conclufion. 

Who  loketh  lightly  now  but  Palamon  ? 
Who  fpringeth  up  for  jbye  but  Arcite  ? 
Who  ceud  it  tell,  or  who  coud  it  endite. 
The  joye  that  is  maked  in  the  place 
Whan  Thefeus  hath  don  fo  fayre  a  grace  ? 
But  doun  oh  knees  went  every  mauere  wight, 
And  thanked  him  v/ith  all  hir  hertes  might, 
And  namely  thefe  Thebanes  often  £th. 

And  thus  with  good  hope  and  with  herte  blith 
They  taken  hir  leve,  and  homeward  gan  they  ride 
To  Thebes,  with  his  olde  walles  wide. 

I  trowe  men  wolde  deme  it  negligence 
If  1  foryete  to  tellen  the  difpence 
Of  Thefeus,  that  goth  fo  befily 
To  maken  up  the  lifles  really. 
That  fwiche  a  no'ble  theatre  as  it  was 
I  dare  wel  fayn  in  all  this  world  ther  n'as  : 
The  circuite  a  mile  w^as  aboute 
Walled  of  ilone,  anddiched  all  withoute; 
Round  was  the  fhape,  in  manere  of  a  compis 
Ful  of  degrees,  the  hight  of  fixty  pas, 
That  whan  a  man  was  fet  on  o  degree 
He  letted  not  his  felaw  for  to  fee. 
Eftward  ther  flood  a  gate  of  marbcl  white, 
Weflward  right  fwiche  another  in  th'  oppolite ; 
And  fhortly  to  coiicluden,  fwiche  a  place 
Was  never-in  erthe  in  fo  litel  a  fijace. 
For  in  the  lond  ther  n'as  no  craftes  man 
Than  geometric  or  arfemetrike  can, 
Jvfe  portreiour,  ne  kerver  of  images, 
That  Thefeus  ne  yaf  him  mete  and  wages 
The  theatre  for  to  maken  and  devife. 

And  for  to  don  his  rite  and  facrifice 
He  eftward  hath  upon  the  gate  above, 
In  worfhip  of  Venus  goddeffe  of  Love,- 
Don  make  an  auter  and  an  oratorie, 
And  weijward,  in  the  minde  and  in  memorie 
Of  Mars  he  maked  hath  right  fwiche  another. 
That  coile  largely  of  gold  a  fother  : 
And  northward,  in  a  touret  on  the  wall, 
Of  alabaftre  white  and  red  corall 
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An  oratoiie  riche  for  to  fee,  , 

In  worfiiip  of  Diane  of  chaftitee, 

Hath  Thefeus  don  wrought  in  noble  wife* 

But  yet  had  I  foryetten  to  devife 
The  noble  kerving  and  the  portreitures. 
The  fhape,  the  conterjance,  of  the  figures 
That  wersn  in  thefe  oratories  three. 

Firfl  in  the  temple  of  Venus  maifl  thou  fee 
Wrought  on  the  wall,  ful  pitous  to  beholde, 
The  broken  flepes,  and  the  fikes  colde. 
The  facred  teres,  and  the  waimentinges. 
The  firy  llrokes  of  the  defiringes, 
That  Loves  fervantes  in  this  lif  enduren, 
The  othes  that  hir  covenants  afiuren. 
Plefapce  and  Hope,  Defire,  poolhardineffe, 
Beaute  and  Youthe,  Haudtie  and  Richeffe, 
Charm.es  and  Force,  Lefii'ges  and  Flaterie, 
Difpence,  Bcfmeffe,  and  Jaloufxe, 
That  wered  of  yelwe  goldes  a  gerlond, 
And  h:idde  a  cuckow  fitting  on  hire  bond, 
Feftes,  iafrruments,  and  caroles  and  dances, 
Luft  and  array,  and  all  the  circumflances 
Of  Love,  which  that  I  rcken  and  reken  fhaU^ 
By  ordre  v/eren  peinted  on  the  wall, 
And  mo  than  I  can  make  of  mention  : 
For  fothly  all  the  mount  of  Citheron,  ' 

Ther  Venus  hath  hire  prir.!:ipal  dwelling, 
Was-fnewed  on  the  wall  in  partreying, 
With  all  the  gardin,  and  the  luftinefTe  : 
Nought  was  foryetten  the  porter  Idelneffej 
Ne  Narciffus  the  fayre  of  yore  agon, 
Ne  yet  the  foliq  of  King  Salomon, 
Ne  yet  the  grete  flrengthe  of  Hercules. 
Th'  enchantment  of  Medea  and  Circes, 
Ne  of  Turnus  the  hardy  fiers  corage, 
Tlie  riche  Crefus  caitif  in  fervage. 
Thus  may  ye  feen  that  wifdom  ne  richeiTej 
Beaute  ne  fleighte,  ftrengthe  ne  hardineffej 
Ne  may  v/ith  Venus  holden  charapartie, 
For  as  hire  lille  the  w'orld  may  fhe  gie. 
Lo,  all  thefe  folk  fo  caught  were  in  hire  las( 
Til  they  for  wo  ful  often  faid  Alas ! 
Sufficeth  here  enfamples  on  or  two, 
And  yet  I  coude  reken  a  thcufand  viio. 

The  flatue  of  Venus,  glorious  for  to  fee-. 
Was  naked  fieting  in  the  large  fee. 
And  fro  the  navel  doun  all  covered  was 
With  wawcs  grene,  and  bright  as  any  glas, 
A  citole  in  hire  right  hand  hadde  ihe. 
And  on  hire  hed,  ful  femely  for  to  fee, 
A  rofe  gerlond  frcfh  and  wel  fmelling. 
Above  hire  hed  hire  doves  fleckering  ; 
Before  hire  ftood  hire  fone  Cupido, 
Upon  his  xlioulders  v^inges  had  he  two. 
And  blind  he  v/as,  as  it  Is  often  fene  ; 
A  bow  he  bare  and  afvv'es  briglil  and  kenc. 

Why  fiiulde  I  not  as  wel  eke  tell  you  all 
The  purtreitufe  that  was  upon  the  wall 
Within  the  temple  of  m'-ghty  Mars  the  ReAe  t 
All  peinted  was  the  wall  in  length  and  brede 
Like  to  the  eftres  of  the  grjfly  place 
That  highte  the  gret  temple  of  Mars  in  TraCe^ 
In  thilke  colde  and  frofly  region, 
Ther  as  Mars  hath  liiiS  fovercine  mafjf-on, 
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Firfl:  on  the  wall  was  peinted  a  foreft, 
In  which  ther  wonneth  neyther  man  ne  beft. 
With  kn^'tty  knarry  barrein  trees  old 
Of  flubbes  iliarpe  and  hidous  to  behold,. 
In  which  ther  ran  a  romble  aftd  a  fwcuy;!!, 
As  though  a  ilorme  ihuld  breften  every  hough  ; 
And  dounward  from  an  hill  under  a  bent 
Ther  flood  the  temple  of  Mars  Armipotent, 
Wrought  all  of  burned  ftele,  of  which  th'  entree 
Was  longe  and  ftrerte,  and  ghaftly  for  to  fee  ; 
And  thereout  came  a  rage  and  fvviche  a  vife 
"rhat  it  made  all  the  gates  for  to  rife. 
The  northern  light  in  at  the  dore  ihone, 
For  window  on  the  wall  ne  was  ther  none 
Thurgh  which  men  mighteji  any  light  difccrne  i 
The  dore  was  all  of  athamant  eterne, 
Yclenched  ovcrthwart  and  endelong 
With  yren  tough,  and  for  to  make  it  flrong. 
Ever  pilcr  the  temple  to  fuftene 
Was  tonne-gret,  of  yren  bright  and  lliene. 

Ther  faw  I  firft  the  derke  imagining 
Of  Felonie,.  and  alle  the  compaffing  ; 
Tha  cfuel  ire,  red  as  any  glede, 
The  pikepurfe,  and  eke  the  pale  drede, 
The  fmilerwith  the  knif  under  the  cloke,. 
The  fhepen  brenmg  with  the  blake  fmokc. 
The  trefon  of  the  mordring  in  the  bedde, 
The  open  werre,  with  woundes  all  bebledde ; 
Conteke  with  blody  knif  and  Hiarp  manace  ; 
All  full  of  chirking  was  that  forry  place. 
The  fleer  of  himfelf  yet  fav/  T  there, 
His  herte  blood  hath  bathed  all  his.here  ; 
'  The  naile  ydriven  in  the  fltode  on  hight, 
The  cold  deth,  with  mouth  gaping  upright. 
Amiddes  of  the  temple  fate  Mifchance, 
With  difcotnfort  and  forry  contenance  ; 
Yet  faw  I  Woodneffe  laughing  in  his  rage, 
Armed  Complaint,  Outhees,  and  fires  Outrage  j 
The  carraine  in  the  bufli,  with  throte  ycorven  ; 
A  thoufand  flain,  and  not  of  qualme  yflorven  ; 
The  tifrant,  with  the  prey  by  force  yraft ; 
The  toun  dellf  oied,  ther  v.'as  nothing  laft : 
Yet  faw  I  brent  the  fhippes  hoppefteres, 
The  hunte  y«rangled  with  the  wilde  beres  ; 
The  fow  freting  the  child  right  in  the  cradel. 
The  coke  yfcalled  for  all  his  long  ladel  : 
Nought  was  forycte  by  th'  infortune  of  Marte 
The  carter  overridden  with  his  carte  ; 
Under  the  wheel  ful  low  he  lay  adoun. 

Ther  were  alfo  of  Martes  divifion 
Th'  armerer  and  the  bov/yer,  and  the  fmitli,. 
That  forgeth  fliarp  fwerdes  on  his  fl;ith  ; 
And  all  above  depeinted  in  a  tour 
Saw  I  a  Conqueft,  fitting  in  gret  honour, 
With  thilke  fharp  fwer.d  over  his  bed 
Yhanging  by  a  I'ubtil  twined  thred. 
Depeinted  was  the  flaughter  of  Julius, 
Of  gret  Nero  and  of  Antonius  : 
All  be  that  thilke  time  they  were  unborlie, 
Yet  was  hir  deth  depeinted  ther  beforne, 
,  By  menacing  of  Mars,  right  by  figure, 
So'  was  it  Jliewed  in  that  purtreiture 
As  is  depeinted  in  the  cercles  above, 
tVho  Ibal  be  flaine  or  elks  (i§d  for  love. 


SufEceth  on  enfample  in  ftorieS  olae' ; 

I  may  not  reken  hem  alle  though  I  woMe<r 
The  ftatue  of  Mars  upon  a  carte  flood 

Armed,  and  loked  grim  as  he  were  wood,. 

And  over  his  bed  ther  Ihinen  two  figures. 

Of  fterres  that  ben  cleped  in  fcriptures. 

That  on  Puella,  that  other  Rubeus. 

This  god  of  Armes  was  araied  thus  ; 

A  wolf  ther  ftood  beforne  him  at  his  fete. 

With  eyen  red,-  a>nd  of  a  man  he  ete  : 

With  fubtil  penftl  peinted  was  this  ftoricy 

In  redouting  of  Mars  and  of  his  glorie. 
Now  to  the  temple  of  Diane  the  challe 

As  Ihortly  as  I  can  I  wol  me  hafle, 

To  iellen  you  of  the  defcriptioun, 

Depeinted  by  the  walles  up  and  doun. 
Of  hunting  and  of  fhamefaft  chaftltee. 

Ther  fiiw  I  how  woful  Califtope, 

Whan  that  Diane  agreved  was  with  here^ 

Was  turned  from  a  woman  til  a  here, 

And  after  was  flie  made  the  Icxieflerre : 

Thus  was  it  peinted,  I  can  fay  no  ferre ; 

Hire  fone  is  eke  a  flerre  as  men  may  fee. 

Ther  faw  I  Dane  yturned  til  a  tree, 

I  mene  not  hire  the  goddefie  Diane, 

But  Penens  daughter,  which  that  highte  Dane, 

Ther  faw  I  Atteon  an  hart  ymaked, 

For  vengeance  that  he  faw  Diane  all  naked  : 

I  faw  hov/  that  his  hcundes  have  him  caught, 

And  freten  him,  for  that  they  knew  him  naught. 

Yet  peinted  was  a  litel  fortherijiore 

How  Athalante  hunted  the  wilde  bore, 

And  Meleagre,  and  many  another  mo, 

For  which  Diane  wroughte  hem  care  and  wo. 

Ther  faw  I  many  another  wonder  ftorie. 

The  which  nie  lifte  not  drawen  to  memorie. 

This  goddeffe  on  an  hart  ful  heye  fete, 
With  fmale  houndes  all  about  hire  fete, 
And  undernethe  hire  feet  fhe  hadde  a  mone, 
Wexing  it  was,  and  Ihulde  wanen  fone. 
In  gaudy  grene  hire  ftatue  clothed  was. 
With  bow  in  bond,  and  arwes  in  a  cas. 
Hire  eyen  cafte  Ihe  ful  low  adoun, 
Ther  Pluto  hath  his  derke  regioun. 
A  woman  travailling  was  hire  beforne, 
But  for  hire  childe  fo  longe  was  unbornc 
Ful  pitoufly  Lucina  gan  Ihe  call. 
And  fayed  ;  Helpe,  for  thoU  mayeft  befte  of  dh 
Wei  coude  he  peinten  lifly  that  it  wrought, 
With  many  a  florein  he  the  hewes  bou.ht. 
Now  ben  thefe  liftes  made,  and  Thefeus 
That  at  his  grete  colt  arraied  thus 
The  temples,  and  the  theatre  everidel. 
Whan  -it  was  don  him  liked  wonder  wel. 
But  ftint  I  wol  of  Thefeus  a  lite. 
And  fpeke  of  Palamon  and  of  Arcite. 

The  day  approcheth  of  hir  returning, 
That  everich  fliuld  an  hundred  knightes  bring. 
That  bataille  to  derreine,  as  I  you  told  ; 
And  til  Athenes  hir  covenant  for  to  hold. 
Hath  everich  of  hem  brought  an  hundred  knightes 
Wel  armed  for  the  werre  at  alle  rightes. 
And  fikerly  ther  trowed  many  a  man 
That  never  lithen  that  the  world  beo-an. 
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As  for  to  fpeke  of  knighthood  of  hir  hond, 
.As  fer  as  God  hath  meked  fee  and  lond, 
N'as  of'  fo  fewe  fo  noble  a  compagnie  ; 
For  every  wight  that  loved  chevalrie, 
And  v>i"old  his  thankes  han  a  paffant  name. 
Hath  praied  that  he  might  ben  of  that  gamej 
And  wel  vsras  him  that  -therto  cliofen  was, 
For  if  ther  fell  to-morwe  fuch  a  cas, 
Ye  knowen  wel  that  every  laity  knight 
That  loveth  par  ammr,  and  hath  his  might, 
Were  it  in  Englelond  or  ellefwhef, 
They  wold  hir  thankes  willen  to  be  ther. 
To  fight  for  a  lady,  a  hencdidte  ! 
It  were  a  Itifty  fighte  for  to  fe. 

And  right  fo  ferden  they  with  Palamon. 
With  him  ther  wenten  knightes  many  on; 
Som  wol  ben  armed  in  an  habergeon. 
And  in  a  breft  plate,  and  in  a  gipon  ; 
And  fom  wol  have  a  pair  of  plates  large, 
And  fom  wOl  have  a  Pruce  fheld  or  a  targe  ; 
Som  wol  ben  armed  on  hr-.  legges  wele, 
And  have  an  axe,  and  fome  a  mace  of  llele. 
Ther  n'is  no  newe  guife  that  it  n'as  old. 
Armed  they  weren  as  I  have  yoti  told, 
Everich  after  his  opinion. 

Ther  maift  thou  fe  coming  with  Palamon 
Licurge  himfelf,  the  grete  King  of  Trace  ; 
Blake  was  his  herd,  and  manly  was  his  face  ; 
The  cercles  of  his  eyen  in  his  hed 
They  glov^eden  betwixenyelw^e  and  red, 
And  like  a  griifon  loked  he  about, 
With  kemped  heres  on  his  browes  flout ; 
His  limmes  gret,  his  braUnes  hard  and  flronge; 
His  fliouldres  brode,  his  armes  round  and  longe  ; 
And  as  the  guife  was  in  his  contree, 
Ful  highe  upon  a  char  of  gold  flood  he. 
With  foure  white  boUes  in  the  trais. 
Inflede  of  cote  armuf  e  on  his  harnais, 
With  nayles  yelwej  and  bright  as  any  gold, 
He  hadde  a  befes  fkin,  cole-blake  for  old. 
His  longe  here  v/as  kempt  behind  his  bak. 
As  any  ravenes  fether  it  fhone  for  blake. 
A  wrath  of  gold  arm-gret,  pf  huge  v^eight; 
Upon  his  hed  fate  ful  of  Hones  bright. 
Of  fine  rnbins  and  of  diam.ants. 
About  his  char  ther  wenten  white  alaunsj 
Twenty  and  mo,  as  gf  et  as  any  flere. 
To  hunten  at  the  leon  or  the  dere, 
And  fblwed  him,  v,rith  mofel  fafl  ybound, 
Colered  with  gold,  and  torettes  filed  round. 
An  hundred  lordes  had  he  in  his  route 
Armed  full  Wel,  with  hertes  flerne  and  floute. 

With  Arcita,  in  flories  as  meri  find. 
The  gret  Emetrius  the  King  of  Inde, 
Upon  a  Ilede  bay,  trapped  in  flele. 
Covered  with  cloth  of  gold  diapred  wele, 
Came  riding  like  the  god  of  armes  Mars ; 
His  cote  armure  was  of  a  cloth  of  Tars, 
Couched  with  perles  white,  and  round,  and  grete; 
His  fadel  was  of  brent  gold  new  ybete  ; 
A  mantdet  upon  his  fhouldres  hanging 
Bret-ful  of  rubies  red,  as  fire  fparkling  ; 
His  crifpe  here  like  rjnges  was  yronne,- 
And  that  was  yelwe,  and  glitered  as  the  fonne  5 


His  nofe  was  high,  his  eyen  bright  cJtrin, 

His  lippes  round,  his  colour  was  fanguin, 

A  fewe  fraknes  in  his  face  yfpreint, 

Betwixen  yclwe  and  blake  fomdel  ymeint, 

And  as  a  leon  he  his  loking  calle, 

Of  five-and-twenty  yere  his  age  I  cafle  ; 

His  herd  was  wel  begonnen  for  to  fpring. 

His  vols  was  as  a  trompe  thondering  ; 

Upon  his  hede  he  wered  of  laurcr  grene, 

A  gerlond  fresfhe  and  lufty  for  to  fcne; 

Upon  his  hond  he  bare  for  his  deduit 

An  egle  tame,  as  any  hly  whit  : 

An  hundred  lordes  had  he  with  him  there. 

All  armed  fave  hir  hedes  in  all  hir  gere,  | 

Fal  richely  in  alle  manere  thinges ; 

For  trulleth  wel  that  erles,  dukes,  kinges, 

Were  gathered  in  this  noble  compagnie. 

For  love  and  for  encrefe  of  chevalrie. 

About  this  king  ther  ran  on  every  part 

Ful  many  a  tame  leon  and  leopart. 

And  in  this  wife  thefe  lordes  all  and  fomc 
Ben  on  the  Sonday  to  the  citee  come 
Abouten  prime,  and  in  the  toun  alight. 

This  Thefeus,  this  duk,  this  worthy  knightj 
Whan  he  had  brought  hem  into  his  citee. 
And  inned  hem  everich  at  his  degree. 
He  fefleth  hem,  and  doth  fo  gret  labour 
To  efen  hem,  and  don  hem  all  honour. 
That  yet  men  wenen  that  no  manhes  wit 
Of  non  efcat  ne  cond  amenden  it. 
The  minflralcie,  the  fervice  at  the  fefle,  , 

The  grete  yeftes  to  the  mofl  and  lefle, 
The  riche  array  of  Thefeus  paleis, 
Ne  who  fate  firfl:  ne  lafl  upon  the  dels. 
What  ladies  fayrefl  ben  or  befl  dancing. 
Or  which  of  hem  can  carole  befl  or  fingj 
Ne  who  mofl  felingly  fpeketh  of  love. 
What  haukes  fitten  on  the  perche  above. 
What  houndes  liggen  on  the  £oor  adoun. 
Of  all  this  now  make  I  no  mentioan. 
But  of  the  effeft,  that  thinketh  me  the  befie  ; 
Now  cometh  the  point,  and  herkeneth  if  you  lefle^ 

The  Sonday  nighte  Or  day  began  to  fpring, 
Whan  Palamon  the  larke  herde  fing, 
Although  it  n'ere  not  day  by  hOures  two, 
Yet  fang  the  larke,  and  Palamon  right  tho 
With  holy  herte,-  and  with  an  high  corage 
He  rofe,  to  wenden  on  his  pilgrimage 
Unto  tlje  blifsful  Githerea  benigne, 
I  mene  Venus,  honourable  and  digne. 
And  in  hire  houre  he  walketh  forth  a  pas 
Unto  the  lifles,  ther  hif  e  temple  was, 
And  doun  he  kneleth,  and  with  htimble  char© 
And  herte  fore  he  fayde  as  ye  fhul  here  : 

Fayrefl  of  fayre,  o  lady  min  Venus, 
Daughter  to  Jove,  and  fpoufe  of  Vulcanus, 
Thou  glader  of  the  Mount  of  Citheron  ! 
For  thilke  love  thou  haddefl  to  Adon, 
Have  pitee  on  my  bitter  teres  fmert. 
And  take  myn  humble  prair  at  thin  herte. 

Alas  !  I  ne  have  no  langage  to  tell 
The  effefte  ne  the  torment  of  min  hell ; 
Min  herte  may  min  harmes  not  bewrey  ; 
I  am  fo.  confufe  that  1  cannot  fay  ; 
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But  mercy,  lady  bright !  that  knowtft  v/ele 

My  thoii^i,ht,  and  fceft  what  harmes  that  I  fele  : 

Confider  all  this,  and  rue  upon  my  fore, 

As  wifly  as  I  flial  for  evermore, 

Emforth  my  might  thy  trewe  fcrvant  be,. 

And  holden  v/erre  alway  with  chaftite  ; 

That  make  J  min  avow  lb  ye  me  helpe,  , 

I  kepe  nought  ©f  amies  for  to  yelpe,. 

Kc  axe  I  hat  to-morwe  to  have  vid:orie, 

Ne  renoun  in  this  casj-ne  vaine  glorie 

Of  pris  of  armes,blov.'en  up  and  doun. 

But  I  wold  have  fully  pofrefiioun 

Of  Enielie,  and  die  in  her  fcr\"ile  j 

Find  thou  the  manere  hov/,  and  in  what  v/l/e* 

I  rekke  not  but  it  may  better  be 

To  have  vicPcorie  of  hem,  or  they  of  me 

So  that  I  have  rny  lady  in  min  amies; 

For  though  fo  be  that  Mars  is  god  of  Armes, 

Your  vertue  is  fo  grete  in  heven  above, 

That  if  you  lifte  I  fhal  wcl  have  my  love. 

Thy  temple  wol  I  worQiip  evcrmo. 

And  on  thin  auterj  wher  I  ride  or  go, 

I  wol  don  facrifice,.  and  fires  bete. 

And  if  ye  wol  not  fo,-  my  lady  fwete  f 

Than  pray  1  you  to-morwe  with  a  fpere' 

That  Arcita  me  thurgh  the  herte  here  ;' 

Than  rekke  I  not  when  I  have  loft  my  lif 

Though  that  Arcita  win  hire  to  his  Avif. 

This  is  the  efie£le  and  ende  of  my  praiere, 

Yeve  me  my  love  thou  blifsful  lady  dere  ! 

When  the  orifon  was  don  of  Falamon 
His  facrifice  he  t;id,  and  that  anon, 
Ful  pitoufly,  with  alle  circumftances,. 
All  tell  I  not  as  now  his  obfervances. 
But  at  the  laft'  the  ftatue.  of  Venus  ftiokc^, 
And  made  a  frgne  whereby  that  he  Soke 
That  his  praiere  accepted  was  that  day ; 
For  though  the  figne  fhewed  a  delay, 
Yet-wifl  he  wel  that  granted  was  his  bone, 
And  with  glad  herte  he  went  him  home  fulfone. 

The  thridde  hour  iiiequal  that  Palamon 
Began  to  Venus  temple  for  to  gou. 
Up  rofc  the  fonne,  and  up  rofe  Emelie, 
And  to  the  temple  of  Diane  gan  hie. 
Hire  may'dens  that  flie  thider  v/idi  hire  ladde 
Fulredily  with  hem  the  fire  they  hadde, 
Th'  encenfe,  the  clothes,  and  the  renienant  all, 
That  to  the  facrifice  longen  fhall, 
The  homes  ful  of  medi?,  as  was  the  gife  ; 
Ther  lakkcd  nought  to  don  hire  facrifife. 
Smoking  the  temple,  ful  of  clothes  fayre. 
This  Emelie  with  herte  debonaire 
Hire  body  wesflie  with  water  o£  a  well. 
But  how  flie  did  hire  rite  I  dare  not  tell, 
But  it  be  any  thing  in  general, 
And  yet  it  were  a  game  to  heren  all ;  ■ 
To  him  that  menttli  wel  it  n'er^no  charge  ; 
But  it  is  good  a  man  to  ben  at  large. 
Hire  bright  here  kembed  was,  luitreffed  all ; 
A  corouiij:  of  a  grene  oke  cerial 
Upon  hire  hed  was  fet  ful  fayre  and  mete  : 
Two  fires  on  the  auter  gan  fhe  bete, 
And  did  hire  thinges  as  men  may  beholdjj 
In  Stace  of  Thebts,  a:;d  thefe  bokci*  old. 


Whan  kindled  was  tlie  fire,  with  pitotis  cherc 
Unto  Diane  flie  fpoke  as  ye  fnay  here  : 

O  chafle  goddeffe  of  the  wodes  grene. 
To  whom  both  heven,- and  erthe,  and  fee,  isfene, 
Quene  of  the  regne  of  Pluto  derke  and  lowe, 
Goddeffe  of  maydens,  that  min  herte  hafl  knowcr 
Ful  many  a  yere,  and  v/oft  what  I  defire. 
As  kepe  me  fro  thy  vengeance  and  thin  ire'. 
That  Atteon  aboughte  cruelly  T 
Chaft  goddeffe  !  v/ei  v/oteft  thou  that  I 
Dcfire  to  ben  a  mayden  ail  my  lif, 
Ne  never  wol  I  be  no  love  ne  wif : 
I  am  (thou  woftj  yet  (.f  thy  compagnie, 
A  mayde,  and  love  hunting  and  venerie. 
And  for  to  walken  in  the  wodes  wilde. 
And  not  to  ben  a  wif  and  be  with  childe ; 

■  Nought  wol  I  knovsren  conipagnie  of  man  ;, 

■  Now  helpe  me.  Lady,  ilth  you  may  and  can. 
For  though  three  formes  that  thou  haft  in  thee  ;. 
And  Palamon  that  hath  fwiche  love  to  me. 
And  eke  Aroite,  that  loveth  me  fo  fore. 

This  grace  I  praie  thee  withouten  mere. 
As  fend?  love  and  pees,  betwix  em  two, 

■  And  fro  me  torne  away  hir  hertes  fo. 
That  all  liir  bote  love  a;nd  hir  defire. 
And  all  hir  befy  torment  and  hir  fire 
Be  queinte,  or  torned  in  another  place. 
And  if  fo  be  thou  wolt  not  do  me  grace. 
Or  if  my  deftinee  be  ihapen  fo 

That  I  fhal  nedes  have  on  of  hem  two. 
As  fende  me  him  that  moft  defireth  me. 

Beholde,  goddeffe  of  clene  Chaftite, 
The  bitter  teres  that  on  my  chekes  fall  : 
Sin  thou  art  mayde,  and  keper  of  us  all. 
My  maydenhede  thoti  kepe  and  well  confervc^ 
And  while  I  live  a  mayde  I  wol  thee  ferve. 

The  fires  brenne  upon  the  auter  clere 
While  Emelie  v/as  thus  in  hire  praiere. 
But  fodenly  flie  faw  a  fighte  queinte; 
For  right  anon  on  of  the  fires  quiente 
And  quikcd  again,  and  after  that  ancn 
That  other  fire  was  queinte  and  all  agon. 
And  as  it  queinte  it  made  a  ^vhifteling 
As  don  thefe  brondes  wet  in  hir  brennino-; 
And  at  the  brondes  ende  outran  anon 
As  it  were  blody  dropes  m.any  on  ;. 
For  w  hich  fo  fore  agaft  was  Emelie, 
That  file  was  wel  iieigh  mad,  and  gan  to  crie 
For  Ihe  ne  wifte  what  it  fignified. 
But  only  for  the  fere  thus  Ihe  cried 
And  wept,  that  it  was  pitee  for  to  h^rc. 

And  there  withall  Diane  gan  appere* 
With  bowe  in  bond,  right  as  an  huntereffe 
And  fayde,  Doughter,  ftint  thin  hevineffe   ' 
Among  the  goddes  highe  it  is  affermed 
And  by  etcrne  word  written  and  confermedj 
Fhou  Ihalt  be  wedded  unto  on  of  the 
That  ban  for  thee  fo  mochel  care  and  wo 
But  unto  which  of  hem  I  may  not  tell       * 
Farewel,  for  here  I  may  no  longer  dwdl  • 
The  fires  which  that  on  min  auter  brenne 
Shal  thee  declarcn  er  that  thou  go  henne 
Thin  aventure  of  love  as  in  this  cas. 

And  with  that  word  tke  arwcs  in  '*^hc  ca^ 
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JSF  the  goddcflc  cktteren  fad  and  ring, 

And  forth  ihe  went  and  made  a  vanifhing, 

For  which  this-  Emehc  aftonied  was. 

And  fayde,  What  amounteth  this,  alas ! 

I  putte  me  in  thy  protedtion 

Diane,  and  in  thy  difpofition. 

And  home  fhe  goth  anon  the  nexte  way. 

'This  is  the  effeile ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 
The  nexite  houre  of  Mars  folwing  this 

Arcite  unto  the  tempi*  walked  is 

Of  fierce  Mars,  to  don  his  facrifife 

With  all  the  rites  of  his  payen  wife. 

With  pitous  herte  and  high  devotion 

-Right  thus  to  Mars  he  fayde  his  orilbn  : 
O  ftronge  God,  that  in  the  rcgjies  cold 

■Of  Trace  honoured  art,  a.nd  lord  yhold. 
And  hafl  in  every  regne  and  every  lond 
Of  amies  all  the  hridel  in  thin  hond, 
And  hem  fortunell  as  thee  lifl:  devife, 
Accept  of  me  my  pitous  facrifife  ' 
If  fo  be  that  my  youthe  may  deferve. 
And  that  my  might  be  worthy  for  to  i'crve 
Thy  godhed,  that  I  may  ben  on  of  thine. 
Than  praie  1  thee  to  rewe  upon  my  pine, 
For  thilke  peine  and  thilke  note  fire 
In  which  thou  whilom  brendeft  for  defire 
Whanne  tha.t  thou  ufedeft  the  beautee 
Of  fayre  yonge  Venus  frefne  and  free. 
And  ha-dd^ft  hire  in  armes  at  thy  wille; 
Although  the  ones  on  a  time  misfille, 
When  Vulcanushad  caugJit  thee  in  his  las, 
A.nd  fond  thee  ligging  by  his  wif,  alas  ! 
For  thilke  forwe  that  was  tho  in  thin  herte 
.Have  reuthe  as  wel  upon  my  peines  fmerte. 
I  am  yonge  and  unkonning  as  thou  woft. 
And,  as  I  trow,  with  love  offended  moll 
That  ever  was  ony  lives  creature  ; 
For  fhe  that  doth  me  all  this  wo  endure 
Ne  recceth  never  whether!  finke  or  flete  ; 
And  v/el  I  wot  or  ihe  me  mercy  hete 
Itmoile  with  firengthe  win  hire  in  the  place; 
And  well  wot  withouten  helpe  or  grace 
Of  thee^ne  may  my  llrengthe  not  availle  ; 
Than  helpe  me,  Lord,  to-morv/e  in  my  hataille. 
For  thilke  fire  that  v/hilom  brenned  thee. 
As  wel  as  that  this  fire  now  brenneth  me. 
And  do,  that  J  to-morwe  may  ban  vi&orie  : 
Min  be  the  trayaille  and  thin  be  the  glorie. 
Thy  foveVaine  temple  wol  I  moft  honouren 
Of  ony  place,  and  alway  mofl:  labouren 
in  thy  plcfance  and  in  thy  craftes  Itrong  ; 
And  in  thy  tctnple  I  wol  my  baner  hong. 
And  all  the  armes  of  my  compagnie. 
And  evermore  until  that  day  i  die 
Eterne  fire  .1  wol  beforne  thee  hnd  ; 
And  eke  to  this  avow  I  wol  be  bind. 
My  herd,  my  here  that  hangeth  Jong  adoun. 
That  never  yet  felt  non  offenfioun 
Of  rafour  ne  of  Ihere  I  wol  thee  yeve, 
And  ben  thy  trewe  fervant  while  I  live. 
Now,  Lord,  have  reuthe  uppji  my  forwes  fore ; 
Yeve  me  the  vidlorie  ;  I  axe  thee  no  more. 

The  praier  ftint  of  Arcita  the  flronge. 
The  ringes  on  the  temple  dore  that  honge. 
And  eke  the  dorea,  clatterden  ful  faft, 
©f  which  Arcita  fon:\v/hat  him  agafl. 


The  fires  brent  upon  the  auter  bright 
That  it  gan  all  the  temple  for  to  light ; 
A  fwete  fmell  anon  the  ground  up  yaf. 
And  Arcita  anon  his  hond  up  haf. 
And  more  enfcenfe  into  the  fire  he  call:, 
With  other  rites  mo,  and  at  the  laft 
The  flat;;e  of  Mars  began  his  hauberke  rlng^ 
And  with  that  foun  he  herd  a  murmuring 
Ful  lovi^  and  dim,  that  faid  thus,  Viftorie  ; 
For  which  he  yaf  to  Mars  honour  and  glorie. 

And  thus  with  joye  and  hope  wel  to  far^ 
Arcit'e  anon  unto  his  innc  is  fare 
As  fayn  as  foul  is  of  the  brightc  fonnc. 

And  right  anon  fwiche  flrif  ther  is  bcgonn^ 
For  thilke  granting  in  the  heven  above 
Betwixen  Venus  the  goddelle  of  I-.ove, 
And  Mars  the  flerne  god  Armipotent, 
That  Jupiter  was  befy  it  to  flent, 
Til  that  the  pale  Saturnus  tlie  Colde, 
That  knew  fo  many  of  aventures  oide. 
Fond  in  his  olde  experience  and  art 
That  he  ful  fone  hath  plefed  every  part. 
As  footh  is  fayd,  elde  hath  gret  avantage  ; 
In  elde  is  both  v/ifdom  and  ufage  : 
Men  may  the  pld  out-renne  but  not  out-rede. 

Saturne  anon,  to  ftenten  ftrlf  and  drede^ 
Albeit' that  it  is  again  his  kind,. 
Of  all  thisftrif  he  gan  a  remedy  find. 

My  dere  doughtere  Venus  !   cuod  Saturne, 
My  cours  that  hath  fo  wide  for  t<5  turne 
Huth  more  power  than  wot  any  mai]. 
jMia  is  the  drenching  in  the  fee  fo  wan, 
Min'  is  the  prifon  in  the  derke  cote, 
Min  is  the  ftrangel  and  hanging  by  the  thrptP-i 
The  murmure,  and  the  cherles  rebelling. 
The  groyning,  and  the  prive  cmpojfoning. 
I  do  vengeance  and  pleine  cnrre.ciiion 
While  I  dwell  in  the  figne  of  the  Leon. 
Min  is  the  ruine  of  the  highc  haJies, 
1  he  falling  of  the  toures  and  of  the  wallcs 
Upon  the  minour  or  the  carpenter  ; 
I  Hew  Samfon  in  fhaking  the  piler. 
Min  ben  alfo  the  maladies  colde, 
The  derke  trefonc  and  the  cafies'olde  : 
My  loTcing  i$  the  fader  of  Peftilence. 
Now  vv'epe  no  more,  I  flial  d-o  .diligence 
That  Palamon,  that  is  thin  owen  knight, 
Shal  have  his  lady,  as  thou  haft  him  hight. 
Thogh  Mars  fhal  help  his  knight  yet  patheles, 
Eetwixeii  you  ther  mot  fomet-ime  b?  peej  : 
All  be  ye  not  of  o  complexion 
That  caufeth  all  day  fv.-iclie  divifipn. 
I  am  thin  ayel,  redy  at  thy  will ; 
Wepe  now  no  more,  I  Iha^  thy  lufl  fulfilL 
JSlow  wol  I  flenten  of  the  goddes  abov?, 
Of  Mars  and  of  Yenus  goddeife  of  Love,  - 
And  tellen  you  as  plainly  as  I  can 
I'he  gret  effeft  for  which  that  I  began. 

Gret  was  the  fefte  in  Athenes  tliilke  day^ 
And  eke  the  lufty  fefon  of  that  May 
Made  every  wight  to  ben  in  fwiche  plefance. 
That  all  that  Monday  juflien  they  and  dance, 
And  fpenden  it  in  Venus  highe  fervife  ;  ' 

But  hy  the  caufe  that  they  fliuldcn  rifs 
B  ii^ 
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Eriy  a~morwe  for  to  feen  the  fight, 
Unto  hir  refte  wenten  they  at  night. 
And  on  the  morwe  whan  the  day  gan  fpring 
Of  hors  and  harneis  noife  and  clattering 
Tlier  was  in  the  hoftelries  all  aboute. 
And  to  the  paleis  rode  ther  many  a  route 
Of  lordes  upon  ftedes  and  palfreis. 

Ther  mayeft  thou  fee  devifmg  of  harneis 
So  uncouth  and  fo  riche,  and  wrought  fo  wele 
Of  goldfmithry,  of  brouding  and  of  ftele  ; 
Tlie  {heldes  brighte,  telleres,  and  trappures, 
Gold-hewen  helmes,  hauberkes,  cote  armures ; 
Lordes  in  parementes  on  hir  courferes, 
Knightes  of  retenue,  and  eke  fquieres, 
Nailing  the  fperes,  and  helmes  bokeling, 
Guiding  of  fheldep,  with  laincrs  lacing ; 
Ther  as  nede  is  they  weren  ncthing  idel : 
The  fomy  ftedes  on  the  golden  bridel 
Gnawing,  and  faft  the  atmures  alfo 
With  hie  and  hammer  priking  to  and  fro ; 
Yemen  on  foot,  and  communes  many  on 
With  fhorte  flaves,  thicke  as  they  may  gon  ; 
Pipes,  trompes,  nakeres,  and  clariounes, 
That  in  the  battailie  blowen  blody  founes  ; 
The  paleis  ful  of  peplc  up  and  doun, 
Here  three,  ther  ten,  holding  hir  queftioun, 
Devining  of  thefe  Theban  knightes  two, 
Som  fayden  thus,  fom  fayde  it  ihall  be  fo  ; 
Somhelden  with  him  with  the  blacke  herd, 
Som  with  the  balled,  fom  with  the  thick  herd  ; 
Som  faide  he  loked  grim,  and  wolde  fighte  ; 
He  hath  a  fparth  of  twenty  pound  of  wighte. 

Thus  was  the  halle  full  of  devining 
Long  after  that  the  fonne  gan  up  fpr'ing. 
The  grct  Thefeus  that  of  his  flepe  is  waked 
With  minftralcie  and  noife  that  was  maked, 
Held  yet  the  chambre  of  his  paleis  riche, 
Til  that  the  Theban  knightes  bothe  yliche 
Honoured  were,  and  to  the  paleis  fette. 

Duk  Thefeus  is  at  a  window  fette. 
Araied  right  as  he  were  a  god  in  trone  : 
The  peple  prefcth  thiderward  ful  fone, 
Him  for  to  feen  and  don  high  reverence. 
And  eke  to  herken  his  hefte  and  his  fentence. 

An  heraud  on  a  fcaffold  made  an  O, 
Til  that  the  noife  of  the  peple  was  ydo. 
And  whan  he  faw  the  peple  of  noife  alflill 
Thus  fhewed  he  the  mighty  dukes  will. 

The  lord  hath  of  his  high  difcretion 
Confidered  that  it  were  deftru(ftion 
To  gentil  blood  to  fighten  in  the  gife 
Of  mortal  bataille  now  in  this  emprife  ; 
Wherefore  to  fhapen  that  they  fliulnot  die, 
He  wol  hisfirfte  purpos  modifie. 

No  man  therefore,  up  peine  of  loffe  of  lif, 
N  o  maner  fliot  ne  pollax  ne  fhort  knif 
Into  the  liftes  fend  or  thider  brizig, 
Ne  fhort  iwerd  for  to  ftike  with  point  biting. 
No  man  ne  draw  ne  here  it  by  his  fide  ; 
Ne  no  man  fhal  unto  his  felaw  ride 
But  o  cours,  with  a  fharpe  ygrounden  fpere  ; 
Foil!  if  him  lift  on  foot,  hinifelf  to  were  : 
And  he  that  is  at  mefchief  flial  be  take. 
And  not  flaine,  but  be  brought  unto  the  flake 


That  fhal  ben  ordeined  on  eyther  Me  % 

Thider  he  flial  by  force,  and  ther  abide  : 

And  if  fo  fall  the  chevetain  be  take 

On  eyther  fide,  or  elles  fleth  his  make. 

No  longer  fhal  the  tourneying  ylaft. 

God  fpede  you ;  goth  forth  and  lay  on  faft  : 

With  longe  fwerd  and  with  mafe  fighteth  your  fill. 

Goth  now  your  way  ;  this  is  the  lordes  will. 

The  vois  of  tilt  peple  touched  to  the  heveUj 
Se  loude-cri«den  they  with  mery  fteven, 
God  fave  fwiche  a  lord  that  is  fo  good, 
He  wilneth  no  deftru(5lion  of  blood. 

Up  gon  the  trompes  and  the  mclodie. 
And  to  the  liftes  rit  the  compagnie 
By  ordinance,  thurghout  the  cite  large, 
Hanged  with  cloth  of  gold  and  not  with  farge. 
Ful  like  a  lord  this  noble  duk  gan  ride. 
And  thefe  two  Thebans  upon  eyther  fide. 
And  after  rede  the  quene  and  Emelie, 
And  after  that  another  compagnie 
Of  on  and  other  after  hir  degree  ; 
And  thus  they  paffen  thurghout  the  citee. 
And  to  the  liftes  comen  they  be  time  ; 
It  n'as  not  of  the  day  yet  fully  prime. 

Whan  fet  was  Thefeus  ful  riche  and  hie, . 
IjDolita  the  quene,  and  Ernelie, 
And  other  ladies  in  degrees  aboute, 
Unto  the  fetes  prefeth  all  the  route. 
And  weftward  thurgh  the  gates  under  Mart 
'  Arcite,  and  eke  the  hundred  of  his  part. 
With  baner  red,  is  entred  right  anon  ; 
And  in  the  felve  moment  Palamon 
Is,  under  Venus,  eftward  in  the  place. 
With  baner  white,  and  hardy  chere  and  face. 
In  all  the  world  to  feken  up  and  doun, 
So  even  without  variatioun 
Ther  n'ere  fwiche  compagnies  never  twey ; 
For  ther  was  non  fo  wife  that  coude  fey 
That  any  hadde  of  other  avantage 
Of  worthlnefTe,  ne  of  eftat  ne  age, 
So  even  were  they  chofen  for  to  gefTe  : 
And  in  tw-o  renges  fayre  they  hem  drefTe. 
Whan  that  hir  names  red  were  everich  on. 
That  in  her  nombre  gile  were  ther  non, 
Tho  were  the  gates  fhette,  and  cried  was  loude. 
Do  now  your  devoir,  yonge  knightes  proude. 

The  heraudes  left  hir  priking  up  and  doun. 
Now  ringin  trompes  loud  and  clarloun. 
Ther  is  no  more  to  fay,  but  eft  and  weft 
In  gon  the  fperes  fadly  in  the  reft ; 
In  goth  the  fliarpe  fpore  into  the  fide  : 
Ther  fee  men  who  can  jufte  and  who  can  ride : 
1  her  fluveren  fhaftes  upon  flieldes  thicke  ; 
He  ieleth  thurgh  the  herte  fpone  the  pricke  : 
Up  Ipnngen  fperes  twenty  foot  on  highte  ; 
Out  gon  the  fvverdes  as  the  ftlver  brighte  : 
The  helmes  they  to-hewen  and  to-flirede  : 
Out  breft  the  blod  with  fterne  ftremesrede  : 
With  mighty  maces  the  bones  they  to-brefte ;     ' 
tV7^u"  t'}'^  °^"  '^'  throng  gan  thrke  : 
Se  ,   ft  "'I  ^t'  ^™"S-,  ^.nd  doun  goth  all :  ' 
He  rolleth  under  foot  as  doth  a  ball  -      "       -       ^ 
He  foineth  on  his  foo  with  a  tronchoun 
And  he  him  hurtleth  with  his  hors  adoun  • 
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He  AurgK  the  body  is  hurt,  and  fith  ytake 
Maugre  his  hed,  and  brought  unto  the  ftake, 
As  forword  was,  right  ther  he  muft  abide ; 
Another  lad  is  on  that  other  fide  : 
And  fomtime  doth  hem  Thefeus  to  reft, 
Kem  to  refrefli  and  drinken  if*hem  left. 

Ful  oft  a  day  han  thilke  Thebanes  two 
Togeder  met  and  wrought  eche  other  wo  ; 
Unhorfed  hath  eche  other  of  hem  twey. 
Ther  c'as  no  tigre  in  the  vale  ef  Galaphey, 
Whan  that  hire  whelpe  is  ftole  whan  it  is  lite, 
So  cruel  on  the  hunt  as  is  Arcite 
For  jalous  herte  upon  this  Palamon  ; 
-Ne  in  Belmarie  ther  n'is To  fell  leon 
That  hunted  is,  or  for  his  hunger  wood, 
Ne  of  his  prey  defireth  fo  the  blood, 
As  Palamon  to  fleen  his  foo  Arcite  : 
The  jalous  ftrokes  on  hir  helmes  bite; 
Out  renneth  blood  on  both  her  fides  rede. 

Somtime  an  ende  ther  is  of  every  dede  ; 
For  er  the  fonne  unto  the  refte  went 
The  ftrong  King  Emetrius  gan  hent 
'  This  Palamon,  as  he  fought  with  Arcite, 
And  made  his  fwerd  depc  in  his  fiefli  to  bite  ; 
And  by  the  force  of  twenty  is  he  take 
Unyolden,  and  ydrawen  to  the  ftake  : 
And  in  the  refcous  of  this  Palamon 
The  ftronge  King  Licurge  is  borne  adoun ; 
And  King  Emetrius  for  all  his  ftrengthe 
Is  borne  out  of  his  fadel  a  fwerdes  lengthe. 
So  hitte  him  Palamon  or  he  were  take  : 
But  all  for  nought,  he  was  brought  to  the  ftake  : 
His  hardy  herte  might  him  helpen  naught ; 
He  mofte  abiden  whan  that  he  was  caught 
By  force  and  eke  by  compofition. 

Who  forweth  now  but  woful  Palamon, 
That  mofte  no  more  gon  again  to  fight  ? 
And  whan  that  Thefeus  had  feen  that  fight 
Unto  the  folk  that  foughten  thus  eche  on 
He  cried,  Ho !  no  more,  for  it  is  don. 
I  wol  be  trewe  juge  and  not  partie. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  flial  have  Emelie, 
That  by  his  fortune  hath  hire  fayre  y wonne. 

Anon  ther  is  a  noife  of  peple  begonne 
For  joye  of  this  fo  loud  and  high  withall 
It  feemed  that  the  liftes  ftiulden  fall. 

What  can  now  fayre  Venus  done  above  ? 
What  faith  fhe  now  ?  what  doth  this  quene  of  Love 
But  wepeth  fo  for  wanting  of  hire  will 
Til  that  hire  teres  in  the  liftes  fill : 
She  fayde,  I  am  afliamed  doutelees. 

Saturnus  fayde,  Daughter,  hold  thy  pees : 
Mars  hath  his  will,  his  knight  hath  all  his  bone. 
And  by  min  hed  thou  flialt  ben  efed  fone. 

The  trompoures  with  the  loud  minftralcie, 
The  heraudes,  that  fo  loude  yell  and  crie, 
Ben  in  hir  joye  for  wele  of  Dan   \rcite. 
But  herkeneth  me,  and  ftenteth  noife  a  lite, 
Whiche  a  miracle  ther  befell  anon. 

This  fierce  Arcite  hath  of  his  helme  ydon, 
And  on  a  courfer  for  to  fliew  his  face 
He  priketh  endelong  the  large  place, 
looking  upward  upon  this  Emejie, 
^d  ilie  again  hixn  caft  a  frendlich  eye. 


(For  women,  aS  to  ,j,^ken  in  commune, 
1  hey  folwen  all  th    favour  of  Fortune) 
And  was  aii  his  in  chere  as  his  in  herte. 
Out  of  the  ground  a  Fury  infernal  fterte. 
From  Pluto  fent,  at  requefte  of  Saturne, 
For  which  his  hors  for  fere  gan  to  turne. 
And  lepte  afide,  and  foundred  as  he  lepe;    " 
And  er  that  Arcite  may  take  any  kepe 
He  pight  him  on  the  poniel  of  his  hed. 
That  in  the  piace  he  lay  as  he  were  dd, 
His  brelFto-broften  with  his  fadel  tow  ; 
As  blake  he  lay  as  any  cole  or  crow. 
So  was  the  blood  yronnen  in  his  face. 

Anon  he  was  yborne  out  of  the  place, 
With  herte  fore,  to  Thefeus  paleis : 
Tho  Vv^as  he  corven  out  of  his  harneis, 
Aiid  in  a  bed  ybrought  ful  fayre  and  blivCj, 
For  he  was  yet  in  memorie  and  live. 
And  alway  crying  after  Emelie. 
Duk  Thefeus  with  all  his  compagn'e 
Is  comen  home  to  Athens  his  citee 
With  alle  bliife  and  gret  folempnite. 

'1  be  it  that  this  aventure  wasfalle 
He  n'olde  not  difcomforten  hem  alle. 
Men  fayden  eke  that  Arcite  flial  not  die. 
He  flial  ben  heled  of  his  maladie. 
And  of  another  thing  they  were  as  fayn. 
That  of  hem  alle  was  ther  non  yflain, 
Al  were  they  fore  yhurt,  and  namely  on, 
That  with  a  fpere  was  thirled  his  breft  bonej 
To  other  woundes  and  to  broken  armes 
Som  hadden  falves  and  fome  hadden  d  ^rmes; 
And  fermacies  of  herbes,  and  eke  fave 
They  dronken,  for  they  wold  hir  lives  have  ; 
For  vchich  this  noble  duk,  as  he  wel  can, 
Comforteth  and  honoureth  every  man. 
And  made  revel  all  the  longe  night 
Unto  the  ftrange  lordes,  as  was  right. 
Ne  ther  n'as  hoiden  no  difcomforting' 
But  as  at  jufies  or  a  tourneying  ; 
For  fothly  ther  n'as  no  difcomfiture. 
For  falling  n'is  not  but  an  aventure  : 
Ne  to  be  lad  by  force  unto  a  ftake 
Unyolden,  and  with  twenty  knightes  take, 
O  perfon  all  alone,  withouten  mo, 
And  haried  forth  by  armes,  foot,  and  too. 
And  eke  his  ftede  driven  forth  with  ftaves. 
With  footm.cn,  bothe  yemen  and  eke  knavesj 
It  was  arettcd  him  no  vilanie  ; 
Ther  may  no  man  clepen  it  cowardie. 
For  which  anon  Duk  Thefeus  let  crie. 
To  ftenten  alle  rancour  and  envie. 
The  gree  as  wel  of  o  fide  as  of  other. 
And  eyther  fide  ylike,  as  others  brother  ; 
And  yave  hem  giftes  after  hir  degree, 
And  helde  a  fefte  fully  dayes  three  ; 
And  conveyed  the  kinges  worthily 
Out  of  his  toun  a  journee  largely  ; 
And  home  went  every  man  the  righte  way ; 
Ther  n'as  no  more  but  Farewel,  Have  good  day. 
Of  this  bataille  I  wol  no  more  endite. 
But  fpeke  of  Palamon  and  of  Arcite. 

Swelleth  the  breft-  of  Arcite,  and  the  forg 

Encrefeth  at  his  herte  more  and  more.  • 
B  iiij 
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The  clotCx'ed  blood  for  any  leche-craft 
Connmipet'.!,  and  is  in  his  bouke  ylaft, 
That  neyther  veine-blood  ne  Ventoufing, 
Ne  drinke  of  herbcs,  raay  ben  his  helping. 
The  vertuc  expvilfif  or  animal, 
Frothiikc  V  rtue  cleped  natural, 
Ne  may  the  vcnime  voideii  ne  expell ; 
The  pipes  of  his  longes  gan  to  fwell, 
.And  every  lacerte  in  his  breft  adoun' 
Is  ihent  with  veninie  and  corruptioun. 
Him  gaiheth  neyther  for  to  get  his  lif 
Vomit  upward  ne  douriward  laxatif  ; 
All  is  to-broli:en  thiike  region  ; 
Nature  hath  now  no  domination  ; 
And  certainly  ther  nature  wol  not  werche. 
Farewel  phyfike;  go  here  the  man  to  cherche. 
This  is  all  and  fom,  that  Arcite  mofte  die  ; 
For  which  he  fendeth  after  Emelie, 
And  Palamiin,  that  v.'as  his  cofm  dere  ; 
Than  fayd  he  thus,  as  ye  Ihuln  after  here. 

Noi:ght  may  the  woful  fpirit  in  myn  h^rte 
Declare  o  point  of  all  my  forwes  fmerte 
To  you  my  lady,  that  f  love  mofl. 
But  I  bequethe  the  fervice  pf  my  goil 
To  you  abcven  every  creature. 
Sin  that  my  lif  ne  may  no  lenger  dure. 

Alas  the  wo!  alas  the  peines  ftrong, 
That  I  for  you  have  fuffered,  and  fo  ionge  | 
^Alas  the  deth  !  alas  min  Emelie  ! 
Alas  departing  of  ovif  compagnie  ! 
Alas  min  hertes  queue  !  alas  my  wif  J 
Min  hertes  ladie,  ender  of  my  lif ! 
What  in  this  world  ?  what  axen  men  to  have? 
Kow  with  his  love,  now  in  his  colde  grave 
Alone  withouten  ahy  compagnie. 
Farewel  my  fwete,  farewel  min  Emelie  ! 
And  fofte  take  me  in  your  amies  twey 
For  love  of  God,  and  herkeneth  what  I  fey. 

1  have  here  with  my  cofin  Palamon 
Had  ftrif  and  rancDur  many  a  day  agoii 
For  love  of  you,  and  for  my  jalouhe  ;       ' 
And  Jupiter  fo  wis  ray  foule  gie, 
To  fpeken  of  a  fervant  proprely, 
With  alle  circcmfi-ances  trewely, 
That  is  to  fayn,trouth,  honour,  and  knighthede, 
Wifdom,  humbleffe,  eflat,  ahd  high  kinrede, 
Fredom,  and  all  that  longeth  to  that  art. 
So  Jupiter  have  of  my  foule  part, 
As  in  this  v/orld  right  now  ne  know  I  non 
So  worthy  to  be  loved  as  Palamon, 
That  ferveth  you,  and  wol  donall  his  lif; 
And  if  that  ever  ye  flial  ben  a  wif, 
Foryete  not  Palamon,  the  gefltil  man. 
'    And  with  that  word  -his  fpeche  faille  began  ; 
For  from  his  feet  up  to  his  breft  was  come 
The  cold  of  deth  that  had  him  ovei'n6me  ; 
And  yet  moreover  in  his  amies  two 
The  vital  frrength  is  loft  aiid  all  ago ; 
Only  tiie  in'tdlefi,  withouten  more, 
That  dwelled  in  his  herte  fike  and  fore, 
Gan  faillen  whan  the  herte  felte  deth  ; 
Bulked  his  eycn  two,  and  failled  his  breth  : 
Eut  on  his  ladie  yet  C2.'l  he  his  eye  ; 
J-iis  laftc  word  was,  Mercy,  Emelie ! 


His  fpirit  changed  hou3,  and  werite  thcr 

As  I  cam  never  I  cannat  tellen  v/hei ; 

Therfore  I  {lent,  I  am  no  diviniftre  ; 

Of  foules  find  I  not  in  this  regiftre  : 

Ne  me  lull  not  th'  ophfions  to  telle 

Of  hem,  though  that  they  written  wherthcydwellc. 

Arcite  is  cold,  ther  Mars  his  foule  gie. 

Now  wol  I  fpeken  forth  of  Emelie. 

Shright  Emelie,  and  houleth  Palamon, 
And  Thefeus  his  lifter  toke  anon 
Swouning,  and  bare  her  from  the  corps  away. 
What  helpeth  it  to  tarien  forth  the  day. 
To  tellen  how  Ihe  wep  both  even  and  morwe  I 
For  in  fwiclie  cas  wimmenhave  fwiche  forwe, 
Whan  that  hir  houfbonds  ben  fro  hem  ago. 
That  for  the  more  part  they  forvtren  fa, 
Or  elles  fallen. in  fwiche  raaladie, 
That  atte  lafhe  certainly  they  die. 

Infinite  ben  the  forwes  and  the  teres 
Of  olde  folk  and  folk  of  tendre  yeres 
In  all  the  toun  for  deth  of  this  Theban ; 
For  him  ther  wepeth  bothe  child  and  man  ; 
So  gret  a  weping  was  ther  non  certain 
Whan  Hetftor  was  ybrought  all  frefh  yflain 
To  Troy :  alas  !  the  pitee  that  was  there ; 
Cratching  of  chekes,  rending  eke  of  here. 
Why  woldell  thou  be  ded  ?  thife  women  crie. 
And  haddeft  gold  ynough  and  Emelie.  ' 

No  man  might  gladen  this  Duk  Thefeus 
Saving  his  olde  fader  Egeus, 
That  knevv-  this  vsrorldes  tranfmutatian. 
As  he  had  feealt  chaungen  up  and  dourij 
Joye  after  v/o,  and  wo  after  gladneffe. 
And  lliewed  him  enfample  and  likenefii. 

Right  as  ther  died  never  man  (quod  he) 
That  he  ne  lived-  in  erth  in  fom  degree. 
Right  fo  ther  lived  never  man  (he  feyd) 
In  all  this  world  that  fonitime  he  ne  deyd  : 
This  world  n'is  but  a  thurghfare  ful  of  wo. 
And  v/e  ben  pilgrimes  pafling  to  and  fro  : 
Deth  is  an  end  of  every  worldes  fore. 

And  over  all  this  yet  faid  he  mochel  mors 
To  this  effed,  ful  wifely  to  enhort 
The  peple  that  they  fliuld  hem  reccmfort. 

Duk  Thefeus  with  all  his  befy  cure 
He  calteth  jiow  wher  that  the  fepulture 
t>f  good  Arcite  may  bell  jmiaked  be. 
And  eke  moll  honourable  in  his  degree ; 
And  at  the  laft  he  toke  conclulion 
'I'hat  ther  as  firfl  Arcite  and  Palan?on 
Hadden  for  love  the  bataille  hem  betwene. 
That  in  that  felve  grove,  fpte  and  grenc, 
Ther  as  he  hadde  his  amorous  defires, 
His  complaint,  and  for  love  his  bote  fires. 
He  v/olde  make  a  fire,  in  which  the  office 
Of  funeral  he  might  all  accomplife  ; 
Aad  let  anon  commande  to  hack  and  hewe 
The  okes  old,  and  lay  hem  on  a  rew 
In  culpons,  v/el  araied  for  to  brenne. 
His  officers  withfwifte  feet  they  renne 
And  ride  anon  at  his  commandemcnt. 
And  after  this,  this  Thefeus  hath  fent 
After  a  b.;re,  and  it  all  overfpradde 
With  ckOi  o  ■  gold  the  richeit  that  he  haddtr  - 
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And  of  tlie  fame  fuit  he  cUdde  Arcite. 
Upon  his  hondes  were  his  gloves  white, 
Eke  on  his  hed  a  croune  of  laiirer  grene, 
And  in  his  hond  a  fwerd  ful  bright  and  kenc. 
He  laid  him  bare  the  vifage  on  the  here, 
Therwith  he  wept  that  pitee  was  to  here  ; 
And  for  the  peple  fhulde  feen  him  alle, 
Whan  it  was  day  he  brought  him  to  the  halle. 
That  roreth  of  the  crying  and  the  foun. 

The  came  this  woful  Theban  Palamon 
With  flotery  herd  and  riiggy  asfhy  heres, 
In  clothes  blake,  ydropped  all  with  tejres, 
And  (pafling  over  of  weping  Emelie) 
The  rfeufuUeft  of  all  the  compagnie. 

And  in  as  much  as  the  fervice  fhuld  be 
The  more  noble  and  riche  in  his  degree, 
Duk  Thefeus  let  forth  three  ftedes  bring. 
That  trapped  were  in  ilele  all  glittering, 
And  covered 'with  the  amies  of  Dan  Arcite  ; 
And  eke  upon  thefe  fledes  gret  and  v/hite 
Ther  faten  folk,  of  which  on  bare  his  iheld, 
Another  his  fpere  up  in  his  hondes  held ; 
The  thridde  bare  with  him  his  bow  Turkeis, 
Of  brent  gold  was  the  cas  and  the  harncis ; 
And  riden  forth  a  pas  v/ith  forweful  chere 
Toward  the  grove,  as  ye  fhal  after  here. 

The  noblell  of  the  Grekes  that  ther  were 
Upon  hir  fhuldres  carrieden  the  here, 
With  flacke  p^,  and  eyen  red  and  wete, 
Thurghout  the  citee,  by  the  niaifter  fbrete. 
That  fprad  was  all  with  black,  and  wonder  hie 
Pvlght  of  the  fame  is  all  the  flrete  yv/rie. 
Upon  the  right  hand  went  olde  Egeus, 
And  on  that  other  fide  Duk  Thefeus, 
With  veffels  in  hir  hond  of  gold  ful  fine. 
All  ful  of  hony,  milk,  and  blood,  and  wine  ; 
Eke  Palamon  with  ful  gret  compagnie. 
And  after  that  came  woful  Emelie 
With  fire  in  hond,  as  was  that  time  the  gife, 
*l"o  don  the  ofdce  of  funejrai  fervice. 

High  lq.bour  and  ful  gret  apparailling 
Was  at  the  fervice  of  tljat  fire  maldng. 
That  with  his  grene  top  tlie  heaven  raught, 
And  twenty  fadom  of  brede  the  armes  ffraughtj 
This  is  to  fain,  the  boughes  were  fo  brode. 
Of  fire  firfi;  there  was  laied  many  a  lode. 

But  hov/  the  fire  was  maked  up  on  highte, 
And  eke  the  names  how  the  trees  higlite. 
As  oke,  fir,  birch,  afpe,  alder,  holm,  poplere, 
Wilow,  elm,  plane,  afh,  box,  chefi:ein,  lind,  Jaurere, 
Maple,  thorn,  beche,  hafel,  ew,  whipultre. 
How  they  were  feld,  fhal  not  be  told  for  me  ; 
Ne  how  the  goddes  rannen  ap  and  doun 
pifherited  of  hir  habitatioui^i. 
In  which  they  woneden  in  refl;  and  pees, 
Nimphes,  Faunes,  and  Amidriades ; 
Ne  how  the  befles  and  the  briddes  alle 
Fledden  for  fere  whan  the  \yood  gan  falle ; 
Ne  how  the  ground  agaft  was  of  the  light, 
That  was  not  wont  to  fee  the  fonne  bright ; 
Ne  how  the  fire  was  couched  firft  with  fire, 
And  then  with  drie  flickes  cloven  a-thre, 
And  than  with  grene  wood  and  fpicerle. 
And  than  with  clot^i  of  gold  and  with  pcrrie> 


And  gerlonds  hanging  with  ful  many  a  flour. 
The  mirre,  the  encenfe  alfo  with  fwete  odour  j 
Ne  how  Arclta  lay  among  all  this, 
Ne  what  richeffe  about  his  body  is ; 
Ne  how  that  Emilic,  as  was  tlie  gife. 
Put  in  the  fire  of  funeral  fervice  ; 
Ne  how  fhe  fwouned  whan  fhe  made  the  fir<, 
Ne  what  flie  fp'ike,  ne  what  was  hire  defirc  ; 
Ne  what  jewelles  men  in  the  fire  cafte, 
Wiian  that  the  fire  was  gret  and  brente  fafle  ;> 
Ne  how  fom  cafl:  hir  fheld  and  fom  hir  fpere. 
And  of  hir  veflimentes  which  they  were, 
And  cuppes  full  of  wine,  and  mlk,  and  blood* 
Into  the  fire,  that  brent  as  it  were  wood ; 
Ne  how  the  Grekes  with  a  huge  route 
Three  times  riden  all  the  fire  aboute 
Upon  the  left  hond,  with  a  loud  fhouting. 
And  tliries  with  hir  fperes  clatering, 
And  thrieSjhow  the  ladies  gan  to  crie  ; 
Ne  how  that  led  was  homeward  Emelie  i 
Ne  hov.r  Arcite  is  brent  to  afhen  cold ; 
Ne  how  the  liche-wake  *  was  yhold 
All  thillie  night ;  pe  how  the  Grekes  play ; 
The  wake-plaies  ne  kepe  I  not  to  fay ; 
Who  wreftled  beft  naked,  with  oile  enpint, 
Ne  who  that  bare  him  beft  in  no  disjoint  ; 
I  woll  not  tellen  eke  how  they  all  gon 
Home  till  Athencs  whan  the  play  is  don. 
But  fhortly  to  the  point  now  wol  I  wende. 
And  maken  of  my  lojige  Tale  an  ende. 

By  procefie  and  by  lengthe  of  certain  yeres 
All  flenten  is  the  mourning  and  the  texxs 
Of  Grekes  by  on  general  afTent  : 
Than  femeth  me  ther  was  a  parlement 
At  Athenes  upon  certain  points  and  cas  ; 
Amonges  the  which  points  yfpoken  was 
To  have  with  .certain,  contrees  alliance. 
And  have  of  Thebanes  fully  obeifance  : 
For  .which  this  noble  Thefeus  anon 
Let  fenden  after  gentil  Palamon. 
Unwift  of  him  what  was  the  cayfe  and  whyp*' ' 
But  in  his  blacke  clothes  fi>rwefully 
He  came  at  his  commandment  on  hie  ; 
Tho  fente  Thefeus  for  Emelie. 

Whan  they  were  fet,  and  huflit  was  al  the  placgt 
And  Thefeus  abiden  hatli  a  fpace, 
Or  any  word  came  from  his  wife  brelt 
His  eyen  fet  he  ther  as  was  his  left. 
And  with  a  fad  vifage  he  fiked  flill, 
And  after  that  right  thus  he  fayd  his  will. 

The  firfte  Mover  of  the  caufe  above, 
Wlaan  he  firfte  made  the  fayre  chaine  of  love^ 
Gret  was  th'  effed):,  and  high  was  his  entent ; 
Well  wife  he  why  and  what  therof  he  ment ; 
F(n-  with  that  fayre  chaine  of  love  he  bond 
Theiire,  the  air,  the  watre,  and  the  l*id. 
In  certain  bondes,  that  they  may  not  flee  : 
That  fame  prince  and  Mover  eke  (quod  he) 

#  The  cuftom  of  wat-chinp;  witli  dead  bodies  (Hec,  Say.) 
i3  probably  very  ancient  In' this  cnniury.  It  was  abuTed, 
as  other  wakes  and  vigils  wcc.  See  JJti  Cangc  m  v.  Fir^ 
liliac.  "  In  vij!;ilijs  circa  corpora  mortuoruni  vetanrur 
"  choreac  et  caiitiknae,  fecularcs  ludi  et  alii  tur|,ies  ecla" 
"  tui."    Synod,  iri^oyn,  an.  1440,  c.  5, 
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Hath  ftabliflit,  in  this  wretched  world  adoun, 

Certain  of  dayes  and  duration 

To  all  that  are  engendred  in  this  place, 

Over  the  which  day  they  ne  mow  not  pace, 

Al  mow  they  yet  the  dayes  well  abrege. 

Ther  nedeth  non  autoritee  allege, 

For  it  is  preved  by  experience, 

But  that  me  luft  declaren  my  fentence. 

Than  may  men  by  this  ordre  wel  difcerne 

That  thilke  Mover  liable  is  and  eterne  ; 

Wel  may  men  knowen,  but  it  be  a  fool. 

That  every  part  deriveth  from  his  hool ; 

For  Nature  hath  not  taken  his  beginning 

Of  no  partie  ne  cantel  of  a  thing, 

But  of  a  thing  that  parfit  is  and  liable, 

Defcending  fo  til  it  be  corrumpable  ; 

And  therefore  of  his  wife  purveyance 

He  hath  fo  wel  befet  his  ordinance, 

That  fpeces  of  thinges  and  progreflions 

Shullen  enduren  by  fucceffions. 

And  not  eterne,  withouten  any  lie  ; 

This  maiefk  thou  underfland  and  feen  at  eye. 

LiO  the  oke,  that  hath  fo  long  a  norifhing 

Fro  the  time  that  it  ginneth  firfl:  to  fpring. 

And  hath  fo  long  a  lif,  as  ye  may  fee, 

Yet  at  the  lalle  wafted  is  the  tree. 

Confidereth  eke  how  that  the  harde  ftone 

Under  our  feet,  on  which  we  trede  and  gon. 

It  walleth  as  it  lieth  by  the  wey  ; 

The  brode  river  fometime  wexeth  drey  ; 

The  grete  tounes  fee  we  wane  and  wende  ; 

Than  may  ye  fee  that  all  thing  hathe  an  ende. 

Of  man  and  woman  fee  we  wel  alfo. 

That  nedes  in  on  of  the  termes  two. 

That  is  to  fayn,  in  youthe  or  dies  age. 

He  mote  be  ded  the  king  as  fhall  a  page  ; 

Som  in  his  bed,  fom  in  the  depe  fee, 

Som  in  the  large  feld,  as  ye  may  fee  :  , 

Ther  helpeth  nought,  all  goth  that  ilke  wey ; 

Than  may  I  fayn  that  alle  thing  mote  dey. 

What  maketh  this  but  Jupiter  the  King, 

The  which  is  prince  and  caufe  of  alle  thing, 

Converting  alle  unto  his  propre  wille. 

From  which  it  is  derived,  foth  to  telle  ? 

And  here-againes  no  creature  on  live 

Of  no  degree  availleth  for  to  ftrive. 

Than  is  it  wifdom,  as  it  thinketh  me. 

To  maken  vertue  of  neceffite. 

And  take  it  wel  that  we  may  not  efchewe, 

And  namely  that  to  us  all  is  dewe  ; 

And  whofo  grutcheth  ought  he  doth  folic. 

And  rebel  is  to  him  that    all  may  gie. 

And  certainly  a  man  hath  moil  honour 

To  dien  in  his  excellence  and  flour. 

Whan  he  is  fiker  of  his  goode  name  ; 

Than  hath  he  don  his  frend  ne  him  no  fliame  ; 

^A.nd  giader  ought  his  frend  ben  of  his  deth, 

Whan  with  honour  is  y  olden  up  his  breth, 


Than  whan  his  name  appalled  is  for  age, 

For  all  foryetten  is  his  vaffalage  : 

Than  is  it  beft  as  for  a  worthy  fame. 

To  dein  whan  a  man  is  beft  of  name. 

The  contrary  of  all  this  is  wilfulneffe. 

Why  grutchen  we  ?  why  have  we  hevinefle. 

That  good  Arcite,  of  chivalry  the  flour, 

Departed  is,  with  dutee  and  honour. 

Out  of  this  foule  prifon  of  this  lif  ? 

Why  grutchen  here  his  cofm  and  his  wif 

Of  his  welfare,  that  loven  him  fo  wel  ? 

Can  he  hem  thank  ?  nay,  God  wot,  never  a  del, 

That  both  his  foule  and  eke  hemfeLf  offend. 

And  yet  they  mow  her  luftres  not  amend. 

What  may  I  conclude  of  this  longe  ferie,    , 
But  after  forwe  I  rede  us  to  be  merie. 
And  thanken  Jupiter  of  all  his  grace ; 
And  er  that  we  departen  from  this  place, 
I  rede  that  we  make  of  forwes  two 

0  parfit  joye  lafting  evermo  : 

And  loketh  now  wher  moft  forwe  is  herein, 
Ther  wol  I  firfte  amenden  and  begin. 

Sifter,  (quod  he)  this  is  my  full  affent, 
With  all  th'  avis  here  of  my  parlement. 
That  gentil  Palamon,  your  owen  knight. 
That  ferveth  you  with  will,  and  herte,  and  might, 
And  ever  hath  don  fm  you  firft  him  knew. 
That  ye  fliall  of  your  grace  upon  him  rew. 
And  taken  him  for  hufbond  and  forlbrd  : 
Lene  me  your  hand,  for  this  is  oure  accord. 

Let  fee  now  of  your  womanly  pitee  : 
He  is  a  kinges  brothers  fome  pardee  ; 
And  though  he  were  a  poure  bachelere. 
Sin  he  hath  ferved  you  fo  many  a  yere. 
And  had  for  you  fo  gret  adverfite. 
It  niofte  ben  confidered,  leveth  me. 
For  gentil  mercy  oweth  to  paffen  right. 

Than  fayd  he  thus  to  Palamon  the  Knight  j 

1  trow  ther  nedeth  htel  fermoning 
To  maken  you  affenten  to  this  thing. 
Cometh  ner,  and  take  your  lady  by  the  bond. 

Betwixen  hem  was  maked  anon  the  bond 
That  highte  Matrimoine  or  Mariage, 
By  all  the  confeil  of  the  baronage  ; 
Anjd  thus  with  alle  bliffe  and  melodic 
Hath  Palamon  ywedded  Emelie  ; 
And  God,  that  all  this  wide  world  hath  wrought, 
Sei^d  him  his  love  that  hath  it  dere  ybought. 
Foi\^now  is  Palamon  in  alle  wele. 
Living  in  bliffe,  in  richeffe,  and  in  hele, 
And  Emilie  him  loveth  fo  tendrely. 
And  he  hire  ferveth  all  fo  gentilly. 
That  never  was  ther  no  word  hem  betwene 
Of  jaloufie,  ne  of  non  other  tene. 

Thus  endeth  Palamon  and  Emelie, 
And  God  fave  all  this  fayre  compagnie., 
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Whan  that  the  Knight  had  thus  his  Tale  told, 

In  all  the  compagnie  n'as  ther  young  ne  old 

That  he  ne  faid  it  was  a  noble  florie, 

And  worthy  to  be  drawen  to  memorie, 

And  namely  the  gentiles  everich  on. 

Our  Hoile  lough  and  fwore,  So  mote  I  gon 

This  goth  aright ;  unbokeled  is  the  male  ; 

Let  fee  now  who  fnall  tel  another  Tale, 

For  trewely  this  game  is  wel  begonne  : 

Now  telleth  ye  fire  Monk,  if  that  ye  conne, 

Somewhat  to  quiten  with  the  Knightes  Tale. 

The  Miller,  that  for-dronken  was  all  pale. 
So  that  unnethes  upon  his  hors  he  fat, 
He  n'old  avalen  neither  hood  ne  hat, 
Ne  abiden  no  man  for  his  curtefie. 
But  in  Pilates  vois  he  gan  to  crie, 
And  fwore  by  armes,  and  by  blood,  and  bones, 
I  can  a  noble  Tale  for  the  nones, 
V/ith  which  I  ^/ill  now  quite  the  Knightes  Tale. 

Our  Hofte  faw  that  he  was  dronken  of  ale, 
And  fayd,  abide,  Robin,  my  leve  brother. 
Some  better  man  Ihall  tell  us  firft  another ;  ^ 

Abide,  and  let  us  werken  thriftily. 

By  Goddes  foule  (quod  he)  that  wol  not  I, 
For  I  wol  fpeke,  or  elles  go  my  way. 

/  Our  Hofte  anfwered.  Tell  on  a  devil  way  ; 
Thou  art  a  fool ;  thy  wit  is  overcome. 

Now  herkeneth,  quod  the  Miller,  all  and  feme  : 
But  firft  I  make  a  proteftatioun 
That  I  am  dronke,  I  know  it  by  my  foun. 
And  therefore  if  that  I  miffpeke  or  fay 
Wite  it  the  ale  of  Southwerk  1  you  pray  ; 
For  I  woll  tell  a  legend  and  a  lif 
Both  of  a  carpenter  and  his  wif. 
How  that  a  clerk  has  fet  the  wrightes  cappe. 

The  Reve  anfwerd  and  faide,  Stint  thy  clappe  ; 
Let  be  thy  lewed  dronken  harlotrie. 
It  is  a  finne  and  eke  a  gret  folic 
To  apeiren  any  man,  or  him  defame, 
^nd  eke  to  bringen  Avives  in  fwichc  a  name  ; 


Thou  mayft  ynough  of  other  thinges  fain. 

This  dronken  Miller  fpake  ful  fone  again. 
And  fayde,  Leve  brother  Ofewold, 
Who  hath  no  wif  he  is  no  cokewold  ; 
But  I  fay  not  therefore  that  thou  art  on  ; 
Ther  ben  ful  goode  wives  many  on*. 
Why  art  thou  angry  with  my  Tale  now  ? 
I  have  a  wif  parde  as  wel  as  thou. 
Yet  n'olde  I  for  the  oxen  in  my  plough 
Taken  upon  me  more  than  ynough 
As  demen  of  myfelf  that  I  am  on  ; 
I  wol  beleven  wel  that  I  am  non. 
An  hufbond  fhuld  not  be  inquifttif 
Of  Goddes  privite  ne  of  his  wif  : 
So  he  may  finden  Goddes  foifon  there 
Of  the  remenant  nedeth  not  to'  enquerc. 

What  fhuld  I  more  fay,  but  this  Miller c 
He  n'olde  his  wordes  for  no  man  forbere, 
But  told  his  cherles  Tale  in  his  manere. 
Me  thinketh  that  I  fhal  reherfe  it  here  ; 
And  therefore  every  gentil  wight  I  pray. 
For  Goddes  love,  as  deme  not  that  I  fay 
Of  evil  entent,  but  that  I  mote  reherfe 
Hir  Tales  alle,  al  be  they  better  or  werfe,.- 
Or  elles  falfen  fom  of  my  matere  ; 
And  therefore  who  fo  lift  it  not  to  here 
Turne  over  the  leef,  and  chefe  another  Talc, 
For  he  flial  find  ynow  bothe  grete  and  fmale. 
Of  ftorial  thing  that  toucheth  gentillelTe, 
And  eke  moralite  and  holineffe. 
Blameth  not  me  if  that  ye  chefe  amis ; 
The  Miller  is  a  cherl,  ye  know  well  this. 
So  was  the  Reve,  (and  many  other  mo) 
And  harlotrie  they  tolden  bothe  two. 
Avifeth  you  now,  and  put  me  out  of  blame  ;' 
And  eke  men  fliuld  not  make  erneft  of  game, 

*  After  this  verfe  the  two  following  are  found  in  fo  rn»- 
ny  mff.  that  perhaps  they  ought  to  have  been  inferted  is 
the  text ; 

And  ever  a  Uioufand  good  a^cins  on  badde. 
That  knowelt  thou  wel  but  if  thou  be  madde. 
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w^BiLOJi  ther  was  dwelling  in  Oxenforde 
•A  riche  gnof,  that  geftes  helde  to  borde, 
And  of  his  craft  he  was  a  carpenter. 
With  him  ther  was  dwelling  a  poor  fcoler, 
Had  lerned  art,  but  all  his  fantafie 
"Was  turned  for  to  lerne  aftrologie, 
And  coude  a  certain  of  conclufions 
To  demen  by  interrogations, 
If  that  men  aiked  him  in  certain  houres 
Whan   that  men   fliulde   have    drought    or  eiles 
Or  if  men  alked  him  what  fnulde  falle     [fhoures ; 
Of  every  thing,  I  may  not  reken  alle. 

Tiiis  clerk  was  clepedHendy  Nicholas; 
Of  derne  love  he  coude  and  of  folas ; 
And  therto  he  was  Hie  and  ful  prive, 
And  like  a  maiden  meke  for  to  fe. 
A  chambre  had  he  in  that  hoftelrie 
Alone,  withoutsn  any  compagnie, 
Ful  fetifly  ydight  with  herbes  fote, 
And  he  himfclf  was  fwete  as  is  the  rote, 
Of  licoris,  or  any  fetewale. 
His  almageli:e,  and  bokes  gret  and  imale, 
His  aflrelabre,  longing  for  his  art. 
His  augrim  {tones  f ,  layen  faire  apart 
On  {helves  couched  at  his  beddes  hed. 
His  preiTe  ycovered  with  a  falding  red  ; 
And  all  above  ther  lay  a  gay  fautrje. 
On  which  he  made  on  nightes  melodie 
So  fwetely,  that  all  the  chambre  rong, 
And  Angdus  ad  Virghiem  he  fong; 
And  after  that  he  fong  the  kinges  note  ; 
Ful  often  blelTed  was  his  mery  throte. 
And  thus  this  fwete  clerk  his  time  fpent 
After  his'frendes  finding  and  his  rent. 

This  carpenter  had  v.'cdded  new  awif 
Which  that  he  loved  more  than  his  lif  ; 
Of  eightene  yer.e  fne  was  I  geflfe  of  age. 
Jalous  he  was,  and  held  hire  narv/e  in  cage, 
Jror  {he  was  wild  and  yonge,  and  he  was  old, 
And  denied  himfelf  belike  a  cokewold. 
He  know  not  Caton,  for  his  wit  was  rude. 
That  bade  a  man  fhudde  we4de  his  fimilitude; 
JVIen  .{hidden  wedden  after  hir  eflate, 
For  youthe  and  elde  is  often  at  debate  ; 
But  fithen  he  was  fallen  in  the  fnare 
He  mofl:  endure  (as  other  folic)  his  care. 

Fayre  was  this  yongue  wif,  and  therv.'itlial 
As  any  wefel  hire  body  gent  and  fmal. 
A  feint  .{he  wci-ed,  barred  all  of  filk, 
J^  barmc-cloth  eke  as  white  as  morwe  milk 

*  Nicholas,  a  fcliolar  of  Oxford,  jiradifetJi  with  Alifnn, 
-the  earpenter's  wite  of  Ofney,  to  deceive  her  hufband,  but 
■jn  the  end  is  rewarded  accordinj^ly.  Tl\is  is  one  of  thofe 
Talcs  that  Lyd'^ate  (in  his  Prolosjuc  to  The  Story  of  the 
Siege  of  Tliebes)  fays  are  of  lib.iuldric. 

To  makin  laughtir  in  tlie  company. 
So,  reader,   you  know  wliat  you  are  to  expeft ;  read  or 
Airbear  as  you  think  fitting.    Urry. 

t  Augrm  is  a  corruption  of  algorithm,  the  Arabian  term 
for  numeration.  Augrim  Jtoms  therefore  were  tlie  pebbles 
«'f  coui?ters  wlxich  v?tJ:e  anciaitlj'  wfed  in  numer^uun, 


Upon  hire  lendes,  ful  of  many  a  gore  ; 

White  was  hire  fmok,  and  brouded  all  before 

And  eice  behind  on  hire  colere  aboute 

Of  cole-black  filk  within  and  eke  with,oute  : 

The  tapes  of  hire  white  voiupere 

Were  of  the  fame  fuit  of  hire  coicre  ; 

Hire  fillet  brode  of  filk,  and  fet  full  hye  ; 

And  fikerly  flie  had  a  likerous  eye  : 

Ful  fmal  ypulled  were  hire  browes  two, 

And  they  were  bent,  and  black  as  any  flo  : 

She  was  wel  more  biifsful  for  to  fee 

Than  is  the  newe  penenete  tree. 

And  fofter  than  the  v/oUe  is  of  a  wethef . 

And  by  hire  girdel  heng  a  purfe  of  lether 
Taffeled  with  filk  and  perled  with  latoun. 
In  all  this  world  to  feken  up  and  doun 
Ther  n'is  no  man  lo  wife  titat  coude  thenche 
So  gay  a  popelot  or  fvviche  a  wenche. 
Ful  brighter  was  the  {hining  of  hire  hewe 
Than  in  the  Tour  the  noble  yiorged  newe  j 
But  of  hire  fong,  it  was  as  loud  and  yerne 
As  any  fwalow  fitting  on  a  berne. 
Thereto  flie  coude  ficip  and  make  a  game 
As  any  kid  or  calf  folov^ing  his  dame- 
Hire  mouth  was  fwete  as  braket  or  the  methj 
Or  herd  of  apples  laid  in  hay  or  heth. 
Winilng  fhe  was  as  is  a  joly  colt. 
Long  as  a  mail,  and  upright  as  a  I-.^lt. 
A  bjoche  {he  bare  upon  hire  low  colere. 
As  brode  as  is  the  bofle  of  a  bokelere. 
Hire  {hooji  were  laced  on  hire  legges  hie ; 
She  was  a  primerole,  a  piggefnie. 
For  ^r.y  lord  to  liggen  in  his  bedde. 
Or  yet  for  any  good  yemen  to  wedde. 

Now  fire,  and  eft  fire,  fo  befell  the  cas. 
That  on  a  day  this  Hendy  Nicliolas 
Fel  with  this  yonge  wif  to  rage  and  pleye. 
While  that  hire  hufbond  was  at  Ofeney, 
As  clerkes  ben  ful  fubtil  and  ful  queint. 
And  prively  he  caught  hire  by  the  queint, 
And  fayde,  Ywis  but  if  I  have  my  will 
For  derne  love  of  thee,  lemman,  I  fpiU ; 
And  helde  hire  fafie  by  the  hanche  boaes, 
And  fayde,  Lemman,  love  me  wel  at  ones. 
Or, I  wol  dien,  alio  God  me  fave. 

And  {he  fprong  as  a  colt  doth  in  the  trave 
And  with  hire  hed  {he  writhed  fafte  away, 
And  fayde,  I  vvol  not  kiffe  thee  by  my  fay. 
Why,  let  be,  (quod  flie)  let  be,  Nicholas, 
Or  I  wol  crie  out  Harow  and  Alas  ! 
Do  way  your  hondes  for  your  curtefie. 
This  Nicholas  gan  mercy  for  to  crie, 
And  fpake  fo  faire,  and  profered  him  fo  fall, 
That  fhe  hire  love  him  granted  at  the  lafl, 
And  fwore  hire  oth  by  Sciat  Thomas  of  Kentj 
That  {he  wold  ben  at  his  commaqdement 
Whan  that  ftie  may  hire  leifer  wel  efpie. 
Myn  hui^oAd  is  is  fo  ful  of  jaloufK;        "■ 
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That  tut  ye  waiten  wel  and  be  prive 

I  -wot  right  wel  I  n'am  but  ded,  quod  flie ; 

Ye  moffcn  be  ful  derne  as  in  this  cas. 

N:n'.  thei'of  care  you  not,  quod  Nicholas  : 
A  cicik  ha  h  litherly  bcfet  his  while 
But  ii  iic  coude  a  carpenter  begile. 
And  thug  they  were  accorded  and  yfsvorne 
To  waite  a  time,  as  I  h  ve  faid  beforne. 
Whan  Nicholas  had  don  thus  every  del, 
And  thacked  hire  about  the  lendes  wel, 
He  luffed  hire  fvvete,  and  taketh  his  fautrie, 
And  plaieth  faft,  and  maketh  melodic. 

Than  fell  it  thus,  that  to  the  parilh  cherche 
(Of  Criftes  owen  werkes  for  to  werche) 
This  good  wif  went  upon  a  holy  day  ; 
Hire  forehed  flione  as  bright  as  any  day. 
So  was  it  wafhen  whan  flie  lete  hire  wcrk. 

Now  vras  ther  of  that  chirche  a  parifh  clerk 
The  which  tliat  was  ycleped  Abfclon. 
Crulle  was  his  here,  and  as  the  gold  it  flion, 
And  ftrouted  as  a  fanne  large  and  brode  ; 
Ful  ftreight  and  even  lay  his  joly  fhode  : 
His  rode  was  red,  his  eyen  grey  as  gcos. 
With  Poules  windowes  corven  on  his  ftioos  : 
In  hofen  red  he  went  ful  fetifly  : 
Yclad  he  was  ful  fmal  and  proprely 
All  in  a  kirtel  of  a  light  waget  *  ; 
Ful  faire  and  thicke  ben  the  pointes  fet ; 
And  therupon  he  had  a  gay  furplife. 
As  white  as  is  the  biofme  .upon  the  rife. 

A  mery  childc  he  was,  fo  God  me  fave  ; 
Wel  coud  he  leten  blod,  and  clippe  and  Ihave, 
And  make  a  chartre  of  lond  and  a  quitance  : 
In  twenty  manere  coud  he  trip  and  dance, 
(After  the  fcole  of  Oxenforde  tho) 
And  with  his  legges  caften  to  and  fro ; 
And  playen  fonges  on  a  fmal  ribible  ; 
Therto  he  fong  fomtime  a  loud  quinible  : 
And  as  wel  coud  he  play  on  a  giterne  : 
In  all  the  toun  n'as  brevvhous  ne  taverne 
That  he  ne  vifited  with  his  folas, 
Ther  as  that  any  gaillard  tapflere  was ; 
But  foth  to  fay  he  was  fomdel  fquamous 
Of  farting,  and  of  fpeche  dangerous. 

This  Abfolon,  that  joly  was  and  gay, 
Goth  with  a  cenfer  en  the  holy  day, 
Cenfing  the  wives  of  the  parifh  fafte. 
And  many  a  lovely  loke  he  on  hem  cafle. 
And  namely  on  this  carpenteres  wif ; 
To  loke  on  hire  him  thought  a  mery  lif ; 
She  was  fo  propre,  and  fwete,  and  likerous, 
I  dare  wel  fain  if  Ihe  had  been  a  taous 
And  he  a  cat,  he  wolde  hire  hente  anon. 

This  parilh  clerk,  this  joly  Abfolon, 
Hath  in  his  herte  fwiche  a  love  longing. 
That  of  no  wif  toke  he  non  offering  ; 
For  curtefie,  he  fayd,  he  n'olde  non. 

The  moone  at  night  ful  clere  and  brighte  flis-n, 
And  Abfolcn  his  giterne  hath  ytake, 
For  paramours  he  thoughte  for  to  wake  ; 

*  Or  ivatchet.  Skinner  explains  ivatchet  to  mean  a 
colour,  a  whitifhblur  ;  but  in  tliis  place  it  fcemo  rather  to 
niean  fonie  kind  of  cloth,  deiioiniiiatcd  perhaps  from  the 
town  of  Watchet  in  SonnerRtihire.  Inltead  of  iiiht  fome 
mff.  read  Jin,  .-.nd  nnf,  yl.  ivhit.  'I'his  lait  epithet  would 
ise  quite  kicyniiltcfit  viith  Skinner's  explanation. 
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And  forth  he  goth  jolif  and  a«iorol!t*, 

Til  he  came  to  the  carpenteres  hous, 

A  litel  after  the  cockes  had  ycrow, 

And  drefied  him  up  by  a  fhot  window 

That  was  upon  the  carpenteres  wal. 

He  fmgeth  in  his  vois  gentil  and  fmal. 

Now,  dere  Lady — rif  thy  wille  be, 

I  pray  you  that  ye — wol  rewc  on  me  ;  ] 

Ful  wel  accordant  to  his  giterning. 

This  carpenter  awoke,  ierd  him  fmg-, 
And  fpake  unto  his  wif,  and  faid  anon. 
What,  Alifon  !  heras  thou  not  Abfolon, 
That  chanteth  thus  under  cur  boures  v.'al  ? 
And  Ihe  anfwtrd  hire  bufbond  therwithal, 
Yes,  God  wot,  John,  I  here  him  every  del. 

This  pafTcth  forth  ;  what  wol  ye  bet  than  Wel  ? 
Fro  day  to  day  this  joly  Abfolon     I 
So  loveth  hire  that  him  is  wo-begon  : 
He  waketh  all  the  night,  and  all  the  day 
He  kembet'i  his  lockes  brode,  and  made  hirnp-atj- 
He  woeth  hire  by  menes  and  brocage. 
And  fwore  he  woide  ben  hire  owen  page  : 
He  fmgeth  brokking  as  a  nightingale  ; 
He  fent  her  pinnes,  methe,  and  fpiced  ale. 
And  wafres  piping  hot  out  of  thq  glede  ■; 
And  for  ihe  was  of  toun  he  profered  mede  ; 
For  fom  folk  wol  be  wonnen  for  richeffe 
And  fom  for  flrokes,  and  fome  with  gentilleffe. 

Sometime  to  fliew  his  lightneffe  and  niai{lri» 
He  plaieth  Herode  on  a  ikaffold  hie. 
But  what  availeth  him  as  in  this  cas  ? 
So  loveth  ftie  this  Hendy  Nicholas, 
That  Abfolon  may  blow  the  buckes  home  i- 
He  ne  had  for  his  labour  but  a  fcorne  : 
And  thus  fhe  maketh  Abfolon  hire  ape, 
And  all  his  erneft  tourneth  to  a  jape. 
Ful  foth  is  this  proverbe,  it  is  no  lie  ; 
Men  fay  right  thus  alway.  The  neighe  flie 
Maketh  of  time  the  fer  leef  to  be  iothe  : 
For  though  that  Abfolon  be  wood  or  wrothe^ 
Becaufe  that  he  fer  was  from  hire  fight, 
This  neighe  Nicholas  flood  iii  his  light. 

Now  here  thee  wel,  thou  Hendy'^NichoIasi-- 
For  Abfolon  may  waile  and  fmg  alas. 

,  And  fo  befell  thafon  a  Saturday 
This  carpenter  was  gon  to  Ofenay, 
And  Hendy  Nicholas  and  Alifon 
Accorded  ben  to  this  concIuHon, 
That  Nicholas  flial  Ihapen  him  a  wile 
This  fely  jaloas  hulbond  to  begile  ; 
And  if  fo  were  the  game  went  ariglit 
She  fhuld  flepe  in  his  armes  alle  night. 
For  this  was  hire  defire  and  his  alfo. 
And  right  anon,  withouten  wordes  moy 
This  Nicholas  no  lenger  wold  tarie, 
But  doth  ful  foft  unto  his  chambre  carie 
Both  mete  and  drinke  for  a  da:^  or  twey. 

And  to  hire  hufbond  bad  her  for  to  fey,. 
If  that  he  axed  after  Nicholas 
She  fliulde  fay  Ihe  n'ifte  not  wher  he  was  f 
Of  all,  the  day  ILe  faw  him  not  with  eye  ; 
She  trowed  he  was  in  fom  maladie. 
For  for  no  crie  hire  maiden  coud  him  calle, 
He  n'olde  anfv/er  for  nothing  that  mioht  falk. 

Thus  paffeth  forth  all  thilke  Saturday, 
That  Nicholas  llrll  in  his  chambre  lay^ 


And  ete,  and  flept^  and  dide  what  him  lift, 
Til  Sonday  that  the  fonne  gothe  to  reft. 
This  fely  carpenter  hath  gret  mervaile 
Of  Nicholas,  or  what  thing  might  him  aile, 
And  faid,  I  am  adrad  by  Seint  Thomas 
It  ftondeth  not  aright  with  Nicholas  ; 
God  fnilde  that  he  died  fodenly  ; 
This  world  is  now  ful  tilcei  fikerly  : 
I  favv  to-day  a  corps  yborne  to  cherche 
That  now  on  Monday  laft  I  faw  him  werche. 

Go  up  (quod  he  unto  his  knave)  anon, 
Clepe  at  his  dore,  or  knOcke  witli  a  Hon  ; 
Loke  how  it  is,  and  telle  me  boldely. 

This  knave  got  him  up  ful  fturdely. 
And  at  the  chambre  dore  while  that  he  flood 
He  cried  and  knocked  as  that  he  were  wood  ; 
What  ?  how  ?  what  do  ye,  Maifler  Nicliolay  ? 
How  may  ye  llepen  all  the  longe  day  ? 
But  all  for  nought,  he  herde  not  a  word. 
An  hole  he  fond  ful  low  upon  the  bord, 
Ther  as  the  cat  was  wont  in  for  to  crepe. 
And  at  that  hole  he  loked  in  ful  depe. 
And  at  the  laft  he  had  of  him  a  fight. 

This  Nicholas  fat  ever  gaping  upright. 
As  he  had  kyked  on  the  newe  mone. 

Adoun  he  goth,  and  telleth  his  maifter  fone 

In  what  array  he  faw  this  ilke  man. 

This  orpenter  to  bliffen  hira  began. 
And  faid.  Now  helpe  us  Seinte  Fridefwide  J 

A  man  w^ote  litel  what  flial  him  betide. 

This  man  is  fallen  with  his  aftronomie 

In  fom  woodneffe  or  in  foni  agpnie. 

I  thought  ay  wel  how  that  it  ftlulde  be ; 

Men  fHulde  not  knowe  of  Goddes  privetee. 

Ya,bleffedbe  alway  a  lewed  man, 

That  nought  but  only  his  beleve  can. 

So  ferd  another  clerk  with  aftronomie ; 

He  walked  in  the  felde^  for  to  prie 

Upon  the  fterres,  what  ther  fhuld  befalle. 

Til  he  was  in  a  marlepit  yfalle. 

He  few  not  that.  But  yet  by  Seint  Thomas 

IVle  reweth  fore  of  Hendy  Nicholas  ; 

H'  fhal  be  rated  of  his  ftudying, 

If  that  I  may,  by  Jefus,  heven  king. 
Get  me  a  ftaff,  that  I  may  underfpore 

"While  that  thou,  Robin,  heveft  of  the  dore  : 

He  flial  out  of  his  ftudying  as  I  geffe. 

And  to  the  chambre  dore  he  gan  him  dreffe. 

His  knave  was  a  ftrong  carl  for  tlie  nonesj 

And  by  the  hafpe  he  haf  it  of  at  ones  ; 

Into  the  flore  the  dore  fell  anon. 
This  Nicholas  fat  ay  as  ftille  as  ftori, 

And  ever  he  gaped  upward  into  the  eirs. 
This  carpenter  wond  he  were  in  defpeire, 

And  bent  him  by  the  fhulders  mightily. 

And  ftioke  him  hard,  and  cried  fpitouCy ; 

What,  Nicholas  ?  what,  how  man  ?  loke  adoun  ; 

Awake,  and  thinke  on  Criftes  paffioun. 

1  crouche  thee  from  elves  and  from  wightes. 

Therwith  the  nightfpel  faid  he  anon  rightes 

On  foure  halves  of  the  hous  aboute 

And  on  the  threfwold  of  the  dore  withoute  : 

Jefu  Crift  and  Seint  Benedight 

Bliife  this  hous  from  every  wicked  wight, 
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Fro  the  nightes  mare,  the  wite  Patcr-nollef  f 
Wher  woneft  thou  Seint  Peters  fufter  ? 

And  at  the  laft  this  Hendy  Nicholas 
Gan  for  to  fiken  fore,  and  faid,  alas  ! 
Shal  all  the  world  be  loft  eftfones  nov/  ? 

This  carpenter  anfwered.  What  faieft  thou  ? 
What  ?  thinke  on  God,  as  we  do,  men  thatfwinke,' 

This  Sricholas  anfwered.  Fetch  me  a  drinke ; 
And  after  wol  I  fpeke  in  privetee 
Of  certain  thing  that  toucheth  thee  and  me  : 
I  wol  tell  it  non  other  man  certain. 

This  carpenter  goth  doun  and  cometh  again, 
Anc^  brought  of  mighty  ale  a  large  quart ;  ^ 
And  whan  that  eche  of  hem  had  dronken  his  part,' 
This  Nicholas  his  dore  fafte  fliette, 
And  doun  the  carpenter  by  him  he  fette, 
And  faide,  John,  min  hofte  lefe  and  dere. 
Thou  fhalt  upon  thy  trouthe  fv.'ere  me  here 
That  to  no  wight  thou  fhalt  my  counfeil  wrey,' 
For  it  is  Criftes  counfeil  that  I  fay, 
And  if  thou  tell  it  man  thou  art  forlore ; 
For  this  vengeance  thou  fhalt  have  therfore. 
That  if  thou  wreye  me  thou  fhalt  be  wood. 

Nay,  Crift  forbede  it  for  his  holy  blood. 
Quod  tho  this  fely  man  :  I  am  no  labbe, 
Ne  though  I  fay  it  I  n'am  not  lefe  to  gabbe. 
Say  what  thou  wolt,  I  fhail  it  never  telle 
To  child  ne  wif,  by  him  that  harwed  helle. 

Now,  John,  (quod  Nicholas)  I  wol  not  lie,' 
I  have  yfounde  in  min  aftrologie, 
As  I  have  loked. in  the  moone  bright, 
That  now  on  Monday  next,  at  quarter  night,' 
Shal  fal  a  rain,  and  that  fo  wild  and  wood. 
That  half  fo  gret  wos  never  Noes  flood  : 
This  world  (he  faid)  in  leffe  than  in  an  hourc 
Shal  all  be  dreint,  fo  hidous  is  the  fhoure  : 
Thus  fhal  rhankinde  drenche  and  lefe  hir  lif. 

This  carpenter  anfwerd,  Alas  my  wif! 
And  flial  fhe  drenche  ?  alas  min  Alifoun  ! 
For  forwe  of  this  he  fell  alnioft  adoun, 
And  faid,  Is  ther  no  remedy  in  this  cas  ? 

Why  yes,  for  God,  quod  Hendy  Nicholas; 
If  thou  wolt  werken  after  lore  and  rede. 
Thou  maift  not  werken  after  thin  owen  hede  j 
For  thus  faith  Salomon,  that  was  ful  trewe, 
Werke  all  by  confeil,  and  thou  fhalt  not  rewe. 
And  if  thou  werken  wolt  by  good  confeil 
I  undertake,  withouten  maft  or  feyl. 
Yet  fltall  I  faven  hire,  and  thee  and  me. 
Haft  thou  not  herd  how  faved  was  Noe, 
Whan  that  our  Lord  had  warned  him  beforne, 
That  ail  the  world  with  water  fliuld  be  lorne  ? 

Yes,  (quod  this  carpenter)  ful  yore  ago. 

Haft  thou  not  herd  (quod  Nicholas)  alfo 
The  forwe  of  Noe  with  his  felawftiip. 
Or  that  he' might  get  his  wif  to  fhip  ? 
Him  had  be  lever,  I  dare  wel  undertake. 
At  thilke  time,  than  all  his  wethers  blake,^ 
That  file  had  had  a  ftiip  hire  felf  alone  ; 
And  therfore  woft  thou  what  is  beft  to  done  ? 
This  axeth  haft,  and  of  an  haftif  thing 
Men  may  not  precho  and  maken  taryino-. 
Anon  go  get  us  faft  into  this  in  * 

A  loieding  trough  or  elks  a  kemelyit 
I 
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?or  eche  of  us ;  but  loke  that  they  ben  large, 
In  which  we  mowen  fwimme  as  in  a  barge  ; 
And  have  therin  vitaille  fuffifant 
But  for  a  day ;  fie  on  the  remenant ; 
The  water  fhall  aflake  and  gon  away 
Abouten  prime  upon  the  nexte  day. 
But  Robin  may  not  wete  of  this  thy  knave, 
Ne  eke  thy  mayden  Gille  1  may  not  fave  : 
Axe  not  why  ;  for  though  thou  axe  me, 
I  wol  not  tellen  Goddes  privetee. 
Suf&ceth  thee,  but  if  thy  wittes  madde, 
To  have  as  gret  a  grace  as  Noe  hadde. 
Thy  wif  fhai  I  wel  faven  out  of  doute. 
Go  now  thy  way,  and  fpede  thee  hereaboute. 

But  whan  thou  haft  for  hire,  and  thee,  and  me, 
Ygeten  us  thefe  kneding  tubbes  thre, 
Than  (lialt  thou  hang  hem  in  the  roofe  ful  hie. 
That  no  man  of  our  purveyance  efpie  : 
And  whan  thou  haft  don  thus  as  1  have  faid. 
And  haft  our  vitaille  faire  in  hem  ylaid. 
And  eke  an  axe  to  fmite  the  cord  a-two 
Whan  that  the  water  cometh,  that  we  may  go 
And  breke  an  hole  on  high  upon  the  gable 
Unto  the  gardin  ward,  over  the  ftable, 
That  we  may  frely  pafTen  forth  our  vvay. 
Whan  that  the  grete  fhoure  is  gon  away, 
Than  flial  thou  fwim  as  mery,  I  undertake. 
As  doth  the  white  doke  after  hire  drake  ; 
Than  wol  1  clepe.  How,  Alifon  !  how,  John  I 
Be  mery,  for  the  flood  wol  pafTe  anon. 
And  thou  wolt  fain,  Haile  !  Maifter  Nicholay, 
Good  m.orwe  !  I  fee  thee  wel,  for  it  is  day. 
And  than  fhall  we  be  lordes  all  our  lif 
Of  all  the  world,  as  Noe  and  his  wif. 
But  of  o  thing  I  warne  thee  ful  right, 
Be  wel  avifed  on  that  ilke  night. 
That  we  ben  entred  into  fhippes  bord. 
That  non  of  us  ne  fpeke  not  o  word, 
Ne  clepe  ne  crie,  but  be  in  his  praiere. 
For  it  is  Goddes  owen  hefte  dere. 

Thy  wif  and  thou  mofte  hangen  fer  a-twinne, 
For  that  betwixen  you  fhal  be  no  finne, 
No  more  in  loking  than  ther  fhall  in  dede. 
This  ordinance  is  faid ;  go,  God  thee  fpede. 
To  morwe  at  night,  whan  men  ben  all  aflepe. 
Into  our  kneding  tubbes  wol  we  crepe. 
And  fitten  ther,  abidmg  Goddes  grace. 
Go  now  thy  way,  I  have  no  lenger  fpace 
To  make  of  this,  no  lenger  fermoning  : 
Men  fain  thus,  Send  the  wife,  and  fay  nothing  : 
Thou  art  fo  wife  it  nedeth  thee  nought  teche. 
Go,  fave  our  lives,  and  that  I  thee  befeche. 

This  fely  carpenter  goth  forth  his  way, 
Ful  oft  he  faid  Alas  !  and  Wala  wa ! 
And  to  his  wif  he  told  his  privatee. 
And  fh'e  was  ware,  and  knew  it  bet  than  he 
What  all  this  queinte  caft  was  for  to  fey  ; 
But  natheles  fhe  ferde  as  flie  wold  dey, 
And  faid,  Alas  !  go  forth  thy  way  anon  ; 
Helpe  us  to  fcape,  or  we  be  ded  eche  on  : 
I  am  thy  trewe  veray  wedded  wif; 
Go,  dere  fpoufe  !  and  helpe  to  fave  our  lif. 

Lo,  what  a  gret  thing  is  affedlion  !, 
^en  may  die  of  imagination. 


So  depe  may  impreflion  be  take. 

This  fely  carpenter  beginneth  quake; 

Him  thinketh  veraily  that  he  may  fee 

Noes  flood  comen  walwing  as  the  fee 

To  drenchen  AUfon,  his  honey  dere  : 

He  wepeth,  waileth,  maketh  fory  chere  • 

He  fiketh,  with  ful  many  a  fory  fwough. 

He  goth  and  geteth  him  a  kneding  trough^ 

And  after  a  tubbe  and  a  kemelin. 

And  prively  he  fent  hem  to  his  in, 

And  heng  hem  in  the  roof  in  privetee. 

His  owen  bond  than  made  he  ladders  three f. 

To  climben  by  the  renges  and  the  ftalkes 

Unto  the  tubbes  honging  in  the  balkes ; 

And  hem  vitailled,  kemelin,  trough,  and  tubbe^ 

With  bred  and  chefe,  and  good  ale  in  a  jubbe. 

Sufficing  right  ynow  as  for  a  day. 

But  er  that  he  had  made  all  this  array 
He  fent  his  knave,  and  eke  his  wenche  alfo. 
Upon  his  nede  to  London  for  to  go. 
And  on  the  Monday,  whan  it  drew  to  night. 
He  fliette  his  dore,withouten  candel  light. 
And  dreffed  all  thing  as  it  fhulde  bee  ; 
And  fhortly  up  they  clomben  alle  three. 
They  fitten  ftille  wel  a  furlong  way. 
Now,  Pater-nojler,  Cluni,  faid  Nicholay, 
And  Clum,  quod  John,  and  Clum,  faid  Alifon  3. 
This  carpenter  faid  his  devotion. 
And  ftill  he  fit,  and  biddeth  his  praiere. 
Awaiting  on  the  rain,  if  he  it  here. 

The  dede  flepe,  for  wery  befineffe, 
Fell  on  this  carpenter,  right  as  I  geflcj^. 
Abouten  curfew  time,  or  litel  more. 
For  travaille  of  his  goft  he  groneth  fore. 
And  eft  he  routeth,  for  his  bed  miflay. 
Doun  of  the  ladder  ftalketh  Nicholay, 
And  Alifon  ful  foft  adoun  hire  fpedde. 
Withouten  wordes  mo  they  went  to  bedde, 
Ther  as  the  carpenter  was  wont  to  lie  ; 
Ther  was  the  revel  and  the  melodic. 
And  thus  lith  Alifon  and  Nicholas 
In  befineffe  of  mirthe  and  in  folas, 
Til  that  the  bell  of  laudes  gan  to  ring. 
And  freres.  in  the  chancel  gon  to  fing. 

This  parifti  clerk,  this  amorous  Abfolon, 
That  is  for  love  alway  fo  wo-begon, 
Upon  the  Monday  was  at  Ofenay 
With  compagnie,  him  to  difport  and  play. 
And  afked  upon  cas  a  cloifterer 
Ful  prively  after  John  the  carpenter ; 
And  he  drew  him  apart  out  of  the  chirche. 
He  faid,  I  no't,  I  faw  him  not  here  wirche 
Sith  Saturday ;  I  trow  that  he  be  went 
For  timbre  ther  our  abbot  hath  hipa  fent ; 
For  he  is  wont  for  timbre  for  to  go. 
And  dwellen  at  the  Grange  a  day  or  two ; 
Or  elles  he  is  at  his  hous  certain  : 
Wher  that  he  be  I  cannot  fothly  fain. 

This  Abfolon  ful  joly  was  and  light, 
And  thoughte,  now  is  time  to  wake  al  night, 

fWith  his  own  hand.  So  Gower,  Con/.  Jltnanl. iol.  "id-.h^i 
The  crafte  My  nerve  of  wolle  fonde, 
AnU  made  cloth  her  qukh  hindi;^ 


For  fikerly  1  faw  him  nat  faring 
About  his  dore  fjn  day  began  to  fpring. 
So  mote  I  thrive  I  fhal  at  cockes  crow 
Ful  prively  go  knocke  at  his  wintlow, 
That  ftant  full  low  upon  his  boures  wall : 
To  Alifon  wol  I  now  tellen  all 
My  love  longing ;   for  yet  I  fhall  not  naiffs! 
That  at  the  leflie  way  I  fhal  hire  kiffe. 
Some  maner  comfort  llial  I  have  parfay, 
My  mouth  hath  itched  al  this  longe  day ; 
'J'jvat  is  a  figne  of  luffing  at  the  Idfte  ! 
All  night  me  mette  eke  I  was  at  a  fefle  : 
Therforc  1  wol  go  llepe  an  houre  or  twey. 
And  all  the  night  than  wol  I  wake  and  pky. 

Whan  that  the  iirfle  cock  hath  crowe,  anon 
Up  rill  this  joly  lover  Abfolon, 
And  him  arayeth  gay,  at  point  devife ; 
But  firfl  he  cheweth  grein  and  licorife. 
To  fmellen  fote  or  he  had  fpoke  with  here. 
Under  his  ionge  a  trewe  love  he  here, 
For  therby  wend  he  to  ben  gracious. 
He  cometh  to  the^carpenteres  hous, 
And  ftill  he  ftant  under  the  fhot  window ; 
Unto  his  breft  it  raught,  it  was  fo  low  ; 
And  foft  he  cougheth  Vv'ith  a  femifoun. 

What  do  ye,  honycombe,  fwete  Alifoun, 
My  faire  bird,  my  fwete  finamiome  ! 
Awaketh,  lemman  min,  and  fpeketh  to  me. 
Ful  litel  thinken  ye  upon  my  wo. 
That  for  your  love  1  fwete  ther  as  I  go. 
No  wonder  is  though  that  I  fwclte  and  fwete, 
I  mourne  as  doth  a  lamb  after  the  tete. 
Ywis,  lemman,  1  have  fwiche  love  longing 
That  like  a  turtel  trewe  is  my  mourning. 
I  may  not  ete  no  more  than  a  maid. 

Go  fro  the  window,  jacke  fool,  fhe  faid  : 
As  helpe  me  God  it  wol  not  be,  compame. 
I  love  another,  or  clles  I  were  to  blame, 
Wei  bet  than  thee  by  Jefu,  Abfolon. 
Go  forth  thy  way,  or  I  wol  caft  a  fton  ; 
And  let  me  flepe  ;  a  twenty  divel  way. 

Alas !  (quod  Abfolon)  and  wala  wa  ! 
That  trewe  love  was  ever  fo  yvel  befettc  : 
Than  kiffe  me,  fin  that  it  may  be  no  bette, 
For  Jefus  love,  and  for  the  love  of  me. 

Wilt  thou  than  go  thy  way  therwith  ?  quod  fhe. 
Ya  certes,  lemm.an,  quod  this  Abfolon. 
Than  make  thee  redy,  (quod  fhe)  I  come  anon. 

This  Abfolon  doun  fet  him  on  his  knees, 
And  faide,  I  am  a  lord  at  all  degrees  : 
For  after  this  I  hope  ther  cometh  more ; 
Xemman,  thy  grace,  and,  fwete  bird  !  thyn  ore. 

The  windov.'  ihe  undoth,  and  that  in  hafte. 
Have  don,  (quod  flie)  come  of,  and  fpede  theefafte, 
iiefl  that  our  neighboures  thee  efpie. 

This  Abfolon  gan  wipe  his  mouth  ful  drie. 
Derke  was  the  night  as  pitch  or  as  the  cole, 
And  at  the  window  fhe  put  out  hire  hole. 
And  Abfolon  him  felle  ne  bet  ne  wers. 
But  with  his  mouth  he  kill  hire  naked  ers 
Ful  favorly,  er  he  was  ware  of  this. 

Abak  he  flerte,  and  thought  it  was  amis, 
Tor  wel  he  wift  a  woman  hath  no  herd. 
Jle  felt  a  thing  all  rowe^  and  long  yhexJ, 
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And  faide,  Fy,  alas !  what  'have  1  do  ? 

Te  he,  quod  Ihe,  and  clapt  the  window  td  f 
And  Abfolon  goth  forth  a  fory  pas. 

A  herd,  a  herd  !  faid  Hendy  Nicholas ; 
By  Goddes  coffus  this  goth  faire  and  wel. 

This  fely  Abfolon  herd  every  del. 
And  on  his  lippe  he  gan  for  anger  bite. 
And  to  himfelf  he  faid  1  fhal  thee  quite. 
Who  rubbeth  nov/,  who  froteth  now  his  lippe'g 
:    With  duft,  with  fend,  with  ftraw,  with  cloth,  witfe 
But  Abfolon  f  that  faith  full  oft  Alas !       (chlppes. 
My  foule  betake  i  unto  Sathands 
But  me  were  lever  than  all  this  toun  (quod  hej 
Of  this  defpit  awroken  for  to  be. 
Alas  !  alas  !  that  I  ne  had  yblent. 
His  bote  love  is  cold  and  all  yqueint ; 
For  fro  that  time  that  he  had  kifl  hire  erS 
Of  paramours  ne  raught  he  not  a  kers. 
For  he  was  heled  of  his  nialadie  ;  "• 

Ful  often  paramours  he  gan  defie. 
And  v/epe  as  doth  a  child  that  is  ybete, 
A  fofte  pas  he  went  him  over  the  ilrete 
Until  a  fmith  man  callen  Dan  Oerveis, 
That  in  his  forge  fmithed  plow-harnels  ; 
He  iliarpeth  fhare  and  cultre  befdy. 
This  Abfolon  knocketh  all  efdy. 
And  faid.  Undo,  Gerveis,  and  that  anon; 

What,  who  art  thou  ?  It  am  I  Abfolon. 
What,  Abfolon  ?  what,  Chriftes  fwete  tre, 
Why  rife  ye  fo  rath  .'  ey  benedicite! 
What  eileth  you  ?  fome  gay  girle,  God  it  wot^*. 
Hath  brought  you  thus  upon  the  viretote  : 
By  Seint  Neote  ye  wote  wel  wliat  I  mene. 

This  Abfolon  ne  raughte  not  a  bene 
Of  all  his  play ;  no  word  again  he  yaf : 
He  hadde  more  tawe  on  his  diftaf 
Than  Gerveis  knew,  and  faide,  Frend  fo  dere^ 
That  bote  culter  in  the  cheminee  here 
As  lene  it  me,  I  have  therwith  to  don  ; 
I  wol  it  bring  again  to  thee  ful  fone. 

Gerveis  anfwered,  Certes  were  it  gold,- 
Or  in  a  poke  nobles  all  untold. 
Thou  fhuldefl:  it  have,  as  I  am  trewe  fmith. 
Ey,  Criftes  foot,  what  wol  ye  dop  therwith  ?^ 
Therof,  quod  Abfolon,  be  as  be  may, 
I  fiial  wel  tellen  thee  another  day ; 
And  caught  the  culter  by  the  colde  ftek. 
Ful  foft  out  at  the  dore  he  gan  to  ftele. 
And  went  unto  the  carpenteres  wall ; 
He  coughed  firft,  and  knocked  therwithall 
Upon  the  window,  right  as  he  did  er. 
This  Alifon  anfwered,  Who  is  ther 
That  knocketh  fo  ?  I  warrant  him  a  thefe. 

Nay,  nay,  (quod  he)  God  wot,  my  fwete  lefc^ 
I  am  tliin  Abfolon,  thy  dereling. 
Of  gold  (quod  he)  I  have  thee  brought  a  ring! 
My  niother  yave  it  me,  fo  God  mc  fave, 
Ful  fine  it  is,  and  therto  wel  ygfave  ; 
This  wol  I  yeven  thee  if  thou  me  kiffe. 

This  Nicholas  was  rifen  for  to  piffe,  ' 

And  thought  he  wolde  amenden  all  the  jape. 
He  fiiulde  kiffe  his  ers  er  that  he  fcape^ 
And  up  the  window  did  he  haftily, 
And  out  his  ers  he  putteth  privily 
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wvef  the  tuttok,  tc  the  hanche  bon ; 

And  tlierwith  fpake  this  clerk,  this  Abfolon, 

Speke  fwete  bird,  I  n'ot  not  wher  thou  aft. 

This  Nicholas  anon  let  fieen  a  fart 
As  gret  as  it  had  been  a  thonder  dint, 
That  with  the  ftroke  he  was  wel  nle  yblint  j 
And  he  was  redy  with  his  yren  bote, 
And  Nicholas  amid  the  ers  he  fmote. 

OfFgoth  the  fcinne  an  hondbrede  al  aboute.' 
The  hote  culter  brenned  fo  his  toute, 
That  for  the  fatert  he  wened  for  to  die; 
As  he  were  wood  for  \vo  he  gan  to  Crie 
Helpe,  water,  water  !  help  for  Goddes  herte  ! 

I'his  carpenter  out  of  his  ilumber  flerte, 
And  herd  on  crie  Water  as  he  were  wood. 
And  thought,  alas !  now  cometh  Noes  floocj. 
He  fet  him  up-withouten  worde.s  mo, 
And  with  his  axe  he  fmote  the  cord  at  wo. 
And  doun  goth  ail ;  he  fond  neyther,  to  feiie 
Ne  breed  ne  ale  til  he  came  to  the  feWe, 
Upon  the  fiore,  and  ther  afwoune  he  lay. 

Up  fterten  Alifon  and  Nicholay, 
And  crieden.  Out  and  harrow  !  in  the  flrete. 

The  neigheboures  bothe  fniale  and  grete 
In  rannen  for  to  gauren  on  this  man, 
That  yet  afwonne  lay  bpthe  pale  and  wan, 
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■■  For  with  the  fall  he  brofcen  hath  his  nrm. 

[  But  ftonden  he  muft  unto  his  owen  harm. 
For  Yi'han  he  fpake  he  was  anon  bore  doun 
With  Hendy  Nicholas  ana  Aiifbun. 
'J  hey  tolden  every  m^n  that  he  was  wood. 
He  was  agaftc  fo  of  Noes  flood 
1  hurgh  fantafie,  that  of  his  vanitee 
He  had  ybought  him  kneding  tubbes  three. 
And  had  hem  honged  in  the  roof  above, 
And  that  he  praled  hern  for  Goddes  love 
To  fitten  in  the  roof /ar  compagn'w. 

The  folk  gan  laughen  at  his  fantafie. 
?nto  the  roof  they  kykenand  they  gape. 
And  turned  all  his  harm  into  a  jape. 
For  what  fo  that  this  carpenter  anfwerd 
It  was  for  nought,  no  man  his  refon  herd* 
With  cthes  gret  he  was  fo  fworne  adciin 
That  he  was  holdea  Vvrfiod  in  all  the  toun,' 
For  everich.  clerk  anon  right  held  withcthei-K 
l~hcy  faid  the  man  was  wood,  my  lere  brotherj 
And  every  wight  gari  laughen  at  this  fl.rif. 

Thus  fwived  was  the  carpenteres  wif 
For  all  his  keping  and  his  jaloufie. 
And  Abfolon  hath  kift  hire  nether  eye, 
And  Nicholas  is  fcalded  in  the  toute. 
I  This  Tale  is  don,  and  God  fave  all  the  route. 
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THE    REVES    PROLOGUE. 


W  HAN  folk  han  laughed  at  this  nice  cas 

Of  Abfolon  and  Hendy  Nicholas, 

Diverfe  folk  diverfely  they  faide. 

But  for  the  more  part  they  lought  and  plaide  ; 

Ke  at  this  Tale  I  faw  no  nian  greve 

But  it  were  only  Ofewold  the  Reve  : 

Becaufe  he  was  of  carpenteres  craft 

A  litel  ire  is  in  his  herte  ylaft ; 

He  gan  to  grutch  and  blamen  it  a  lite, 

Se  the  ik,  qued  he,  ful  wel  coude  I  him  quite 

With  hlerJrig  of  a  proude  milleres  eye, 

If  that  me  lift  to  fpeke  of  ribaudrie. 

But  ik  am  olde  ;  me  lift  not  play  for  age  ; 

Gras  time  is  don,  my  foddre  is  now  forage  : 

This  white  top  writeth  mine  old  yeres  ; 

Min  herte  is  alfo  moulded  as  min  heres ; 

But  if  I  fare  as  doth  an  open  ers, 

That  ilke  fruit  is  ever  lenger  the  wers 

Til  it  be  roten  in  muUok  or  in  ftre. 

We  olde  men,  I  drede,  fo  faren  we  ; 
Til  we  be  roten  can  -^e  not  be  ripe  ; 
We  hoppe  alvvay  while  that  the  world  wol  pipe  ; 
For  in  car  will  ther  ftiketh  ever  a  nayl. 
To  have  an  hore  hed  and  a  grene  tayl, 
As  hath  a  leke  ;  for  though  our  might  be  gon 
Our  will  defireth  folly  ever  in  on  ; 
For  whan  we  may  not  don  than  wol  we  fpeken, 
Yet  in  our  aflien  cold  is  fire  yreken. 

Four  gledes  han  we  which  I  flial  devife, 
Avaunfing,  lying,  anger,  and  covetife  ; 
Thefe  foure  fpai-kes  longen  unto  elde  ; 
Our  olde  limes  mow  wel  ben  unwelde, 
But  will  ne  Ihall  not  faillen  that  is  fothe  : 
And  yet  have  I  alway  a  cokes  tothe. 
As  many  a  yere  as  it  paffed  henne 
Sin  that  my  tappe  of  lif  began  to  ximie  : 


For  fikerly  whan  I  was  borne  anon  _ 
Deth  drow  the  tappe  of  lif  and  let  it  gon ; 
And  eve^  fith  hath  fo  the  tappe  yronne. 
Til  that  ahnoft  all  empty  is  the  tonne  ; 
The  ftretne  of  lif  now  droppeth  on  the  chimbe*. 
The  fely  tonge  may  wel  ringe  and  chimbe 
Of  wretchednefTe  that  paffed  is  ful  yore  : 
With  olde  folk  fave  dotage  is  no  more. 

Whan  that  our  Hofte  had  herd  this  fermoning^. 
He  gan  to  fpeke  as  lordly  as  a  king. 
And  fayde,  What  amounteth  all  this  wit  ? 
What,  fhall  we  fpeke  all  day  of  holy  writ  ? 
The  devil  made  a  Reve  for  to  preche, 
Or  of  a  foutei  a  fhipman  or  a  leche. 

Say  forth  thy  Tale,  andtary  not  the  time  ; 
Lo  Depeford,  and  it  is  half  way  prime  : 
Lo  Grenewich,  ther  many  a  fhrew  is  inne  : 
It  were  al  time  thy  Tale  to  begiane. 

Now,  fires,  quod  this  Ofewold  the  Reve, 
I  pray  you  alle  that  ye  not  you  greve 
Though  I  anfwere,  andfomdelfet  hishowve. 
For  leful  is  with  force  force  off  to  fhowve. 

This  dronken  Miller  hath  ytold  us  here 
How  that  begiled  ^Vas  a  carpentere, 
Paraventure  in  fcorne,  for  I  am  on ; 
And  by  your  leve  I  flial  him  quite  anon  : 
Right  in  his  cherles  termes  wol  I  fpeke ; 
I  pray  to  God  his  necke  mote  to  breke. 
He  can  wel  in  min  eye  feen  a  ftalk, 
But  in  his  owen  he  cannot  feen  a  balk. 


#  Kime,  Tcut.  means  the  prominency  of  the  (laves  be- 
yoTid  the  head  of  the  barrel.  The  imagery  is  ?ery  exa<* 
and  beautiful, 
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At  Trohipington,  not  fer  fro  Cantebrigge, 

Irher  goth  a  brook,  and  over  that  a  brigge. 

Upon  the  whiche  brook  ther  ftont  a  melle  ; 

And  this  is  veray  fothe  that  I  you  telle. 

A  miller  was  ther  dwelling  many  a  day. 

As  any  peacock  he  was  proude  and  gay  ; 

Pipen  he  coude,  and  iiftie,  and  nettes  bete, 

And  tumen  cuppes,  and  wraftlen  wel  and  fliete. 

Ay  by  his  belt  he  bare  a  long  pavade, 

And  of  a  fwerd  ful  trenchant  was  the  blade  : 

A  joly  popper  bare  he  in  his  pouche. 

Ther  n'as  no  man  for  peril  dorft  him  touche. 

A  Shefeld  thwitel  bare  he  in  his  hofe  : 

Round  was  his  face,  and  camufe  was  his  noie  : 

As  pilled  as  an  ape  was  his  IkuU  : 

He  was  a  market-beter  at  the  full, 

Ther  dorfte  no  wight  hond  upon  him  legge, 

"Irhat  he  ne  fwore  he  fhuld  anon  abegge. 

A  thtfe  he  was  forfoth  of  corne  and  mele, 
And  that  a  flie,  and  ufant  for  to  ftele  : 
His  name  wasj^oten  De'inous  Simekin  f . 
A  wif  he  hadde  comen  of  noble  kin  : 
The  perfon  of  the  toun  hire  father  was  : 
With  hire  he  yaf  ful  many  a  panne  of  bras 
For  that  Simkin  fliuld  in  his  blood  allie  j 
She  was  yfoflered  in  a  nonnerie  ; 
For  Simkin  wolde  no  wif,  as  he  fayde. 
But  flie  were  wel  ynouriflied  and  a  mayde, 
To  faven  his  eftat  of  yemanrie  : 
And  flie  was  proud  a;nd  pert  as  is  a  pie. 
A  ful  faire  fight  was  it  upon  hem  two. 
On  holy  dayes  beforne  hire  wold  he  go 
With  his  tipet  ybounde  about  his  bed. 
And  flie  came  after  in  a,gite  of  red. 
And  Simkin  hadde  hofen  of  the  fame. 
Ther  dorfte  no  wight  clepen  her  but  Dame  : 

*  Denyfe  Simkin,  the  miller  of  Trompington,  deceiveth 
two  clarfces  of  Soller's  hall  in  eambriclRC  in  ftealinj;  their 
*orn,  but  theyfe  manage  their  matters  that  they  revenge 
the  wrong  to  the  full.  This  Tale  is  imitated  from  Boccace, 
Novel  the  6th,  Day  the  s>th.— This  youmay  pa'fs  over  if 
you  pleafe.    Urry. 

f  His  name  was  Simon,  of  which  Simekin  is  the  dimi- 
nutive, and  from  his  difdainful  infolent  manners  he  had 
acquired  the  iurn^mc  of  Ominous,  juft  as  Nicholas,  in  the 
fOrrner  tale,  was  cleped  Hendy  from  the  very  oppolite  be- 
haviour. A  great  numbsr  of  our  furnames  have  been 
derived  from  qualities  of  the  mind,  and  it  is  reafonable 
to  fuppofe  that  at  the  beginning  thev  were  mjerely  per- 
fonal,  like  what  we  call  nicknames.  It  is  probable  that 
the  ufe  of  hereditary  furnames  was  not.  even  in  Chaucer's 
iiine  fully  eftal^lilhed  among  the  lower  claffcs  of  people. 


Was  non  fo  hardy,  that  went  by  the  way, 
That  with  hire  dorfl:e  rage  or  ones  play, 
But  if  he  wolde  be  flain  of  Simikin 
With  pavade,  or  with  knif  or  bodekin  ; 
(For  jalous  folk  beft  perilous  evermo, 
Algate  they  wold  hir  wives  wenden  fo.) 
And  eke,  for  flie  was  fomdel  fmoterlich, 
She  was  as  digne  as  water  in  a  dich. 
And  al  fo  ful  of  hoker  and  of  bifmare. 
Hire  thoughte  that  a  ladie  fliuld  hire  fpartf, 
What  for  hire  kinrede  and  hire  nortelrie 
That  flie  had  lerned  in  the  nonnerie. 

A  doughter  hadden  they  betwix  hem  tw6 
Of  twenty  yere,  withouten  any  mo. 
Saving  a  child  that  was  of  half  yere  age  ^ 
In  cradle  it  lay,  and  was  a  propre  page. 
This  wenche  thicke  and  wel  ygrowen  was; 
With  camufe  nofe  and  eyen  grey  as  glas ; 
With  buttokes  brbde,  and  breftes  round  and  hie, 
But  right  faire  wais  hir  here,  I  wol  not  lie. 

The  perfon  of  the  toun,  for  flie  was  faire. 
In  purpos  was  to  maken  hire  his  haire 
Both  of  his  catel  and  of  his  mefuage. 
And  ftrange  he  made  it  of  hire  mariage. 
His  purpos  was  for  to  beftow  hire  hie 
Into  fome  worthy  blood  of  anceftrie. 
For  holy  chirches  good  mote  ben  defpended 
On  holy  chirches  blood  that  is  defcended  ; 
Therfore  he  Wolde  his  holy  blood  hon6ure 
Though  that  he  holy  chirche'fliuld  devoure. 

Gret  foken  hath  this  miller  out  of  ddute 
With  whete  and  mak  of  all  the  land  aboute, 
And  namely  ther  was  a  gret  college 
Men  clep  the  Soler  hall  at  Cantebrege, 
Ther  was  hir  whete  and  eke  hir  make  yground. 
And  on  a  day  it  happed  in  a  ftound 
Sike  lay  the  manciple  on  a  maladie,- 
Men  wenden  wifly  that  he  fliulde  die  ; 
For  which  this  miller  ftale  both  mele  and  Cora 
An  hundred  times  more  than  beforn. 
For  therbeforn  he  fiale  but  curteifly, 
But  now  he  was  a  thefe  outrageoufly, , 
For  which  the  wardein  chidde  and  made  fare, 
But  thcrof  fet  the  miller  not  a  tare ; 
He  craked  boft,  and  fwore  it  n'as  not  fo, 

Than  were  ther  yonge  poure  fcolores  two 
That  dwelten  in  the  halle  of  which  I  fay  ; 
Teftif  thejf  were,  aod  lufl;y'  for  to  play. 
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And  only  for  hir  mlrtli  and  revelrie 

Upon  the  wardein  befily  they  crie 

To  yeve  hem  leve  but  a  little  ftound 

I'o  gon  to  mille  and  feen  hir  corn  yground  j 

And  hardily  they  dorften  lay  hir  necke 

The  miller  fhuld  not  ftele  hem  half  a  pecke 

Of  corn  by  fleighte,  ne  by  force  him  reve. 

And  at  the  laft  the  wardein  yave  hem  leve. 
John  highte  that  on,  and  Alein  highte  that  other  : 
Of  a  toun  were  they  born  that  highte  Strother,    . 
Fer  in  the  north,  I  cannot  tellen  where. 

This  Alcin  maketh  redy  all  his  gere. 
And  on  a  horsthe  fak  he  call  anon  '. 
Forth  goth  Alein  the  clerk,  and  alfo  John, 
With  good  fwerd  and  with  bokeler  by  hir  fide. 
John  knew  the  way,  him  neded  not  no  guide, 
And  at  the  mille  the  fak  adoun  he  laith. 

Alein  fpake  firft;  All  haile,  Simond,  in  faith, 
How  fares  thy  faire  daughter  and  thy  wif  ? 

Alein,  welcome  (quod  Simkin),  by  my  lif. 
And  John  alfo.   How  now,  what  do  ye  here  ? 
By  God,  Simond  (quod  John),  nede  has  no  pere  ; 
Him  behoves  ferve  himl'elf  that  has  na  fwain. 
Or  elles  he  is  a  fool,  as  clerkes  fain. 
Our  manciple  I  hope  he  wol  be  ded, 
Swa  wcrkes  ay  the  vv^anges  in  his  hed  ; 
And  therfore  is  I  come,  and  eke  Alein, 
To  grind  our  corn  and  cary  it  hanie  agein  ; 
I  pray  you  fpede  us  henen  that  ye  may. 

It  ihal  be  don  (quod  Simkin)  by  my  fay. 
What  wol  ye  don  while  that  it  is  in  hand  ? 
By  God,  right  by  the  hopper  wol  1  ftand, 
(Quod  John)  and  feen  how  that  the  corn  gas  in  ; 
Yet  faw  I  never  by  my  fader  kin 
How  that  the  hopper  v/agges  til  and  fra. 

Alein  anfwered,  John,  and  wolt  thou  fwa  ? 
Than  wol  I  be  benethe  by  my  croun. 
And  fee  how  that  the  mele  failes  adoun 
In  til  the  trogh ;  that  Ihal  be  my  difport  ; 
For,  John,  in  faith  I  may  ben  of"  your  fort : 
I  is  a&  ill  a  miller  as  is  ye. 

This  miller  fmilcd  at  hir  nicetee. 
And  thought  all  this  n'is  don  but  for  a  wile. 
They  wenen  that  no  man  may  hem  begile. 
But  by  my  thrift  yet  flial  I  blere  hir  eie 
For  all  the  fleighte  in  hir  philofophie. 
The  more  queinte  knakkes  that  they  make. 
The  more  wol  I  ftele  wlian  that  I  take. 
In  ftede  of  flour  yet  wol  I  yeve  hem  bren. 
The  greteft  clerkes  ben  not  the  wiieft  men. 
As  whilonl  to  the  wolf  thus  fpake  the  mare  : 
Of  all  hir  art  ne  count  I  not  i  tare. 

Out  at  the  dore  he  goth  ful  prively 
Whan  that  he  faw  his  time  foftely. 
He  lokethup  and  doun,  til  he  hath  found 
The  clerkes  hors  ther  as  he  ftood  ybound 
^Behind  the  mille  under  a  levefell, 
And  to  the  hors  Jie  goth  him  faire  and  well, 
And  flripeth  of  the  bridel  right  anon. 

And  whan  the  hors  was  laus  he  gan  to  gon 
Toward  the  fen  ther  wilde  mares  rennc. 
And  forth  with  wehee  thurgh  thick  and  thinne. 
This  miller  goth  aga'n,  no  word  he  faid, 
3ut  doth  his  note,  and  with  thcfe  ckrkes  plaid, 


Till  that  hir  corn  was  faire  and  wel  ygronrK?, 
And  whan  the  mele  is  facked  and  ybound. 
This  John  goth  out  and  fint  his  hors  away. 
And  gan  to  crie  Harow  and  wala  wa ! 
Our  hors  is  lofl:'!  Alein,  for  Goddes  banes 
Step  on  thy  feet ;  come  of,  man,  al  at  anes  ; 
Alas  [  our  v/ardein  has  his  palfrey  lorn. 

This  Alein  al  forgat  both  mele  and  corn  ; 
Al  was  out  of  his  mind  his  hufbandrie  : 
What,  whilke  way  is  he  gon  ?  he  gan  to  crie. 

The  wif  came  leping  inward  at  a  renne  ; 
She  fayd,  Alas  !  youre  hors  goth  to  the  fenne 
With  wilde  mares  as  fafl  as  he  may  go. 
Unthank  come  on  his  hand  that  bond  him  fo^ 
And  he  that  better  flmld  have  knit  the  rein. 

Alas  !  (quod  John)  Alein,  for  Criftes  pein 
Lay  doun  thy  fwerd,  and  I  fhal  min  alfwa  ; 
I  is  ful  wight,  God  wate,  as  is  a  ra. 
By  Goddes  faule  he  fliall  not  fcape  us  bathe. 
Why  ne  had  thou  put  the  capel  in  the  lathe  ? 
Ill  haile,  Alein,  by  God  thou  is  a  fonne. 

Thefe  fely  clerkes  han  ful  faft  yronne 
Tov/ard  the  fen,  bothe  Alein  and  eke  John  *' 
And  whan  the  miller  faw  that  they  were  go^a 
He  half  a  bufiiel  of  hir  flour  hath  take. 
And  bad  his  wif  go  knede  it  in  a  cake. 
He  fayd,  I  trow  the  clerkes  were  aferde  : 
Yet  can  a  miller  make  a  clerkes  berde 
For  all  his  art.    Ye,  let  hem  gon  hir  way. 
Lo  wher  they  gon.    Ye,  let  the  children  play  ; 
They  get  him  not  fo  lightly  by  my  croun. 
Thefe  fely  clerkes  rennen  up  and  doun 
With  Kepe.kepe  ;  Stand,  ftand;  jofia,  wardererc. 
Ga  whiftle  thou,  and  I  flial  kepe  him  here. 
But  ftiortly,  till  that  it  was  veray  night 
They  coude  not,  though  they  did  afl  hir  might, 
Hir  capel  catch,  he  ran  alway  fo  faft, 
Til  in  a  diche  they  caught  him  at  the  laft. 

Wery  and  wet,  as  beftes  in  the  rain, 
Cometh  fely  John,  and  with  him  cometh  Aleis; 
Alas  (quod  John)  the  day  that  I  was  borne  ! 
Now  are  we  driven  til  hething  and  til  fcorne. 
Our  corn  is  ftolne,  men  wol  us  founes  calle. 
Both  the  wardein  and  eke  our  felawes  alle. 
And  namely  the  miller,  wala  wa  ! 

Thus  plaineth  John  -^s  he  goth  by  the  way 
Toward  the  mille,  and  Bayard  in  his  hond. 
The  miller  fitting  by  the  fire  he  fond. 
For  it  was  night,  and  forther  might  they  nough^ 
But  for  the  love  of  God  they  him  befought 
Oi  heiberwe  and  of  efe,  as  for  hir  peny. 

The  miller  faide  agen,  If  ther  be  any, 
Swiche  as  it  is  yet  fiiall  ye  have  your  part. 
Myn  houfe  is  ftreit,but  ye  harve  lerned  art  f 
Ye  can  by  arguments  maken  a  place 
A  mile  brode  of  twenty  foot  of  fpace. 
Let  fee  now  if  this  place  may  fuffice. 
Or  make  it  roume  with  fpeche,  as  is  your  gife. 
Now,  Simond  (faid  this  John),  by  Seint  Cuthberii 
Ay  is  thou  mery,  and  that  is  faire  anfwerd. 
I  have  herd  fay  man  fal  take  of  twa  thinges, 
Slike  as  he  findes,  or  Hike  as  he  bringes. 
But  fpecially  I  pray  thee,  hofte  dere, 
Gai-  us  have  mete  aad  driiike,  and  make  us  che??, 
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And  wc  fal  paicn  trcwely  at  the  full : 
With  empty  hand  men  may  na  haukes  tuU. 
Lo  here  our  filver  redy  for  to  fpend. 

This  miller  to  the  toun  his  doughter  fend 
For  ale  and  bred,  and  rofled  hem  a  goos, 
And  bond  hir  hors  he  fliuld  no  more  go  loos, 
And  in  his  owen  chambre  hem  made  a  bedde, 
With  ftietes  and  with  chalons  faire  yfpredde, 
Nat  from  his  owen  bed  ten  foot  or  twelve  ; 
His  doughter  had  a  bed  all  by  hire  felve, 
Right  in  the  fame  chambre  by  and  by  : 
It  mighte  be  no  bet,  and  caufe  why, 
Ther  was  no  roumer  herberwe  in  the  place. 
They  foupen,  and  they  fpeken  of  folace. 
And  drinken  ever  ftrong  ale  at  the  beft. 
Abouten  midnight  wente  they  to  refl:, 

Wei  hath  this  miller  vernifhed  his  bed. 
Fill  pale  he  was,  for-dronken,  and  nought  red. 
He  yoxeth,and  he  fpeketh  thurgh  the  nofe. 
As  he  were  on  the  quakke  or  on  the  pofe. 
To  bed  he  goth,  and  with  him  goth  his  wif ; 
As  any  jay  flie  light  was  and  jolif ; 
So  was  hire  joly  v/hifUe  wel  ywette. 
The  cradel  at  hire  beddes  feet  was  fette 
To  rocken,  and  to  yeve  the  child  to  fouke. 
And  whan  that  dronken  was  all  in  the  crouke 
To  bedde  went  the  daughter  right  anon. 
To  bedde  goth  Alein  and  alfo  John. 
Ther  n'as  no  more ;  nedeth  hem  no  dv/ale. 
This  miller  hath  fo  -willy  bibbed  ale, 
Th;t  as  an  hors  he  fnorteth  in  his  flepe, 
J>Ie  of  his  tail  behind  he  toke  no  kepe. 
His  wif  bare  him  a  burdon  a  ful  ilrong. 
Men  might  hir  routing  heren  a  furlong. 
The  wenche  routeth  eke  far  compagnie. 

Alein  the  clerk,  that  herd  this  melodie, 
He  poketh  John,  and  fayde,  Slepeft  thou  ? 
Herdefl:  thou  ever  flike  a  fong  er  now  ? 
Lo  whillce  a  complin  is  ymell  hem  alle  ; 
A  wilde  fire  upon  hir  bodies  falle, 
Wha  herkned  ever  flike  a  ferly  thing  ? 
Ye,  they  fhall  have  the  flour  of  yvel  ending. 
This  lange  night  ther  tides  me  no  refte  ; 
But  yet  na  force,  all  flial  be  for  the  beite. 
For,  John  (fayd  he),  as  ever  mote  I  thrive. 
If  that  I  may  yon  wenche  wol  I  fwive. 
Som  efement  has  lawe  yfhapen  us ; 
For,  John,  ther  is  a  lawe  that  faieth  thus. 
That  if  a  man  in  o  point  be  agreved 
That  in  another  flie  fhal  be  releved. 
Our  corn  is  ftolne,  fothly  it  is  na  nay. 
And  we  ban  had  an  yvel  fit  to-day ; 
And  fin  I  fhal  have  nan  amendement 
Again  my  lofie  I  wol  have  an  efement : 
By  Goddes  faule  it  Ihal  nan  other  be. 

This  John  anfwered,  Alein,  avife  thee ; 
The  miller  is  a  perilous  man,  he  fayde. 
And  if  that  he  out  of  his  flepe  abraide, 
He  mighte  don  us  bathe  a  vilanie. 
Alein  anfwered,  I  count  him  nat  a  flie. 
And  up  he  rift,  and  by  the  wenche  he  crept. 
This  wenche  lay  upright,  and  fafte  flept, 
Til  he  fo  nigh  was,  er  flie  might  efpie, 
'Xtat  it  ba(^  b(j«  ^o  late  for  to  crie  : 


And  fliortly  for  to  fay,  they  were  at  on. 
Now  play  Alein,  for  I  wol  fpeke  of  John. 

This  John  lith  ftill  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
And  to  himfelf  he  maketh  routh  and  wo, 
Alas  !  (quod  he)  this  is  a  wicked  jape  ; 
Now  may  I  fay  that  I  is  but  an  ape. 
Yet  has  my  felaw  fomwhat  for  his  harme  ; 
He  has  the  millers  doughter  in  Iris  arme  : 
He  auntred  him,  and  hath  his  nedes  fpedde, 
And  I  lae  as  a  draf  fak  in  my  bedde  ; 
And  whan  this  jape  is  tald  another  day 
i  flial  be  balden  a  daffe  or  a  cokenay : 
I  wol  arife  and  auntre  it  by  my  fay  ; 
Unhardy  is  unfely,  thus  men  fay. 

And  up  he  rofe,  and  foftely  he  went 
Unto  the  cradel,  and  in  his  hand  it  hent, 
And  bare  it  foft  unto  his  beddes  fete. 
Sone  after  this  the  v/if  hire  routing  lete, 
And  gan  awake,  and  went  hire  out  to  pifle, 
And  came  again,  and  gan  the  cradel  miffe. 
And  groped  here  and  ther,  but  flie  fond  noij.. 
Alas  (quod  flie)  I  I  had  almoft  mifgon ; 
I  had  almofl:  gon  to  the  clerkes  bedde  : 
Ey  henedkiti !  than  had  I  foule  yfpedde. 
And  forth  flie  goth  til  flie  the  cradel  fond. 
She  gropeth  alway  forther  with  hire  bond. 
And  fond  the  bed,  and  thoughte  nat  but  good, 
Becaufe  that  the  cradel  by  it  flood. 
And  n'ifte  wher  flie  was,  for  it  was  derk, 
But  faire  and  wel  flie  crept  in  by  the  clerk. 
And  lith  ful  ftill,  and  v/old  ban  caught  a  flepe, 
V/ithin  a  while  this  John  the  clerk  up  lepe^ 
And  on  this  goode  wif  he  laieth  on  lore ; 
So  mery  a  fit  ne  had  flie  nat  ful  yore: 
He  priketh  liard  and  depe  as  he  were  mad. 

This  joly  lii  Iiaii  thefe  two  clerkes  lad 
Til  that  the  thridde  cok  began  to  fing. 
Alein  wex  werie  in  the  morwening. 
For  he  had  iwonken  all  the  longe  night, 
And  fayd,  Farevicel,  Malkin,  my  fwete  wight  - 
The  day  is  come,  I  may  no  longer  bide, 
But  evermo  wher  fo  I  go  or  ride 
I  is  thin  awen  clerk,  fo  have  I  hcle. 
Now,  dere  lemnian,  quod  flie,  go,  farewele; 
But  or  thou  go,  o  thing  I  wol  thee  tell. 
Whan  that  thou  wendeft  homeward  by  the  meJj, 
Right  at  the  entree  of  the  dore  behind 
Thou  flialt  a  cake  of  half  a  bulhel  find 
That  was  ymaked  of  thin  owen  mele. 
Which  that  I  haipe  my  fader  for  to  ftele  : 
And,  goode  lemman,  God  thee  fave  and  kepe. 
And  with  that  word  fiie  gan  almoft  to  wepe. 

Alein  uprift,  and  thought  er  that  it  daw, 
I  wol  go  crepen  in  by  my  felaw  ;        * 
And  fond  the  cradel  at  his  hand  anon. 
By  God,  thougkt  he,  all  wr^ang  I  have  mlfgoi)  i 
My  bed  is  tottie  of  my  fwink  to  night, 
That  maketh  m^e  that  I  go  nat  aright. 
I  wot  wel  by  the  cradel  I  have  mifgo ; 
Here  lith  the  miller  and  his  wif  alfo. 
And  forth  he  goth  a  twenty  divel  v/ay 
Unto  the  bed,  ther  as  the  miller  lay. 
He  wend  have  cropen  by  his  felaw  John. 
And  by  the  miller  ia  I^q  crept  anon. 
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And  caught  him  ty  the  nekke,  and  gan  him  ftiake, 
And  fayd,  Thou  John,  thou  fwinefhed,  awake 
For  Criftes  faule,  and  here  a  noble  game ; 
For  by  that  lord  that  called  is  Seint  Jame, 
As  I  have  thries  as  in  this  fliort  night 
Swived  the  millers  doughter  bolt  upright 
While  thou  haft  as  a  coward  ben  agaft. 

Ye,  falfe  harlot,  quod  the  miller,  haft  ? 
A,  falfe  traitour,  falfe  clerk  (quod  he), 
Thou  fhalt  be  ded  by  Godd^s  dignitee. 
Who  dorlte  be  fo  bold  to  difparage 
My  doughter,  that  is  come  of  fwiche  linage. 
And  by  the  throte-boUe  he  caught  Alein, 
And  he  hmi  hent  defpitoufly  again. 
An  d  on  the  nofe  he  fmote  him  with  his  fift  ; 
Dcun  ran  the  blody  ftreme  upon  his  breft  : 
And  in  rhe  Sore  with  nofe  and  mouth  to-broke 
They  walwe,  as  don  two  pigges  in  a  poke. 
And  up  they  gon,  and  doun  again  anon, 
Til  that  the  miller  fporned  at  a  fton. 
And  doun  he  fell  backward  upon  his  wif. 
That  wifte  nothing  of  this  nice  ftrif : 
For  ftie  was  fall  aflepe  a  litel  wight 
With  John  the  clerk,  that  waked  had  all  night, 
And  with  the  fall  out  of  hire  flepe  fhe  braide. 
Helpe,  holy  crofs  of  Bromeholme!  (fhe  fayde) 
In  manus  tuai,  Lord,  to  thee  1  call. 
Awake,  Simond,  the  fend  is  on  me  fall ; 
Myn  herte  is  broken ;  helpe ;  I  n'am  but  ded ; 
Ther  lith  on  up  my  wombe  and  up  myn  bed  : 
Kelpe,  Simkin,  for  the  falfe  clerkes  fight. 
This  John  ftert  up  as  fafl  as  ever  he  might, 


And  grafpeth  by  the  .walles  to  and  frg 
To  find  a  ftaf,  and  fhe  ftert  up  alfo. 
And  knew  the  eftres  bet  than  did  this  Johu^ 
And  by  the  wall  fhe  toke  a  ftaf  anon. 
And  faw  a  htel  Ihemering  of  a  light, 
For  at  an  hole  in  flione  the  mone  bright, 
And  by  that  light  ftie  faw  hem  bothe  two, 
But  fikerly  fhe  n'ifte  who  was  who. 
But  as  Ihe  faw  a  white  thing  in  hire  eye  ; 
And  whan  fhe  gan  this  white  thing  efpie 
She  wend  the  clerk  had  wered  a  volupere. 
And  with  the  ftaf  ftie  drow  ay  nere  and  nere, 
And  wend  ban  hit  this  Alein  atte  full. 
And  fmote  the  miller  on  the  pilled  IkuU, 
That  doun  he  goth,  and  cried,  Harrow  !  I  die. 
Thife  clerkes  bete  him  wel,  and  let  him  lie. 
And  greithen  hem,  and  take  hir  hors  anon. 
And  eke  hir  mele,  and  on  hir  way  they  goii ; 
And  at  the  mille  dore  eke  they  toke  hir  cake 
Of  half  a  bufliel  flour  ful  wel  ybake. 

Thus  is  the  proude  miller  wel  ybette. 
And  hath  yloft  the  grinding  of  the  whete, 
And  paid  for  the  fouper  every  del 
Of  Alein  and  of  John  that  bete  him  wel  ; 
His  wif  is  fwived  and  his  doughter  als ; 
Lo,  fwiche  it  is  a  miller  to  be  fals  : 
And  therfore  this  proverb  is  fayd  ful  fbth. 
Him  thar  not  winnen  wel  that  evil  doth ; 
A  gilour  ftial  himfelf  begiled  be ; 
And  God,  that  fiteth  hie  in  mageftee. 
Save  all  this  compagnie  gret  and  fmale. 
Thus  have  I  quit  the  miller  in  my  Tak;, 
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The  Coke  of  London,  while  the  Reve  fpake, 

For  joye  (him  thought)  he  clawed  him  on  the  bak  : 

A  ha  (quod  he)  for  Crlftes  paflion, 

This  iftiUer  had  a  fliarpe  conclufion 

Upon  this  argument  of  herbergage. 

Wei  fayde  Salomon  in  his  langage 

Ne  bring  not  every  man  into  thin  hous, 

For  herberwing  by  night  is  perilous. 

Wei  ought  a  man  avifed  for  to  be 

Whom  that  he  brought  into  his  privetee. 

I  pray  to  God  fo  yeve  me  forwe  and  care 

If  ever,  fithen  I  highte  Hodge  of  Ware, 

Herd  I  a  miller  bet  yfette  a-werk ; 

He  had  a  jape  of  malice  in  the  derk. 

But  God  forbede  that  we  ftinten  here. 
And  therfore  if  ye  vouchen  fauf  to  here 
A  Tale  of  me  that  am  a  poure  mai;, 
I  wol  you  tell  as  wel  as  ever  I  can 
A  litet  jape  that  fell  in  our  citee. 

Our  Hofte  anfwerd  and  fayde,  I  grant  it  thee  : 


Now  tell  on,  Roger,  and  loke  that  it  be  good. 
For  many  a  paftee  haft  thou  letten  blood, 
And  many  a  Jacke  of  Dover  haft  thou  fold 
That  hath  been  twies  hot  and  twies  cold  : 
Of  many  a  pilgrim  haft  thou  Criftes  curfe, 
For  of  thy  perfelee  yet  fare  they  the  werfe  j   . 
That  they  ban  eten  in  thy  ftoble  goos. 
For  in  thy  ihop  goth  many  a  flie  loos. 
Now  tell  on,  gentil  Roger  by  thy  name. 
But  yet  I  pray  thee  be  not  wroth  for  game  ; 
A  man  may  fay  ful  foth  in  game  and  play. 

Thou  fayft  ful  foth,  quod  Roger,  by  my  fay  ;■ 
But  foth  play  quadeffel,  as  the  Fleming  faith, 
And  therfore,  Herry  Bailly,  by  thy  faith 
Be  thou  not  wroth,  or  we  departen  here, 
Though  that  my  Tale  be  of  an  hoftelere  : 
But  natheles,  I  wol  not  telle  it  yet. 
But  er  we  part  ywis  thou  ftialt  be  quit. 
And  therwithal  he  lough  and  made  chere 
And  fayd  his  Tale,  as  ye  flial  after  here, 
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A  Prentis  whilom  dwelt  in  our  citee, 
And  of  a  craft  of  vitaillers  was  he  : 
Gaillard  he  was  as  goldfinch  in  the  fliawe, 
Bronne  as  a  bery,  a  propre  fhort  felawe, 
With  lokkes  blake  kembed  ful  fetifly  : 
Pancen  he  coude  fo  wel  aud  jolily, 
That  he  was  cleped  Perkin  Revelour : 
He  was  as  ful  of  love  and  paramour 
As  is  the  hive  ful  of  honey  fwete  ;   i 
Wel  was  the  wenche  with  him  mighte  mete. 

*  The  defcript:on  of  an  unthrifty  prentice  piven  to  dice, 
•women,  and  wine,  walling  thereby  hi8  raafter's  goods,  and 
mirchaling  to  himfelf  Newgate.  '1  he  molt  p3r^,ot  this  Ta;e 
'jsioA,  or  never  tiniiheU  by  Ure  Author. 


At  every  bridale  would  he  fing  and  hoppe  i 
He  loved  bet  the  taverne  than  the  Ihoppej 
For  whan  ther  any  riding  was  in  Chepe 
Out  of  the  Ihoppe  thider  wold  he  lepe. 
And  til  that  he  had  all  the  fight  yfein. 
And  danced  wel,  he  wold  not  come  agein  ; 
And  gadred  him  a  ineinie  of  his  fort 
To  hoppe  and  fing,  and  maken  fwiche  difport ' 
And  ther  they  fetten  ftevcn  for  to  mete 
To  plain  at  the  dice  in  fwiche  a  ftrete ; 
For  in  the  Toun  ne  was  ther  no  prentis 
That  fairer  coude  cafte  a  pair  of  dis 
Than  Perkin  coude,  and  thereto  he  was  frc 
Of  his  difpence,  in  place  of  privetee  ; 
C  iiij 
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That  fond  his  maiftef  wel  m  his  chaffere. 
For  often  time  he  fond  his  box  ful  bare. 

For  fothly  a  prentis,  a  revelour, 
That  haunteth  dis,  riot  and  paramour, 
His  maif!:er  Ihal  it  in  his  flioppe  abie, 
At  have  fie  no  part  of  tlie  minftralcie ; 
For  theft  and  riot  they  beri  convertible, 
Al  can  they  play  on  giterne  or  ribible. 
Revel  and  trouth,  as  in  a  low  degree. 
They  ben  ful  vvrroth  all  day,  as  men  may  fee. 

This  joly  prentis  with  his  maifter  abode, 
Til  he  was  neigh  but  of  his  prentifhode, 
Al  were  he  fnibbed  bothe  erly  and  late, 
And  fomtime  lad  with  revel  to  Newgate  : 
But  at  the  laft  his  maifter  him  bethought, 
Upor;  a  day  whan^he  his  paper  fought, 
Of  a  proverbe  tliat  faith  this  fame  ■wrotdj 
Wei  bet  is  rofen  appel  out  pf  hord         ' 


Than  that  it  rote  atle  the  veiuenaHtT- 

So  fareth  it  by  a  riotous  fervant ; 

It  is  wel  laffe  harm  to  let  him  pace 

Than  he  Ihende  all  the  fcrvants  in  the  place  : 

Therfore  his  maifter  yaf  him  a  quittance, 

And  had  him  go,  with  forwe  and  with  mefchahce^j 

And  thus  this  joly  prentis  had  his  leve : 

Now  let  him  riot  all  the  night  or  leve. 

And  fof  ther  n'is  no  thefe  without  a  louks 
Thathelpeth  him'to  waften  and  to  fouke 
Of  that  he  briben  can  of  borwe  may. 
Anon  he  fent  his  bed  and  his  array 
Unto  a  compere  of  his  owen  fort 
That  loved  dis,  and  riot,  and  difport, 
And  had  a  wif  that  held  for  countenance 
A  flioppe,  and  fwived  for  hire  fuftenance. 
*       *.       *       *  ■■    f        «        f        ^--      f       *■     §. 
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OcR  Hofte  faw  wel  that  the'  Wightd  fontic 

The  ark  of  his  artificial  day  had  ronne 

The  fourthe  part  and  half  an  houre  arid  more  j 

And  though  he  were  not  depe  expert  in  lore^ 

He  wifte  it  was  th«  eighte*and-twenty  day 

Of  April-y  that  ii  meffager  to  Ji'Iay, 

And  faw  wel  that  the  fliad6w  of  every  tree 

Was  as  in-  letigthe  of  the  fame  quantitee 

That  was  the  body  ere6l  that  caufed  it, 

And  therfore  by  the  ih^dov)  he  toke  his  wrt 

That  Pheb us,  which  that  fhone  fo  clere  and  bright, 

Degrees  was  five-and-forty  clombe  on  hight ; 

And  for  that  day,  as  in  that  latitude. 

It  was  ten  of  the  clok  he  gan  conclude. 

And  fodenly  he  plight  his  hors  aboute. 

LordingSj  quod  he,  I  warne  you  all  this  route 
The  fourthe  partie  of  this  day  is  gon : 
Now  for  the  love  of  God  and  of  Seint  John 
Lefeth  no  time,  as  ferforth  as  ye  may. 
Lordings,  the  time  it  wafteth  night  and  day. 
And  fleleth  from  us,  what  pfively  fleping. 
And  what  thurgh  negligence  in  our  v/aking. 
As  doth  the  ftreme,  that  turneth  never  again, 
Delcending  fro  the  moniagne  into  a  plain. 
Wel  can  Senek  and  many  a  philofophre 
Bewailen  time  more  than  gold  in  cofFrs,; 
For  lofle  of  catel  may  recovered  be. 
But  loffe  of  time  fliendeth  us,  quod  he. 
It  v/ol  not  come  again  withouten  drede^ 
No  more  than  wol  Malkins  maidenhede 
When  fhe  hath  lofl:  it  in  hire  wantonneffe  : 
JLiCt  us  not  moulen  thus  in  idlenefle. 

Sire  Man  of  Lawe,  quod  he,  fo  have  ye  blis, 
Tel  us  a  Tale  anon,  asforword  is. 
Ye  ben  fubmitted  thurgh  your  free  affent 
To  flo.nde  in  this  cas  at  my  jugement. 
Acquitteth  you  now,  and  holdeth  your  behefl^ 
Than  have  ye  don  your  devoir  at  the  lefi:. 

Hofle,  quod  he,  de  par  dieux  jco  aJfentSf 
To  breken  forword  is  not  min  entente. 
Beheft  is  dettCj  and  I  wold  hold  it  fayn 
All  my  beheft,  I  can  no  better  fayn. 
for  fwiche  lawe  as  man  yeveth  another  wight 
He  fhuld  himfelven  ufen  it  by  right. 
Thus  wol  our  text ;  but  natheles  certain 
I  can  right  now  no  thrifty  Tale  fain, 
But  Chaucer  (though  hd  can  but  lewdely 
On  metres  and  on  riming  craftily) 
Hath  fayd  hem  in  fwiche  Engliih  as  he  can 
Of  olde  time,  as  knoweth  many  a  man  5 


And  if  he  have  not  fayd  hem,  leve  brbther. 
In  o  book,  he  hath  fayd  hem  ift  another  : 
For  he  hath  told  of  lovers  up  and  doun 
Mo  than  Ovide  made  of  mentiovm 
In  his  Epijlolis,  that  ben  ful  olde. 
What  fhuld  1  tellen  hem  fin  they  befl  tolde  J 
In  youthe  he  made  of  Ceyes  and  Alcyon, 
And  fithen  hath  he  fpoke  of  everich  on 
Thife  noble  wives,  and  thife  lovers  eke. 
Who  fo  that  wol  his  large  volume  fekfc 
Cleped  The  Seintes  Legende  of  Cupide  ; 
Ther  may  he  fe  the  large  woundes  wide 
Of  Lucrece,  and  of  Babylon  Thifbe  j 
The  fwerd  of  Dido  for  the  falfe  Epee  ; 
The  tree  of  Phillis  for  hire  Demophon  ; 
The  plaint  of  Deianire  and  Hermion, 
Of  Adriane  and  Yfiphilee  ; 
The  barrcine  ile  llronding  in  the  fee  ; 
The  dreint  Leandre  for  his  fayre  Hero  ; 
The  teres  of  Heleine,  and  eke  the  wo 
Of  Brifeide  and  of  Ladomia  ; 
The  crueltee  of  thee.  Queue  Medea, 
Thy  litel  children  hanging  by  the  hals 
For  thy  Jafon,  that  was  of  love  fo  fals  : 

0  Hipermeftra,  Penelope,  Alcefte  ! 

Your  wif  hood  he  commendeth  with  the  beftffn. 

But  certainly  no  word  ne  writeth  he 
Of  thilke  wicke  enfamj5le  of  Canace, 
That  loved  hire  owen  brother  finfully  ; 
(Of  all  fwiche  curfed  flories  I  fay  Fy) 
Or  elles  of  Tyrius  Appolonious, 
How  that  the  curfed  king  Antiochus 
Berafte  his  doughter  of  hire  maidenhede, 
That  is  fo  horrible  a  tale  for  to  rede. 
Whan  he  hire  threw  upon  the  pavement. 
And  therfore  he  of  ful  avifement 
N'old  never  write  in  non  ofhisfermons 
Of  fwiche  unkinde  abhominations  : 
Ne  I  wol  non  reherfe,  if  that  I  may. 
But  of  my  Tale  how  Ihal  I  don  this  day! 
Me  were  loth  to  be  likened  douteles 
To  Mufes  that  men  clepe  Pierides, 
{Metamorphofeos  wrote  what  I  mene) 
But  natheles  I  recche  not  a  bene 
Though  I  come  after  him  with  hawebake ; 

1  fpeke  in  profe,  and  let  him  rimes  make. 
And  with  that  word  he  with  a  foTjre  chero 
Began  his  Tale,  and  fayde  as  ye  fiiuU  here. 
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^J  scATHFUt  harm,  condition  of  povcrte. 
With  thirft,  with  cold,  with  hunger,  fo  confounded, 
To  alken  helpe  thee  fhameth  in  thine  herte. 
If  thcru  non  aflc,  fo  fore  art  thou  ywounded. 
That  veray  nede  unwrappeth  al  thy  wound  hid. 
Maugre  thin  hed  thou  moft  for  indigence 
Or  ftele  or  begge,  or  borwe  thy  difpence. 

Thou  blameft  Crift,  and  fayft  ful  bitterly, 
He  mifdeparteth  richeffe  temporal ; 
Thy  neighebour  thou  witeft  finfuUy, 
And  fayft  thou  haft  to  litel  and  he  hath  all : 
Parfay  (fayft  thou)  forfietime  he  reken  fhall. 
Whan  that  his  tayl  fhal  brennen  in  the  glede, 
For  he  nought  helpeth  needful  in  hir  nede. 

Herken  what  is  the  fentence  of  the  wife, 
Bet  is  to  dien  than  have  indigence, 
Thy  felve  neighebour  wol  thee  defpife ; 
if  thou  be  ponre  farewel  thy  reverence. 
Yet  of  the:  wife  man  take  this  fentence, 
Alle  tne  dayes  of  poure  men  ben  wicke ; 
Beware  therfore  or  thou  come  to  that  pricke. 

If  thou  be  poure,  thy  brother  hateth  thee. 
And  ail  thy  frendes  fleen  fro  thee,  alas ! 
O  riche  marchants !  ful  of  wele  ben  ye, 

0  noble,  o  prudent  folk  I  as  in  this  cas. 
Your  bagges  ben  not  filled  with  ambes  as, 

But  with  fis  cink,  that  renneth  for  your  chance  ; 
At  Criftenmafle  mery  may  ye  dance. 

Ye  feken  lond  and  fee  for  your  winninges ; 
As  wife  folk  ye  knowen  all  th'  eftat 
Of  regnes  ;  ye  ben  fathers  of  tidinges 
And  tales  both  of  pees  and  of  debat : 

1  were  right  now  of  tales  defolat, 

K'ere  that  a  marchant,  gon  is  many  a  yere. 
Me  taught  a  Tale  which  that  ye  Ihull  here. 

In  Surrie  whilom  dwelt  a  compagnie 
Of  chapmen  rich,  and  therto  fad  and  trewe. 
That  wide  were  fenten  hir  fpicerie. 
Clothes  of  gold,  and  fatins  riche  of  hewe  : 
Hir  chaffare  was  fo  thrifty  and  fo  newe. 
That  every  wight  hath  deintee  to  chaifare 
With  hem,  and  eke  to  fell  en  hem  hir  ware. 

Now  fell  it  that  the  maiflers  of  that  fort 
Han  ftiapen  hem  to  Rome  for  to  wende, 
"Were  it  for  cliapmanhood  or  for  difport, 
!N!on  other  mefTage  wolde  they  thider  fende. 
But  comen  hemfelf  to  Rome,  this  is  the  ende ; 
And  in  fwicbe  place  as  thought  hem  avantage 
for  hir  entente  they  taken  liir  ii<M:bergage. 


Sojourned  han  thefe  marchants  in  that  touii 
A  certain  time,  as  fell  to  hir  plefance  : 
And  fo  befell  that  the  excellent  renoun 
Of  the  emperoures  doughter.  Dame  Cuftancc, 
Reported  was  with  every  circumftance 
Unto  thefe  Surrien  marchants  in  fwiche  wife 
Fro  day  to  day  as  I  fhall  you  devife. 

This  was  the  commun  vois  of  every  man ; 
Our  emperour  of  Rome,  God  him  fe, 
A  doughter  hath  that  fin  the  world  began. 
To  recken  as  wel  hire  goodnefle  as  beaute, 
N'as  never  fvriche  another  as  is  fhe  ; 
I  pray  to  God  in  honour  hire  fuftene, 
And  wold  fhe  were  of  all  Europe  the  quene. 

In  hire  is  high  beaute  withouten  pride, 
Youthe  withouten  grenehed  or  folie  : 
To  all  hire  werkes  vertue  is  hire  guide ; 
Humbleffe  hath  flaien  in  hire  tyrannic  ; 
She  is  mirrour  of  alle  curtefie, 
Hire  herte  is  veray  chambre  of  holineflc. 
Hire  hopd  miniftre  of  fredom  for  almefle. 

And  al  this  vois  was  foth,  as  God  is  trewe ; 
But  n,ow  to  purpos  let  us  turne  agein. 
Thefe  marchants  han  don  fraught  hir  Ihippes  newe, 
And  whan  they  han  this  blisful  maiden  fein 
Home  to  Surrie  ben  they  went  ful  fayn. 
And  don  hir  nedes,  as  they  han  don  yore, 
And  liven  in  wele ;  I  can  fay  you  no  more. 

Now  fell  it  that  thefe  marchants  ftood  in  grace 
Of  him  that  was  the  Soudan  of  Surrie; 
For  whan  they  came  from  any  ftrange  place 
He  wold  of  his  benigne  ciu'tefie 
Make  hem  good  there,  and  befily  efpie 
Tidings  of  fundry  regnes,  for  to  lere 
The  wonders  that  they  mighte  feen  or  lierc. 

Amonges  other  thinges  fpecially 
Thefe  marchants  han  him  told  of  Dame  Cuftance 
So  gret  nobleffe,  in  erneft  ferioufly. 
That  this  Soudan  hath  caught  fo  gret  plefance- 
To  han  hire  figure  in  his  remembrance, 
That  all  his  luft  and  all  his  befy  cure 
Was  for  to  love  hire  while  his  lif  may  dure. 

Paraventure  in  thilke  large  book 
Which  that  men  clepe  the  Heven  ywritten  W35    ' 
With  fterres,  whan  that  he  his  birthe  took, 
That  he  for  love  ftiuld  han  his  deth,  alas ! 
For  in  the  fterres,  clerer  than  is  glas, 
Is  writen,  God  wot,  who  fo  coud  it  rede. 
The  deth  of  every  man  withouten  drcd4 
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In  ftetres  many  a  winter  therbeforn 
Was  writ  the  deth  of  Hedor,  Achilles, 
Of  Pompey,  Julius,  or  they  were  born  ; 
The  ftrif  of  Thebes,  and  of  Hercules, 
Of  Sampfon,  Turnus,  and  of  Socrates 
The  deth ;  but  mennes  wittes  ben  fo  dull 
That  no  wight  can  wel  rede  it  at  the  full. 

This  Soudan  for  his  prive  councel  fent. 
And  fliortly  of  this  matere  for  to  pace. 
He  hath  to  hem  declared  his  entent. 
And  fayd  hem  certain,  but  he  might  have  grace 
To  han  Cuftance,  within  a  litel  fpace 
He  n'as  but  ded,  and  charged  hem  in  hie 
To  fhapen  for  his  lif  fom  remedie. 

Diverfe  men  diverfe  things  faiden ; 
They  argumentes  caften  up  and  doun  j 
Many  a  fubtil  refon  forth  they  laiden  ; 
They  fpeken  of  mag  ike  and  abufion ; 
But  finally,  as  in  conclufion, 
They  cannot  feen  in  that  non  avantage, 
Ne  in  non  other  way  fave  mariage. 

Than  faw  they  therein  fwiche  difficultee 
By  way  of  refon,  for  to  fpeke  all  plain, 
Becaufe  ther  was  fwiche  diverfitee 
Bctwene  hir  bothe  lawes,  that  they  fayn 
They  trowen  that  no  Criften  prince  wold  fayn 
Wedden  his  childe  under  our  law  fwete. 
That  us  was  yeven  by  Mahound  our  prophete. 

And  he  anfwered,  Rather  than  I  lefe 
Cuftance  I  wol  be  criftened  doubteles  : 
I  mote  ben  hires,  I  may  non  other  chefe, 
I  pray  you  hold  your  arguments  in  pees ; 
Saveth  my  lif,  and  beth  not  reccheles 
To  geten  hire  that  hath  my  life  in  cure, 
For  in  this  wo  I  may  not  long  endure. 

What  nedeth  greter  dilatation  ?  ' 
1  fay  by  tretife  and  ambaffatrie. 
And  by  the  Popes  mediatioun. 
And  all  the  chirche,  and  all  the  chevalrie, 
That  in  deftruftion  of  Maumetrie, 
And  in  encrefe  of  Criftes  lawe  dere. 
They  ben  accorded  fo  as  ye  may  here  : 
How  that  the  Soudan  and  his  baronage, 
And  all  his  lieges,  fhuld  ycriftened  be. 
And  he  flial  han  Cuftance  in  mariage. 
And  certain  gold,  I  n'ot  what  quantitee. 
And  hereto  linden  fuffifant  furetee. 
The  fame  accord  isfwome  on  eyther  lide  ; 
Jf^ow,  fair  Cuftance,  almighty  God  thee  gide. 

Now  wolden  fom  men  waiten,  as  }  geffe, 
That  I  fhuld  tellen  all  the  purveiance 
The  which  that  the  Emperour  of  his  nobleffe 
Hath  fliapen  for  his  doughter  Dame  Cuftance. 
Wel  may  men  know  that  fo  gret  ordinance 
May  no  man  tellen  in  a  litel  claufe 
As  was  arraied  for  fo  high  a  caufe. 

Biftiopes  ben  fhapen  with  hire  for  to  wende, 
Lordes,  ladies,  and  knightes  of  renoun. 
And  other  folk  ynow ;  this  is  the  end  : 
And  notified  is  thurghout  all  the  toun 
That  every  wighl  with  gret  devotioun 
$hould  prayen  Crift  that  he  this  mariage 
B^eccive  iij  gree,  ap4  fpede  this  viage. 


The  day  is  comen  of  hire  departing', 
I  fay  the  woful  day  fatal  is  come 
That  ther  may  be  no  longer  tarying. 
But  forward  they  hem  dreffen  all  and  fome. 
Cuftance,  that  was  with  forwe  all  overcome, 
Ful  pale  arift,  and  dreflieth  hire  to  wende. 
For  wel  fhe  feth  ther  n'is  non  other  ende 

Alas !  what  wonder  is  it  though  Ihe  wept. 
That  flial  be  fent  to  ftrange  nation 
Fro  frendes  that  fo  tendrely  hire  kept. 
And  to  be  bounde  under  fubjedlion  > 

Of  on  file  knoweth  not  his  condition  ? 
Houlbondes  ben  all  g-ood,  and  han  ben  yore. 
That  knowen  wives,  I  dare  fay  no  more. 

Fader,  (fhe  faid)  thy  wretched  child  Cuftance, 
Thy  yonge  doughter,  foftered  up  fo  foft. 
And  ye,  my  moder,  my  foveraine  plefancc 
Over  all  thing,  (out  taken  Crift  on  loft) 
Cuftance  your  child  hire  recommendeth  oft 
Unto  your  grace,  for  I  fhal  to  Surrie, 
Ne  fhal  I  never  feen  you  more  with  eye. 

Alas !  unto  the  Barbare  nation 
I  mufte  gon,  fin  that  it  is  your  will ; 
But  Crift,  that  ftarfe  for  our  redemption. 
So  yeve  me  grace  his  heftes  to  fulfill, 
I  wretched  woman  no  force  though  I  fpill : 
Women  are  borne  to  thraldom  and  penance. 
And  to  ben  under  mannes  governance. 

I  trow  at  Troye  whan  Pirrus  brake  the  wall 
Or  Ilion  brent,  or  Thebes  the  citee, 
Ne  at  Rome  for  the  harm  thurgh  Hanniball, 
That  Romans  hath  venqueflied  times  three, 
N'as  herd  fwiche  tendre  weping  for  pitee 
As  in  the  chambre  was  for  hire  parting ; 
But  forth  fhe  mote  wheder  fhe  wepe  or  finjj 

O  firfte  moving  cruel  firmament ! 
With  thy  diurnal  fwegh  that  croudeft  ay. 
And  hurtleft  all  from  eft  til  Occident, 
That  naturally  wold  hold  another  way. 
Thy  crouding  fet  the  heven  in  fwiche  array 
At  the  beginning  of  this  fierce  viage 
That  cruel  Mars  hath  {lain  this  marriage. 

Infortunat  afcendent  tortuous. 
Of  which  the  lord  is  helpeles  fall,  alas  ! 
Out  of  his  angle  into  the  derkeft  hous, 
O  Mars,  o  Atyzar!  as  in  this  cas  ; 
O  feble  Mone  !  unhappy  ben  thy  pas. 
Thou  Icnitteft  thee  ther  thou  art  not  received, 
Ther  thou  were  wel  fro  thennes  art  thou  weived* 

Imprudent  Emperour  of  Rome,  alas  ! 
Was  ther  no  philofophre  in  al  thy  toun  J 
Is  no  time  bet  than  other  in  fwiche  cas  ? 
Of  viage  is  ther  non  elecftioun. 
Namely  to  folk  of  high  conditioun, 
Nat  whan  a  rote  is  of  a  birth  yknowe  ? 
Alas !  we  ben  to  lewed  or  to  flow. 

To  fhip  is  brought  this  woful  faire  maid 
Solempnely,  with  every  circumftance  : 
Now  Jefu  Crift  be  with  you  all,  flie  faid." 
Ther  n'is  no  more,  but  Farewel,  fair  Cuftance. 
She  peineth  hire  to  make  good  countenance ; 
And  forth  I  let  hire  fayle  in  this  manere, 
And  turne  I  wol  againe  to  my  mature. 
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The  motlher  of  Son<Jaii,  v/ell  of  vices, 
Efpied  hath  hii-e  foncs  pleine  entente. 
How  he  wol  iete  his  old  facrifices ; 
And  fight  anon  ihe  for  her  confeil  fente, 
And  they  ben  comen  to  know  what  fhe  mente  ; 
And  whan  affeiftbled  was  this  folk  in  fere, 
She  fet  hire  doiiri,  and  fayd  as  ye  fhul  here  : 

Lcrdcs,  (file  fayd)  ye  known  everich  ou 
How  that  my  fone  in  point  is  for  to  Iete. 
!rhe  holy  lawes  of  our  Alkaron, 
Yeven  by  Goddes  MefTagCr  Mahomete  ; 
J3ut  on  avow  to  grete  God  I  hete. 
The  lif  flial  rather  out  of  my  body  fterte 
T'han  Mahomctcs  lawe  out  of  myn  herte. 

What  fliuldus  tiden  of  this  newe  lawe 
I5ut  thraldom  to  our  bodies  and  penance, 
And  afterward  in  helle  to  ben  drawe, 
For  we  reneied  Mahound  our  creance? 
But,  Lordes,  wol  ye  malcen  affurance, 
As  I  flial  fay,  affenting  to  my  lore  ? 
And  I  Ihal  make  us  fauf  for  evermore. 

They  fworcn  and  affented  every  nian  » 
To  live  with  hire  and  die,  and  by  hire  flond  ; 
And  everich  on,  in  the  beft  wife  he  can, 
To  ftrengthen  hire  fhal  all  his  frendes  fond. 
And  £h.e  hath  this  emprife  ytaken  in  bond 
Which  ye  {hull  heren  that  I  fhal  devife. 
And  to  hem  all  flie  fpake  right  in  this  wife. 

We  filul  firll;  fein  us  Criftendoni  to  take ; 
Cold  water  fhal  not  greve  us  but  a  lite  ; 
And  I  fhal  fv/iche  a  fefle  and  revel  make 
That,  aS  I  trow,  1  fhal  the  Soudan  quite  : 
For  tho  his  wif  be  criftened  never  fo  white 
-She  fhal  have  cede  to  walh  av/ay  the  rede 
Thongh  fhe  a  font  of  water  with  hire  lede. 

O  Soudanneffe !  rote  of  iniquitee. 
Virago  thoii  Semyramee  the  fecond, 
O  ferpent  urid^r  femininitee, 
like  to  the  ferpent  depe  in  helle  ybound, 
O  feincd  woriian  !  all  that  niay  confotilid 
Verttie  and  innocence,  thurgh  tliy  naahce 
Is  bred  iii  thee,  as  neft  of  every  vice. 

O  Sathan  envious  !  hn  tliilke  day 
That  thou  wcrt  chafed  from  our  heritage, 
Wei  knoweft  thou  to  woman  the  olde  way  : 
'Thou  madefi:  E  va  bring  us  in  fervage, 
Thou  wolt  fordon  this  Crifleu  mariage  : 
Thin  inltrument  fo  (wala  wa  the  while  I) 
iiakeft  thou  of  women  whan  thou  wolt  beglle. 

This  Soudannefie.whoml  thusblameandwarrie, 
Xet  prively  hire  confeil  goli  hir  way  : 
Whatihuld  I  in  this  Tale  longer  tarie  ? 
She  rideth  to  the  Soudan  oh  a  day, 
And  fayd  him  that  ihe  wold  fcinie  hire  lay. 
And  Criftendom  of  pfeftes  hondes  fong. 
Repenting  hire  fiie  Hcthen  was  fo  long ; 

Befeching  him  to  don  hire  that  honour 
That  fhe  might  ban  the  Criften  folk  to  fell; 
To  plefen  hem  I  wol  do  my  labour. 
The  -Soudan  faith,  I  wol  don  at  your  heft. 
And  kneling  thanked  hire  of  that  requeft  ■; 
So  glad  he  was  ne  n'ifte  not  what  to  fay. 
She  ^  hire  fone,  and  hoiiie  {lie  goth  hire  way. 
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Arrived  ben  thefe  Criften  folk  to  lend 
In  Surrie,  with  a  gret  folempne  route, 
And  haftily  this  Soudan  fent  his  fond 
Firft  to  his  mother  and  all  the  regne  aboute, 
And  fayd  his  wif  was  comen  out  of  doute. 
And  praide  hem  for  to  riden  again  the  quene, 
'fhe  honour  of  his  regne  to  fuftene. 

Gret  was  the  preffe,  and  riche  was  th'  array 
Of  Surriens  and  Romanes  met  in  fere. 
The  mother  of  the  Soudan  riche  and  gay 
Received  hire  with  all  fo  glad  a  chere 
As  any  mother  might  hire  doughter  derc; 
And  to  the  nexte  citee  ther  beiide 
A  fofte  pas  folempnely  they  ride. 

Nought  trow  I  the  triumph  of  Julius, 
Of  which  that  Lucan  maketh  fwiche  a  bofl. 
Was  realler  or  more  curious 
Than  was  th'  affemblee  of  this  blisful  hoft ; 
Butte  this  fcorpion,  this  wicked  goft. 
The  Soudaneffe,  for  all  hire  flattering 
Caft  under  this  ful  mortally  to  fling. 

The  Soudan  cometh  him.felf  fone  after  this 
So  really,  that  wonder  is  to  tell. 
And  welcometh  hire  with  alle  joy  andblis. 
And  thus  in  mirth  and  joye  I  let  hem  dwell; 
The  fruit  of  this  matere  is  that  1  tell.  ' 

Whan  time  came,  men  thought  it  for  the  he& 
That  revel  flint,  and  men  go  to  hir  reft. 

The  time  come  is  this  olde  Soudanneffe 
Ordeined  hath  the  fefte  of  which  I  tolde. 
And  to  the  fefte  Criften  folk  him  dreffe 
In  general,  ya,  bothe  yonge  and  olde. 
Ther  may  men  feft  and  realtee  beholde, 
And  deintees  mo  than  I  can  you  devife  ; 
But  all  to  dere  they  bought  it  or  they  rife. 

O  foden  wo,  that  ever  art  fuccelTour 
To  worldly  blifs!  fpreint  is  with  bitterneff? 
Th'  ende  of  the  joye  of  our  worldly  labour  ; 
Wo  occupieth  the  fyn  of  our  gladneffe. 
Herken  this  confeil  for  thy  fikerneffe. 
Upon  thy  glade  day  have  in  thy  minde 
The  unware  wo  of  harme  that  cometh  behindc 

For  fliortly  for  to  tellen  at  a  word, 
The  Soudan  and  the  Criften  everich  on 
Ben  all  to-hewe  and  ftiked  at  the  hord 
But  it  were  only  Dame  Cuftance  aione. 
This  old  Soudaneffe,  this  curfed  cfone. 
Hath  with  hire  frendes  don  this  curfed  dcde, 
For  fhe  hirefelf  wold  all  the  contree  lede. 

Ne  ther  was  Surrien  non  that  was  converted, 
That  of  the  confeil  of  the  Soudan  w'ot, 
That  he  n'as  all  to-hewe  er  he  afterted  ; 
And  Cuftance  ban  they  taken  anon  fote-hot. 
And  in  a  fhip  all  ftereles  (God  v/ot) 
They  ban  hire  fet,  and  bidden  hire  lef  ne  fayle 
Out  of  Surrie  againward  to  Itaille. 

A  certain  trefor  that  flie  thither  ladde, 
And  foth  to  fayn  vitaille  gret  plentee, 
They  ban  hire  yeven,  and  clothes  eke  Ihe  hadde^ 
And  forth  Ihe  fayleth  in  the  falte  fee, 
O  my  Cuftance  !  ful  of  benignitee, 
O  Emperoures  yonge  doughter  dere  ! 
He  that  is  Lord  of  fortune  be  thy  itete. 
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Siie  tieffcth  hire,  and  with  ful  pitious  vois 
Unto  the  crois  of  Crift  thus  fayde  fhe  : 
O  clere,  o  weleful  auter,  holy  crois  ! 
Red  of  the  Lambes  blood  ful  of  pitec, 
That  wefli  the  world  fro  the  old  iniquitee, 
Me  fro  the  fende  and  fro  his  clawes  kepe 
That  day  that  I  Ihal  drenchen  in  the  depe. 

Vidorious  tree,  protection  of  trewe, 
That  only  worthy  were  for  to  here 
The  King  of  heven  with  his  woundes  newe, 
The  white  Lamb,  that  hurt  was  with  a  fpere  j 
Flemer  of  fendes  out  of  him  and  here 
On  which  thy  limmes  faithfully  extenden. 
Me  kepe,  and  yeve  me  might  my  lif  to  amenden. 

Yeres  and  dayes  fleet  this  creature 
Thurghout  the  fee  of  Grece,  unto  the  Straite 
Of  Maroc,  as  it  was  hire  aventure  : 
On  many  a  fory  mele  now  may  flie  baite  ; 
After  hire  deth  ful  often  may  fhe  waite. 
Or  that  the  wilde  waves  wol  hire  drive 
Unto  the  place  ther  as  flie  flial  arive. 

Men  mighten  aflcen  why  fhe  was  not  {Iain  ? 
Eke  at  the  fefte  who  might  hire  body  fave  ? 
And  I  anfwer  to  that  demand  again, 
Who  faved  Daniel  in  the  horrible  cave, 
Ther  every  wight  fave  he,  mafter  or  knave, 
Was  with  the  leon  frette  or  he  afierte  ? 
No  wight  but  God,  that  he  bare  in  his  herte. 

God  lift  to  ihew  his  wonderful  miracle 
In  hire,  for  we  fliuld  feen  his  mighty  werkes  ; 
Crifl,  -which  that  is  to  every  harm  triacle, 
By  certain  menes  oft,  as  knewen  clerkes. 
Doth  thing  for  certain  ende  that  ful  derke  is 
To  mannes  wit,  that  for  our  ignorance 
Ne  can  nat  know  his  prudent  purveiance. 

Now  fith  3ae  was  not  at  the  fefte  yflawe. 
Who  kepte  hire  fro  the  drenching  in  the  fee  ? 
Who  kept  Jonas  in  the  fiihes  mawe, 
Til  he  was  fpouted  up  at  Ninevee  ? 
Wei  may  men  know  it  was  no  wight  but  he 
That  kept  the  peple  Ebraike  fro  drenching, 
With  drye  feet  thurghout  the  fee  paiTmg. 

Who  bade  the  foure  fpirits  of  tempeft. 
That  power  han  to  anoyen  lond  and  fee. 
Both  north  and  fouth,  and  alfo  weft  and  eft, 
Anoyen  nether  fee,  ne  lond,  ne  tree  ? 
Sothly  the  commander  of  that  was  he 
*rhat  fro  the  tempeft  ay  this  weman  kepte 
As  wel  whan  flie  awoke  as  whan  Ihe  flepte. 

Wher  might  this  woman  mete  and  drinke  have  ? 
Three  yere  and  more  how  laftetli  hire  vitaille  ? 
Who  fed  the  Egyptian  Mary  in  the  cave 
Or  in  defert  ?  no  wight  but  CriO.  fans  faille. 
Five  thoufand  folk  it  was  a  gret  marvaille 
With  loves  five  and  fifties  two  to  fede  : 
God  fent  his  foyfon  at  hire  grete  nede. 

She  driveth  forth  into  our  ocean 
Thurghout  our  v/ide  fee,  til  at  the  laft 
Under  an  hold,  tha.t  nem^pnen  I  ne  can, 
Fer  in  Northumbeflond,  the  wave  hire  caft. 
And  in  the  fand  hire  fliip  ftiked  fo  faft 
That  thennes  wolde  it  not  in  all  a  tide  : 
'rhe  wille  of  Crift  was  that  flie  fliulde  abide. 


'       The  Conftable  of  the  caftle  dotrn  is  fare 
To  feen  this  wrecke,  and  al  the  ihip  he  fought. 
And  fond  this  very  woman  ful  of  care ; 
He  fond  alfo  the  trefour  that  ftie  brought : 
In  hire  langage  mercy  llie  bcfougiit, 
The  lif  out  of  hire  body  for  to  twinne, 
Hire  to  deliver  of  wo  that  flie  was  inne. 

A  maner  Latin  corrupt  was  hire  ipcchs^ 
But  algate  therby  was  fhe  underilond. 
The  Conftable,  whan  him  lift  no  longer  fechc,. 
This  v/oful  woman  brought  he  to  the  lond". 
She  kneleth  doun,  and  thanlieth  Goddes  fond  j 
But  what  fhe  was  flie  woide  no  man  fcye 
For  foule  ne  faire,  though  that  ye  fiiulde  deye» 

She  faid  flie  was  To  mafed  in  the  fee 
That  flie  forgate  hire  minde,  by  hire  trouth. 
The  Conftable  hath  of  hire  fo  gret  pitee, 
And  eke  his  wif,  that  they  wepen  for  routh  : 
She  was  fo  diligent  v/ithouten  ftouth 
To  ferve  and  plefen  everich  in  that  place, 
That  all  hire  love  that  loken  in  hire  face. 

The  Conftable  and  Dame  Herm.egiid  his  wif 
Were  Payenes,  and  that  contree  every  wher  \t 
But  Hermegild  loved  Cuftance  as  hire  lif ; 
And  Cuftance  hath  fo  long  fojourned  ther 
In  orifons,  with  many  a  bitter  tere. 
Til  Jefu  hath  converted  thurgh  his  grace 
Dame  Hermegild,  Conftableife  of  -that  place*- 

In  all  that  lond  no  Criften  dorft,e  route  ; 
All  Criften  folk  ben  fled  fro  that  contree 
Thurgh  Payepes,  that  conqueredcn  all  aboutc 
The  plages  of  the  north  by  lend  and  fee. 
To  Wales  fled  the  Chriftianitee 
i'Of  olde  Bretons  dv/elling  in  this  ile  ; 
Ther  was  hir  refuge  fer  the  mene  while. 

But  yet  n'ere  Criften  Bretons  fo  exiled 
That  ther  n'ere  fom  v/hich  in  hir  privitec 
Honoured  Crift,  and  Hethen  folk  begiled. 
And  neigh  the  caftle  fwiche  ther  dwclten  three  i: 
That  on  of  hem  was  blind,  and  might  not  fee. 
But  it  were  with  thilke  eyen  of  his  m.inde, 
With  which  men  mowen  fee  whan  they  ben  blinde^r 

Bright  was  the  fonne  as  in  that  fommers  ,day. 
For  vmich  the  Conftable  and  his  wif  alfo. 
And  Cuftance,  han  ytake  the  righte  way 
Toward  the  fee  :-  furlong  way  or  two. 
To  plaien  and  to  rcmen  to  and  fro. 
And  in  hir  walk  thisbllnde  man  they  mette, 
Croked  and  olde,  with  eyen  faft  yfliette. 

In  the  name  of  Crift,  (cried  this  blinde  Bretori') 
Dame  Hermegild,  yeve  me  my  fight  again. 
This  lady  wexe  afraied  of  that  foun. 
Left  that  hire  hufbond,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
Wold  hire  for  Jefu  Criftes  love  have  flain, 
Till  Cuftance  made  hire  bold,  and  bad  hire  werch© 
The  will  of  Crift,  asdoughterof  holy  cherche. 

The  Conftable  wexe  abafried  of  that  fight, 
And  fayde,  What  amounteth  all  this  fare  ? 
Cuftance  anfwered,  Sire,  it  is  Criftes  might. 
That  helpeth  folk  out  of  the  fendes  fnare  : 
And  fo  ferforth  ftie  gan  our  lay  declare. 
That  fhe  the  Conftable,  er  that  it  were  eve,. 
Converted,  and  on  Crift  made  hina  belevev 
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This  Conftatle  was  not  lord  of  the  place 
Of  whichlfpeke,  ther-asheCuftance  fond, 
But  kept  it  ftrongly  many  a  winter  fpace 
Under  Alia  King  of  Northumberlond, 
That  was  ful  wife,  and  worthy  of  his  hond 
Againe  the  Scottes,  as  men  may  wel  here  ; 
But  tourne  I  wol  againe  to  my  matere. 

Sathan,  that  ever  us  waiteth  tobegile. 
Saw  of  Cuftance  all  hire  perfecftioun. 
And  caft  anon  how  he  might  quite  hire  while. 
And  made  a  yonge  knight,  that  dwelt  in  that  toun, 
Liove  hire  fo  hote  of  foule  affedtioun, 
That  veraily  him  thought  that  he  fliuld  fpille 
But  he  of  hire  might  ones  han  his  wille. 

He  woeth  hire,  but  it  availeth  nought ; 
She  wolde  do  no  finneby  no  wey  ; 
And  for  defpit  he  compafled  his  thought 
To  maken  hire  on  fhameful  deth  to  dey  : 
He  waiteth  whan  the  Conftable  is  away. 
And  privily  upon  a  night  he  crepte 
In  Hermegildes  chambre  while  Ihe  flepte. 

Wery,  forwaked  in  hire  orifons, 
Slepeth  Cuftance,  and  Hermegilde  alfo. 
This  knight,  thurgh  Sathanes  temptations. 
All  foftely  is  to  the  bed  ygo. 
And  cut  the  throte  of  Hermegilde  atwo, 
And  layd  the  bloody  knif  by  Dame  Cuftance, 
And  went  his  way,  ther  God  yeve  him  mifchance. 

Sone  after  cometh  this  Conftable  home  again, 
.And  eke  Alia,  that  king  was  of  that  lond, 
And  faw  his  wife  defpitoufly  yflain, 
I'or  which  ful  oft  he  wept  and  wrong  his  hond; 
And  in  the  bed  the  blody  knif  he  fond 
By  Dame  Cuftance.     Alas  !  what  might  fhe  fay ! 
For  veray  w^o  hire  wit  was  all  away. 

To  King  Alia  was  told  all  this  mifchance, 
And  eke  the  time,  and  wher,  and  in  what  wife. 
That  in  a  fhip  was  fonden  this  Cuftance, 
As  here  before  ye  han  herd  me  devife  : 
The  kinges  herte  of  pitee  gan  agrife 
Whan  he  faw  fo  benigne  a  creature 
Fall  in  difefe  and  in  mifaventure. 

For  as  the  lamb  toward  his  deth  is  brought. 
So  ftant  this  innocent  beforn  the  king  : 
This  falfe  knight,  that  hath  this  trefon  wrought, 
Bereth  hire  in  hond  that  ftie  hath  don  this  thing  : 
But  natheles  there  was  gret  murmuring 
Among  the  peple,  and  fayn  they  cannot  geffe 
That  flie  had  don  fo  great  a  wickedneffe  ; 

For  they  han  feen  hire  ever  fo  vertuous. 
And  loving  Hermegild  right  as  hire  lif. 
Of  this  bare  witneffe  everich  in  that  hous, 
Save  he  that  Hermegild  flow  with  his  knif. 
This  gentjl  king  hath  caught  a  gret  motif 
Of  tliis  witnefs,  and  thought  he  wold  enquere 
D'epsr  in  this  cas,  trouthe  for  to  lere. 

Alas  !  Cuftance,  thou  haft  no  champion, 
Ne  figh'ten  canft  thou  not,  fo  wala  wa  ! 
But  he  that  ftarf  for  our  redemption. 
And  botid  Sathan,  and  yet  lith  ther  he  lay. 
So  be  thy  ftronge  champion  this  day  : 
For  but  if  Crift  on  thee  miracle  kithe, 
V/ithouten  gilt  thou  Ihalt  be  flain  as  fwithe. 
She  fet  hire  doun  on  laiees,  and  thus  Ihe  fayde; 


FLAWESTALE, 
Immortal  God!  that  favedft  Sufatinc 
Fro  falfe  bleme,  and  thou  mercifnl  mayde, 
Mary  I  mene,  doughter  to  Seint  Anne, 
Beforn  whos  child  angels  fmgen  Ofanne. 
If  I  be  gilteles  of  this  felonie 
My  focour  be,  orelles  flial  I  die. 

Have  ye  not  feen  fomtime  a  pale  face 
(Among  a  prees)  of  him  that  bath  ben  lad   , 
Toward  his  deth,  where  as  he  getteth  no  graCCj 
And  fwiche  a  colour  in  his  face  hath  had. 
Men  mighten  know  him  that  was  fo  beftad 
Amonges  all  the  faces  in  that  route. 
So  ftant  Cuftance,  and  loketh  hire  aboute. 

O  queues  living  in  profperitee, 
Duchefles,  and  ye  ladies  everich  on ! 
Haveth  fom  routhe  on  hire  adverfitee, 
An  emperoures  doughter  ftant  alone  ; 
She  hath  no  wight  to  whom  to  make  hire  tacae, 
O  blood  real,  that  ftondeft  in  this  drede, 
Fer  ben  the  frendes  in  thy  grete  nede ! 

This  AUa  king  hath  fwiche  compallioun. 
As  gentil  herte  is  ful  filled  of  pitee. 
That  fro  his  eyen  ran  the  water  doun. 
Now  haftily  do  fecche  a  book,  quod  he. 
And  if  this  knight  v/ol  fweren  how  that  flie 
This  woman  flow,  yet  wol  we  us  avife. 
Whom  that  we  wol  that  fhal  ben  our  juftice. 

A  Breton  book,  written  with  Evangiles» 
Was  fet,  and  on  this  book  he  fwore  anon 
She  giltif  was,  and  in  the  mene  whiles 
An  hond  him  fmote  upon  the  nekke  bone^ 
That  doun  he  fell  at  ones  as  a  ftone. 
And  both  his  eyen  broft  out  of  his  face 
In  fight  of  every  body  in  that  place. 

A  voice  was  herd,  in  general  audience. 
That  fayd,  Thou  haft  defclandered  gilteles 
The  doughter  of  holy  chirche  in  high  prefencef 
TIius  haft  thou  don,  and  y.'-t  hold  I  my  pee«. 
Of  this  mervaille  agaft  was  all  the  prees  ; 
As  mafed  folk  they  ftonden  everich  on 
For  drede  of  wreche,  fave  Cuftance  alone. 

Gret  was  the  drede  and  eke  the  repentance 
Of  hem  that  hadden  wronge  fufpedion 
Upon  this  fely  innocent  Cuftance  : 
And  for  this  miracle,  in  conclufion. 
And  by  Cuftances  mediation, 
The  king,  and  many  another  in  that  place, 
Converted  was,  thanked  be  Criftes  grace. 

This  falfe  knight  was  flain  for  his  untrbutkC 
By  jugement  of  Alia  haftily ; 
And  yet  Cuftance  had  of  his  deth  gret  rotithe ; 
And  after  this  Jefus  of  his  mercy 
Made  Alia  wedden  ful  folempnely 
This  holy  woman,  that  is  fo  bright  and  fliene ; 
And  thus  hath  Crift  ymade  ^uftance  a  quene. 

But  who  was  vvoful  (if  I  fll^H  not  lie) 
Of  this  wedding  but  Donegild,  and  no  mo. 
The  kinges  mother,  full  of  tyrannic  ? 
Hire  thoughte  hire  curfed  herte  braft  atwo; 
She  wolde  not  that  hire  fone  had;do  fo  ; 
Hire  thoughte  a  defpit  that  he  flililde  take 
So  ftrange  a  creature  unto  his  make. 

Me  lift  not  of  the  chaf  ne  of  the  fire 
Maken  fo  long  a  tale  as  of  the  coi^n. 
What  fluild  I  telien  of  t^e  realtee 
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Of  this  marriage,  or  which  cours  goth  beforn, 
Who  bloweth  in  a  trompe  or  in  an  horn  ? 
The  fruit  of  every  tale  is  for  to  fay ;  i 

They  etife  and  drink,  and  dance,  and  fing,  and  play. 

They  gon  to  bed,  as  it  Was  ikill  and  right. 
For  though  that  wives  ben  ful  holy  thinges. 
They  moilen  take  in  patience  a  night 
Swiche  maner  neceffaries,  as  ben  plefinges 
To  folk  that  ban  ywedded  hem  with  ringes. 
And  lay  a  lite  hir  holinefs  afide 
As  for  the  time,  it  may  no  bet  betide. 

On  hire  he  gat  a  knave  childe  anon. 
And  to  a  bifhop,  and  his  Conftable  feke. 
He  toke  his  wif  to  kepe,  when  he  is  gon 
To  Scotland  ward,  his  fomen  for  to  feke. 
Now  faire  Cuftance,  that  is  fo  humble  and  meke, 
So  long  is  gen  with  childe  til  that  ftill 
She  halt  hire  chambre,  abiding  Criftes  will. 

The  time  is  come,  a  knave  child  flie  here ; 
Mauricius  at  the  fontftone  they  him  calle. 
This  Conftable  doth  forth  come  a  mcffager, 
And  wrote  unto  his  king  that  cleped  was  Alle, 
How  that  this  blisful  tiding  is  befalle. 
And  other  tidings  fpedeful  for  to  fay. 
He  hath  the  lettre,  and  forth  he  goth  his  way. 

This  meffager,  to  don  his  avantage. 
Unto  the  kinges  mother  rideth  fwithe. 
And  falueth  hire  ful  faire  in  his  langage. 
Madame,  quod  he,  ye  may  be  glad  and  blithe. 
And  thanken  God  an  hundred  thoufand  fithe ; 
My  lady  quene  hath  child,  withouten  doute. 
To  joy  and  blifie  of  all  this  regne  aboute. 

Lo  here  the  lettre  feled  of  this  thing. 
That  I  moft  here  in  all  the  haft  1  may  : 
If  ye  wol  ought  unto  your  fone  the  king, 
I  am  your  fervant  bothe  night  and  day. 
Donegilde  anfwerd.  As  now  at  this  time  nay ; 
But  here  I  wol  all  night  thou  take  thy  reft, 
To-morwe  wol  I  fay  thee  what  me  left. 

This  meflager  drank  fadly  ale  and  wine, 
And  ftolen  were  his  lettres  prively 
Out  of  his  box,  while  he  Qept  as  a  fwine ; 
And  contrefeted  was  ful  fubtilly 
Another  lettre,  wrought  ful  fmfully. 
Unto  the  king  dire(9:e  of  this  matere 
Fro  his  Conftable,  as  ye  flial  after  here. 

This  lettre  fpake,  the  quene  delivered  was 
Of  fo  horrible  a  fendliche  creature. 
That  in  the  caftle  non  fo  hardy  was 
That  any  while  dorft  therein  endure  : 
The  mother  was  an  elf  by  aventure 
Ycome,  by  charmes  or  by  forcerie. 
And  everich  man  hateth  hire  compagnie. 

Wo  was  this  king  when  he  this  lettre  had  fein. 
But  to  no  wight  he  told  his  forwes  fore, 
But  of  his  owen  hand  he  wrote  again ; 
Welcome  the  fonde  of  Crift  for  evermore 
To  me,  that  am  now  lerned  ig  his  lore  : 
Lord',  welcome  be  thy  luft  and  thy  plefancfi ; 
My  luft  I  put  all  in  thyn  ordinance. 

Kepeth  this  child,  albe  it  foule  or  faire. 
And  eke  my  wif,  unto  min  home  coming  : 
Crift  Whan  him  lift  may  fenden  me  an  heire 
More  agreable  than  this  to  my  liking. 
This  lettre  he  feled,  prively  wepingj 


Which  to  the  meffager  was  taken  fone, 
And  forth  he  goth,  there  is  no  more  to  done. 

O  meffager  fulfilled  of  dronkeneffe ! 
Strong  is  thy  breth,  thy  limmes  faitren  ay. 
And  thou  bewreieft  alle  fecreneffe ; 
Thy  mind  is  lorne,  thou  jangleft  as  a  jay ; 
Thy  face  is  toumed  in  a  new  array  : 
Ther  dronkeneffe  regneth  in  any  route 
Ther  is  no  confeil  hid  withouten  doute. 

O  Donegild !  I  ne  have  non  Englifli  dignc 
Unto  thy  malice  and  thy  tyrannic. 
And  therfore  to  the  fende  I  thee  refigne. 
Let  him  enditen  of  thy  traitorie. 
Fy,  mannifti,  fy  !  o  nay,  by  God  1  lie ; 
Fy,  fendliche  fpirit !  for  I  dare  well  telle, 
Though  thou  here  walke,  thy  fpirit  is  in  helici 

This  meffager  cometh  fro  the  king  again, 
And  at  the  kinges  modres  court  he  light. 
And  Ihe  was  of  this  meffager  ful  fayn. 
And  plefed  him  injall  that  ever  flie  might. 
He  dranke  and  wel  his  girdel  underpight ; 
He  flepeth  and  he  fnoreth  in  his  gife 
All  night  until  the  fonne  gan  arife. 

Eft  were  his  lettres  ftolen  everich  on. 
And  contrefeted  lettres  in  this  wife. 
The  king  commanded  his  Conftable  anon^ 
Up  peine  of  hanging  and  of  high  jewife. 
That  he  ne  flinlde  foffran  in  no  wife 
Cuftance  within  his  regne  for  to  abide 
Three  dales  and  a  quarter  of  a  tide  ; 

But  in  the  fame  fliip  as  he  hire  fond 
Hire  and  hire  yonge  fone,  and  all  hire  gere. 
He  fliulde  put,  and  croude  hire  fro  the  lond. 
And  charge  hire  that  fhe  never  eft  come  there, 
O  my  Cuftance  !  wel  may  thy  ghoft  have  fere. 
And  lleping  in  thy  dreme  ben  in  penance. 
Whan  Donegild  caft  all  this  ordinance. 

This  meffager  on  morwe  whan  he  awoke 
Unto  the  caftel  halt  the  nexte  way. 
And  to  the  Conftable  he  the  lettr6  toke ; 
And  whan  that  he  this  pitous  lettre  fey 
Ful  oft  he  fayd  Alas,  and  wala  wa ! 
Lord  Chrift,  quod  he,  how  may  this  world  endure^ 
So  ful  of  fmne  is  many  a  creature  ?  / 

O  mighty  God  !  if  that  it  be  thy  will. 
Sin  thou  art  rightfuljuge,  how  may  it  be 
That  thou  wolt  foffren  innocence  to  fpill, 
And  wicked  folk  regne  in  profperitee  ? 
A  !  good  Cuftance,  alas !  fo  Wo  is  me. 
That  I  moteie  thy  turmentour,  or  dey 
On  ftiames  deth,  ther  is  non  other  wey. 

Wepen  both  yonge  and  olde  in  all  that  place 
Whan  that  the  king  this  curfed  lettre  fent : 
And  Cuftance  with  a  dedly  pale  face 
The  fourthe  day  toward  the  fliip  flie  went ; 
But  nathelefs  flie  taketh  in  good  entent 
The  will  of  Crift,  and  kneling  on  the  ftrond 
She  fayde.  Lord,  ay  welcome  be  thy  fond. 

He  that  me  kepte  fro  the  falfe  blame. 
While  I  was  in  the  lond  amonges  you. 
He  can  me  kepe  fro  harme  and  eke  fro  fliamc 
In  the  fait  fee,  although  I  fe  not  how  : 
As  ftrong  as  ever  he  was  he  is  yet  now  :  -, 

In  him  truft  I,  and  in  his  mother  dere. 
That  is  to  me  my  fail  and  eke  my  ftcr,e» 
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Hire  litel  child  lay  vveplng  in  hire  arm, 
And  kneling  pitoufiy  to  him  flie  laid, 
Pees,  litel  fone,  I  wol  do  thee  no  harm  : 
With  thtt  hire  comerchief  of  liir.e  hed  Ihe  Jsraid, 
And  over  his  litel  eyen  fhe  it  laid. 
And  in  hire  arme  fhe  lulleth  it  ful  faft, 
Arfd  into  the  hevcn  hire  eyen  up  fhe  cafl. 

Mother,  quod  ilie,  and  mayden,  bright  Marie  I 
Soth  is  that  thurgh  womanes  eggement 
Mankind  was  lorne,  and  damned  ay  to  die, 
Por  v/hich  thy  child  was  on  a  crois  yrent  : 
Thy  blii'sful  eyen  faw  all  his  turment, 
Than  is  thier  no  companion  hetwene 
Thy  wo  and  any  woman  may  ftiftenc. 

Thou  faw  thy  child  yflain  before  thin  eyen, 
And  yet  now  liveth  my  litel  child  parfay  : 
Now,  Lady  bright !  to  whom  all  woful  crien, 
Thou  glory  of  womanh.ed,  thou  faire  May  ! 
Thou  haven  of  refute,  bright  fterre  of  day! 
B-ew  on  my  child,  that  of  thy  gentilleffe 
Reweft  on  every  rewful  in  diftreffe. 

O  litel  child,  alas  !  what  is  ihy  gilt, 
That  never  wroughteil;  fmne  as  yet  par^e  ? 
Why  wol  thin  harde  father  have  thee  fpilt  ? 
O  mercy,  dere  Coriflabie  !   (quod  flie) 
As  let  my  litel  child  dwell  here  with  thee  ; 
And  if  thou  darll  not  fav.en  him  fro  blame, 
So  kiffe  him  ones  in  his  fadres  name. 

Therwith  fhe  loketh  backward  to  the  lond, 
And  faide,  Fare^wel,  houfbond  routheles  ! 
_And  I'.p  flie-rifl:,  and  walketh  doun  the  ftrond 
Toward  the  (hip  ;  hire  folov/eth  all  the  prees  : 
And  ever  fhcpraieth  hire  child  to  hold  his  pees, 
And  taketh  h;re  ieye,  and  with  an  holy  entent 
She  bleffed  hire,  .and  intp  the  fiiip  Ihe  went. 

Vitailled  was  the  Ihip,  it  is  no  drede, 
Kabundantly  for  hire  a'  ful  long  fpace  ; 
And  other  necelTaries  that  fliuld  nede 
She  had  ynow,  heried  be  Goddes  grace  : 
For  wind  ^ind  ,v/ether,  almighty  God  piu-cJiace, 
And  bring  hire  home,  I  can  no  better  fay, 
JBut  in  the  fee  Ihe  drivqth  forth  hire  v^ay. 

Alia  the  king  cometh^home  fone  after  this 
Unto  his  cafcel,  of  .the  which  I  told. 
And  afketh  w.her  .his  v.rif  and  his  child  .is ; 
The  Conftable  gan  ^bout  his  herte  cold, 
And  plainly  all  thcmatere  he  him  told 
As  ye  han  herd.  Lean  .tell  it  no  better, 
And  ftiewcd.the  kir\g  his  fele  and  his  letter; 

And  faide.  Lord,  as  ye  commanded  me 
Up  peine  of  detli,  fo  have  I  d'on  certain. 
This  mefiager  iturmented  was  til  he 
Mofte  beknowe,  ?ind  tellen  plat  and  plain 
Fro  night  to  night  in  what  place  he  had  Iain  : 
And  thus  by  wit  and  fubtil  enquering 
Imagined  was  by  v^hom  this  harm  gan  fpi-ing. 

The  hand  was  knovven  that  the  lettre  ViTote, 
And  all  the  venim.e  of  this  curfed  dede. 
But  in  what  w.ife  certainly  J  n'ot. 
The  cffeA  is  this,  that  Alia  out  of  drede 
His  moder  ilew,  that  moun  men  plainly  rede, 
Tor  that  ihe  traitour  was  to  hire  ligeance. 
Thus  ended  this  old  Donegild  Vi^ith  mefchance. 

The  ferwe  that  this  AUa  iiight  .and  day 
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Maketh  for  his  wif  and  forjhis  cljiil^  alfey 
Ther  is  no  tonge  that  it  tellen  may. 
But  now  wol  i  age;n  to  Cuilance  go, 
That  fleteth  in  the  Xe?  in  peine  and  wo 
Five  yere  and  more,  as  liked  Criftesfpflde, 
Or  that  hire  fnip  approched  to  the  Ion4e. 

Under  an  Hethe.n  caftel  at  the  laft, 
(Of  which  .the  name  in  my  text  ,1  not  find) 
Cuftance  and  eke  hire  child  the  fee  up  caft. 
Almighty  God,  tliatfaved  ajl  mankind. 
Have  on  Cu£i?.nce  and  on  hire  child  fo*fi  mini 
That  fallen  is  in  Hethen  hond  eftfone"' 
In  point  to  fpill,  as  I  Ihal  tell  you  fone, 

Doun  fro  the  cail.el  coraeth  ther  many  a  wig^ 
To  gauren  on  this  fliip  and  on  Cuflance  : 
But  lliortly  fro  the  cartel  on  a  night. 
The  lordts  fteward,  (God  yeve  him  mefchaqce) 
A  theef  that  had  reneyed  our  creance. 
Came  into  the  fliip  alone,  and  faid  he  walde 
Hire  lemman  be  whether  fhe  wolde  or  n'olde. 

Wo  was  this  wretched  woman  tho  begon; 
Hire  child  cried,  and  fhe  cried  pitoufiy  ; 
But  blifsful  Mary  halpe  hire  right  anon, 
For  with  hire  ftrogling  wel  and  mightily 
The  theef  fell  over  bord  all  fodenly. 
And  in  the  fee  he  drenched  for  vengeance  ; 
And  thus  hath  Crift  unwemmed  kept  Cuftance,. 

O  fonle  lufi:  of  luxurie  !  lo  thin  ende. 
Not  only  that  thou  fainteil  mannes  mind. 
But  veraily  thou  wolt  his  body  fhende, 
Th'  ende  of  thy  werk,  or  of  thy  luftes  blind, 
Is  complaining  :  how  many  may  men  find 
That  not  for  werk  fometime,  but  for  th'  entent 
To  don  this  fmne,  ben  eyther  flain  or  fnent  ? 

How  may  this  v/eke  woman  han  the  flrengtU- 
Hire  to  defend  again  this  renegate  ? 

0  Gollas  !   unmefurable  of  length, 
How  mighte  David  maken  thee  fo  mate  ? 
So  yonge,  and  of  armure  fo  defolate. 
How  dorfl  he  loke  upon  thy  dredful  face  ? 
Wel  may  men  feen  it  was  but  Goddes  graccv 

Who  yaf  Judith  ©jrage  or  hardineffa 
To  fleen  him  Hclofernes  in  his  tent. 
And  to,deliver  out  of  wretcbedneffe 
The  peple  of  .God  ?  I  fiiy  for  this  entent. 
That  right  a^r  God  fpirit  of  vigour  fent 
To  hem,  andfave,d  hem,out  of  mefchance, 
So  lent  he  might  and  vigour  to  Cuilance. 

Forth  goth  hire  fliip  thurghout  the  nar^e  moxiik 
Of  Jubaltere  and  Septe,  driving  alway, 
Sometime  weft,  and  fometime  north  and  fo.uth. 
And  fometime  eft,  ful  many  a  wery  day. 
Til  Criftcs  moder  (bleffed  be  ilie  ay) 
Hath  fhapen  thurgh  hire  endeles  goodnelTe 
To  make  an  end  of  all  hire  bevineffe. 

Nov/  let  us  ftnit  of  Cuftance  but  a  throwj 
And  fpeke  we  of  the  Romane  emperour, 
That  out  of  Surrie  hath  by  lettres  knowe 
The  flaughtor  of  .Criften  folk,  anCl  diftionour 
Don  to  his  doughter  by  a  falfe  traitour, 

1  mene  the  curfed  wicked  Soudanneffe, 
That  at  the  feft  let  fleen  both  more  and  lefTe, 

For  which  this. emperour  hath  fent  ano* 
His  fenatour,  with  real  ordinaace 
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And  other  lordes,  God  wote,  many  on, 
On  Surriens  to  taken  high  vengeance  : 
They  brennen,  fieen,  and  bx-ing  hem  to  mefchance, 
Fill  many  a  day  :  but  Ihortly  this  is  th'  ende, 
Hcmward  to  Rome  they  fiiapen  hem  to  wende. 

This  fenatour  repaireth  with  victorie 
To  Rome  ward,  fayhng  ful  really. 
And  met  the  fhip  driving,  as  faith  the  ftorlc. 
In  which  Cuftance  fitteth  ful  pitoufly  : 
Nothing  ne  knew  he  what  fhe  was,  ne  why 
She  v/as  in  fwiche  array,  ne  fhe  v/il  fey 
Of  hire  eftat,  though  that  fhe  fhulde  dey. 

He  bringeth-'hire  to  Rome,  and  to  his  wif 
He  yaf  hire,  and  hire  yonge  fonne  alfo, 
And  with  the  fenatour  fhe  lad  hire  lif. 
Thus  can  our  JLady  bringen  out  of  wo 
Woful  Cuflance,  and  many  another  mo  : 
And  longe  time  dwelled  flie  in  that  place 
In  holy  werkes  ever,  as  was  hire  grace. 

The  fenatoures  wif  hire  aunte  was, 
But  for  all  that  fhe  knew  hire  never  the  more  : 
I  wo!  no  longer  tarien  in  this  cas. 
But  to  King  Alia,  which  J  fpake  of  yore, 
That  for  his  wif  wipeth  and  fiketh  fore, 
I  wol  returne,  and  let  I  wol  Cuflance 
Under  the  fenatoures  governance. 

King  Alia,  which  that  had  his  moder  flain, 
Upon  a  day  fell  in  fwiche  repentance, 
That  if  I  fhortly  tellen  fhal  and  plain. 
To  Rome  he  cometh  to  receive  his  penance. 
And  putte  him  in  the  Popes  ordinance 
In  high  and  low,  and  Jefu  Crift  befought 
Foryeve  his  wicked  werkes  that  he  had  wrought. 

The  fame  anon  thurghout  the  toun  is  born, 
How  Alia  king  fhal  come  on  pilgrimage. 
By  herbergeours  that  wenten  him  beforn. 
For  which  the  fenatour,  as  was  ufage. 
Rode  him  againe,  and  many  of  his  linage, 
.As  wel  to  fhewn  his  high  magnificence 
As  to  don  any  king  a  reverence. 

Gret  chere  doth  this  noble  fenatour 
To  King  Alia,  and  he  to  him  alfo  : 
Everich  of  hem  doth  other  gret  honour ; 
And  fo  befell  that  in  a  day  or  two 
This  fenatour  is  to  King  Alia  go 
Tofeft,  and  fhortly,  if  I  fhal  not  lie, 
Cuflances  fone  went  in  his  compagnie. 

Som  men  wold  fain  at  requefle  of  Cuflance 
This  fenatour  hath  lad  this  childe  to  fefle  : 
I  may  not  tellen  every  circumftance  ; 
Be  as  be  may  ther  was  he  at  the  lefle  : 
But  foth  is  this,  that  at  his  mothers  hijfle 
Beforn  Alia, .  during  the  metes  fpace. 
The  child  fliocd,  loking  in  the  kinges  face. 

This  Alia  king  hath  of  this  child  gret  wonder, 
And  to  the  fenatour  he  faid  anon, 
Whos  is  that  faire  child  that  ftondeth  yonder  ? 
I  n'ot,  quod  he,  by  God,  and  by  Seint  John; 
A  moder  he  hath,  but  fader  hath  he  non 
That  I  of  wote  :  but  fhortly  in  a  flound 
He  told  Alia  how  that  this  child  was  found. 

But  God  wot,  quod  this  fenatour  alfo, 
So  vertuous  a  liver  in  all  my  lif 
Ne  faw  I  never  as  fhe,  ne  herd  of  mo 
Vol.  I. 
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Of  v/orldly  woman,  maiden,  wide  we  or  wif : 
I  dare  wel  fayn  hire  haddc  lever  a  knif 
Thurghout  hire  breft  than  ben  a  woman  wikke ; 
Ther  is  no  man  coude  bring  hire  to  that  prikke. 

Now  v/as  this  child  as  like  unto  Cullance 
As  poflible  is  a  creature  to  be  : 
This  Alia  hath  the  face  in  remembrance 
Of  Dame  Cuflance,  and  theron  mufed  he. 
If  that  the  childes  moder  were  aught  fhe 
That  is  his  wif,  and  prively  he  fighte. 
And  fped  him  fro  the  table  that  Jic  mighte. 

Parfay,  tliought  he,  fantome  is  ia  min  bed ; 
I  ought  to  deme  of  fkilful  jugement 
That  in  the  fake  fee  my  wif  is  ded. 
And  afterward  he  made  his  argument ; 
¥/hat  wot  I  if  that  Crifl  have  hider  fent 
My  wif  by  fee,  as  wel  as  he  hire  lent 
To  my  contree,  fro  thennes  that  fhe  went  ? 

And  after  noon  home  with  the  fenatour 
Goth  Alia,  for  to  fee  this  wonder  chance. 
This  fenatour  doth  Alia  gret  honour. 
And  haflily  he  fent  after  Cullance  ; 
But  trufleth  wel  hire  lufle  not  to  dance  : 
Whan  that  fhe  wifle  wherfore  was  that  fonde 
Unnethe  upon  hire  feet  fhe  mighte  flonde. 

Whan  Alia  faw  his  wif  faire  he  hire  grette. 
And  wept  that  it  was  routhe  for  to  fee  ; 
For  at  the  firfle  look  he  on  hire  fette 
He  knew  wel  veraily  that  it  was  fhe  ; 
And  fhe  for  forwe  as  domb  flant  as  a  tree  : 
So  was  hire  herte  fhette  ia  hire  diflreffe 
Whan  fhe  remembered  his  unkindenefTe. 

Twies  fhe  fwouneth  in  his  owen  fight  ; 
He  wepeth  and  him  excufeth  pitoufly  : 
Now  God,  quod  he,  and  all  his  halwes  bright, 
So  wifly  on  my  foule  as  have  mercy. 
That  of  your  harme  as  gilteles  am  I 
As  is  Maurice  my  fone,  fo  like  your  face, 
Elles  the  fend  me  fetche  out  of  this  place. 

Uong  v/as  the  fobbing  and  the  bitter  peine 
Or  that  hir  woful  hertes  mighten  cefe  ; 
Gret  was  the  pitee  for  tt)  here  hem  pleine, 
Thurgh  whiche  pleintes  gan  hir  wo  encrefe. 
I  pray  you  all  my  labour  to  relefe, 
I  may  not  tell  hir  wo  until  to-morwe, 
I  am  fo  wery  for  to  fpeke  of  forwe. 

But  finally,  whan  that  the  foth  is  wift, 
That  Alia  gilteles  v/as  of  hire  wo, 
I  trow  an  hundred  times  ban  they  kift. 
And  fwiche  a  bliiTe  is  ther  betwix  hem  two, 
That,  fave  die  joye  that  lalleth  evermo, 

Ther  is  non  like  that  any  creature  

Hath  feen  or  fhal  while  that  the  world  may  dure, 

Tho  praied  fne  hire  hufbond  mekely. 
In  releef  of  hire  longe  pitous  pine. 
That  he  wold  pray  hire  fader  fpecially 
That  of  his  magellee  he  wolde  encline 
To  vouchefauf  fom  day  v/ith  him  to  dine  ; 
She  praied  him  eke  hfe  fhulde  by  no  way 
Unto  hire  fader  no  word  of  hire  fay. 

Som  men  wold  fayn  how  that  the  child  Maurice 
Doth  this  meffage  until  this  emperour; 
But  as  I  geffe  Alia  v/as  not  fo  nice. 
To  him  that  is  fo  foveraine  of  honour. 


so  THE  MAN  OF 

As  he  that  is  of  Criften  folk  the  flour, 
Send  any  child,  but  it  is  bet  to  deme 
He  went  himfelf,  and  fo  it  may  wel  feme. 

This  emperour  hath  granted  gentilly 
To  come  to  dinner  as  he  him  beioughte  ; 
And  wel  rede  I  he  loked  befily 
Upon  this  child,  and  on  his  doughter  thought. 
Alia  goth  to  his  inue,  and  as  him  ought 
Arraied  for  this  fefle  in  every  wife 
As  ferforth  as  his  conning  may  fuffice. 

The  morwe  came,  and  Alia  gain  him  dreffe, 
And  eke  his  wif,  this  emperour  to  mete; 
And  forth  they  ride  in  joye  and  in  gladuefle  ; 
And  whan  fhe  faw  hire  fader  in  the  flrete, 
She  light  adoun  and  falleth  him  to  fete. 
Fader,  quod  ftie,  your  yonge  child  Cuftance 
Is  now  ful  clene  out  of  your  remembrance. 

I  am  your  doughter,  your  Guftance,  quod  fhe. 
That  whilom  ye  han  fent  into  Surrie  ; 
It  am  I,  fader,  that  in  the  falte  fee 
Was  put  alone,  and  dampned  for  to  die  : 
Now,  goode  fader,  I  you  mercie  crie  ; 
Send  me  no  more  into  non  Hetheneffe, 
But  thanketh  my  lord  here  of  his  kindnefle. 

Who  can  the  pitousjoye  tellen  all 
Betwix  hem  thre  fin  they  ben  thus  ymette  ? 
But  of  my  Tale  make  an  ende  I  flial. 
The  day  goth  fafte,  I  wol  no  longer  lette. 
Thife  glade  folk  to  dinner  ben  yfette  ; 
In  joye  and  bliffe  at  mete  I  let  hem  dwell, 
A  thoufand  fold  wel  more  than  1  can  tell. 

This  child  Maurice  was  fithen  Emperour 
Made  by  the  Pope,  and  lived  Chriftenly  ; 
To  Criftes  chirche  did  he  gret  honour  : 
But  I  let  all  his  florie  paffen  by  ; 
pf  Cuftance  is  my  Tale  fpecially  ; 


L  A  WES  TALE,   ■ 
Id- the  olde  Romane  gedes  men  may  find 
Maurices  lif,  I  here  it  not  in  mind. 

This  King  Alia,  when  he  his  time  fey. 
With  his  Cuftance,  his  holy  wif  {o  fwtte. 
To  Eng'orid  ben  they  come  the  righte  wey, 
Ther  as  they  lire  in  joye  and  in  quiete  : 
But  litel  while  it  lafteth  I  you  hete  ; 
Joye  of  this  world  for  time  wol  not  abide-. 
Fro  day  to  night  it  changeth  as  the  tide. 

Who  lived  eyer  in  fwiche  delite  o  day 
That  him  ne  meved  eyther  confcicnce, 
Or  ire,  or  talent,  or  fom  kin  affray, 
Envie,  or  pride,  or  pafTion,  or  offence  .' 
I  ne  fay  but  for  this  end  this  fentence. 
That  litel  while  in  joye  or  in  plefance 
Lafteth  the  bliffe  of  Alia  with  Cuftance. 

For  Deth,  that  taketh  of  hie  and  lowe  his  renteii 
Whan  paffed  vsras  a  yere,  even  as  I  geffe, 
Out  of  this  world  this  King  Alia  he  hente. 
For  whom  Cuftance  hath  ful  gret  heyeneffe  ; 
Now  let  us  praien  God  his  foule  bleffe  : 
And  Dame  Cuftance,  finally  to  fuy. 
Toward  the  toun  of  Rome  goth  hire  way. 

To  Rome  is  come  this  holy  creature, 
And  findeth  ther  hire  frendes  hole  and  found ; 
Now  is  ike  fcaped  all  hii'e  aventure  : 
And  whan  that  fhe  hire  fader  hath  yfound, 
Doun  on  hire  knees  falleth  Ihe  to  ground, 
Weping  for  tenderneffe  in  herte  blithe. 
She  herieth  God  an  hundred  thoufand  fithe. 

In  vertue  and  in  holy  almeffe  dede 
They  liven  alle,  and  never  afonder  wende  ; 
Till  deth  departeth  hem  this  lif  they  lede  : 
And  fareth  now  wel,  my  Tale  is  at  an  ende. 
Now  Jefu  Crift,  that  of  his  might  may  fende 
Joye  after  ■\vo,  governe  us  in  his  grace, 
,  And  kepb  us  allc  that  ben  in  this  plate. 
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FxPERiENcK,  though  non  acJtoritee 
Were  in  this  world,  is  right  ynough  for  mcj 
To  fpeke  of  wo  that  is  in  mariage  ; 
'Tor,  Lordings,  fin  I  twelf  yere  was  of  age 
(Thanked  be  God  that  is  eterne  on  live) 
Hufbondes  at  chirche  dore  have  I  had  five, 
(If  I  fo  often  might  han  wedded  be) 
And  all  were  worthy  men  in  hir  degree. 

But  me  was  told,  not  longe  time  agon  is, 
That  fithen  Crift  ne  went  never  but  onis 
To  wedding  in  the  Cane  of  Galilee, 
That  by  that  ilke  enfample  taught  he  me 
That  I  ne  fhulde  wedded  be  but  ones. 
Lojherke  eke,  which  a  fharp  word  for  the  nones, 
Belide  a  welle  Jefu  God  and  man 
Spake  in  reprefe  of  the  Samaritan  ; 
Thou  haft  yhadde  five  hufbonds,  fayde  he. 
And  thilke  man  that  now  hath  wedded  thee 
Is  not  thyn  hufband.     Thus  faid  he  certain  ; 
^hat  that  he  ment  therby  I  can  not  fain  ; 
But  that  I  aflce  why  that  the  fifthe  man 
Was  non  hufbond  to  the  Samaritan  ? 
How  many  might  flie  have  in  mariage  ? 
Yet  herd  I  never  tellen  in  min  age 
Upon  this  noumbre  difGnitioun  ; 
Men  may  devine  and  glofen  up  and  doun. 

But  wel  I  wot  ejfpreffe  withouten  lie, 
God  bad  us  for  to  wex  and  multiplie ; 
That  gentil  text  can  J  wel  underftond  : 
Eke.  wel  1  wpt  he  fayd  that  min  hufbond 

*  The  want  of  a  few  verfes  to  conneft  this  Prolopiue  with 
the  preceding  Talc  was  perceived  lonjr  ap;o,  and  thedeietl 
was  attempted  to  be  fupplied  by  the  author  of  the  following 
lines,  which  in  mf.  B.  are  prefixed  to  the  common  Pro- 

iogue ;  „  ,  ,  , 

Oure  Ooft  gan  tho  to  loke  up  anon. 
Code  men,  quod  he,  herkeneth  everich  one. 
As  evere  mote  I  drynke  wyn  or  ale 
This  Marchant  hath  itold  a  mery  Tale, 
Howe  Januarie  hadde  a  lither  jape, 
His^wyf  put  in  his  hood  an  ape. 
But  hereof  I  wil  leveoffas  now. 
'       Dame  Wyf  of  Bathe,  quod  he,  I  pray  you 
Telle  us  a  Tale  now  nexte  after  this. 
i^       Sir  Ooft,  quod  Ihe,  fo  God  my  foule  blis 
As  I,  fully  thereto  wil  confente, 
And  alfo  it  is  myn  hole  entente 
'  Todone  yowalledifporte  asthati  can. 
But  holde  me  excufed  ;  1  am  a  woman : 
,    1  can  not  reh'erle  as  tliefe  clerkee  kune. 
"   And  riyt  anon  (he  hath  hir  Tale  bygunne. 
,  Experience,,  &c. 
Thefelinesareprmtedhcreasajuftification  for  not  in- 
fef  tiii^  tlicm  in  the  text.  .' 


Shuld  levc;  fader  and  moder  and  take  to  me; 

But  of  no  noumbre  mention  made  he 

Of  bigamie  or  of  oftogamie  ; 

Why  fliuld  men  than  fpeke  of  it  vilanie  ? 

Lo  here  the  wife  King,  Dan  Salomon, 
I  trowe  he  hadde  wives  mo  than  on, 
(As  wolde  God  it  leful  were  to  me 
I'o  be  refrefhed  half  fo  oft  as  he) 
Which  a  gift  of  God  had  he  for  alle  his  wires  ? 
No  man  hath  fwiche  that  in  this  world  on  live  is, 
God  wot  this  noble  king,  as  to  my  witte, 
The  firfte  night  had  many  a  mery  fitte 
With  eche  of  hem,  fo  wel  was  him  on  live. 
Bleffed  be  God  that  I  have  wedded  five  ; 
Welcome  the  fixthe  whan  that  ever  he  fhallj 
For  fith  I  wol  not  kepe  me  chafle  in  all. 
Whan  min  hulband  is  fro  the  world  ygone 
Som  Criften  man  fhal  wedden  me  anon ; 
For  than  the  apoltle  faith  that  I  am  fre 
To  wedde  a'  Goddes  half  wher  it  liketh  me  ; 
He  faith  that  to  be  wedded  is  no  finne  ; 
Better  is  to  be  wedded  than  to  brinne. 

What  rekketh  me  though  folk  fay  vilanie 
Of  fhrewed  Lamech  and  his  bigamie  ? 
I  wot  wel  Abraham  was  an  holy  man, 
And  Jacob  eke,  as  fer  as  ever  I  can. 
And  eche  of  hem  had  wives  mo  than  two, 
And  many  another  holy  man  alfo. 
Wher  can  ye  feen  in  any  maner  age 
That  highe  God  defended  mariage 
By  expreffe  word  ?  I  pray  you  telleth  me, 
Or  wher  commanded  he  virginitee  ? 

I  wot  as  wel  as  ye,  it  is  no  drede, 
The  apofl:le,whan  hefpake  of  maidenhede. 
He  faid  that  pj-ecept  thereof  had  he  non ; 
Men  may  confeille  ^  woman  to  ben  on. 
But  confeilling  is  no  f  ommandement ; 
He  put  it  in  our  own  jugement. 

For  hadde  God  commanded  maidenhede, 
Than  had  he  dampned  wedding  out  of  drede  5 
And  certes  if  ther  were  no  fede  yfowe 
Virginitee  than  whereof  ihuld  it  growe  ? 

Poule  dorlte  not  commanden  at  the  left 
A  thing  of  wfiich  his  maifter  yaf  non  heft. 
The  dart  is  fette  up  for  virginitee, 
Catch  who  fo  may,  who  renneth  beft  let  fee, 
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But  this  v/ord  is  not  take  of  every  wigJit, 
But  ther  as  God  wol  yeve  it  of  his  might, 
I  wot  wel  that  the  apoftle  vv^as  a  maid, 
But  natheles,  though  that  he  wrote  and  faid 
He  wold  that  every  wight  were  fv/iche  as  he, 
All  n'is  hut  confeil  to  virginitee. 
And  for  to  ben  a  wif  he^  yaf  me  leve, 
Of  indulgence,  fo  n'is  it  non  repreve 
To  wcdden  me,  if  that  my  make  die. 
Without  exception  of  bigamie  ; 
All  were  it  good  no  woman  for  to  touche, 
(He  ment  as  in  his  bed  or  in  his  couche) 
For  peril  is  both  fire  and  tow  to  affemble  ; 
Ye  know  what  this  eufaniple  may  refemble. 

This  is  all  and  Ibni,  he  held  virginitee 
jVIoi-e  parfit  than  vvredding  in  freeitee  : 
(Freeltce  clepe  I,  but  if  that  he  and  fhe 
AVold  IcJc  hir  lives  all  in  chaflitee) 
1  graimt  it  wel,  I  have  of  non  envie 
Who  maidenhed  preferre  to  bigamie  ; 
It  liketh  hem  to  be  clene  in  body  and  gofl ; 
Of  min  eflat  I  wol  not  maken  boft. 

For  wel  ye  know  a  lord  in  his  houftiold 
Ne  hath  nat  every  veffell  all  of  gold  : 
Som  ben  of  tree,  and  don  hir  lord  fervice. 
God  clepeth  folk  to  him  in  fondry  wife, 
And  everich  hath  of  God  a  propre  gift, 
Sbm.  this,  fom  that,  as  that  him  liketh  fliift« 
"Virginitee  is  gret  perfeilion,  ' 
And  continence  eke  with  devotion  ; 
But  Crift,  that  of  perfe»5lion  is  welle, 
Ne  bade  not  every  wight  he  fliuld  go  felle 
All  that  he  had  and  yeve  it  to  the  poure, 
And  in  fwiche  wift  follow  him  and  his  lore  : 
He  fpake  to  hem  that  wold  live  parfitly, 
And,  Lord.'ngs,  (by  your  leve)  that  ara  nat  I : 
I  wol  beftow  the  flour  of  all  myn  age 
In  th'  acftes  and  the  fruit  of  niariage. 

Tell  me  alfo  to  what  conclufion 
Were  membres  made  of  generation, 
And  of  fo  parfit  wife  a  wight  ywrought  ? 
Trufteth  me  wel  they  were  nat  made  for  nought. 
Glofe  who  fo  wol,  and  fay  bothe  up  and  doun, 
That  they  were  made  for  purgatioun  '   ' 

Of  urine,  and  of  other  thinges  fmalle. 
And  eke  to  know  a  female  from  a  male  : 
And  for  non  other  caufe  ?  fay  ye  no  ? 
The  experience  wot  wel  it  is  not  fo. 
So  that  the  clerkes  be  not  with  me  wroth  ; 
I  fay  this,  that  they  maked  ben  for  both  ; 
This  is  to  fayn,  for  office  and  for  efe 
Of  engendrure,  ther  we  not  God  difplefe. 
Why  ftiuld'men  elles  in  hir  bookes  fette 
That  man  Ihal  yelden  to  his  wif  hire  dette  ? 
Nov/  wherwith  ihuld  he  make  his  payement 
If  he  ne  ufed  his  fely  inllrument .''  ' 

Than  were  they  made  upon  a  creature  , 

To  purge  urine,  and  eke  for  engendrure. 

But  1  fay  not  thai  every  wight  is  hold, 
That  hath  fwiche  harneis  as  I  to  you  told, 
To  gon  and  ufen  hem  in  engendrure ; 
Than  fhuld  men  take  of  chaftitee  no  cure. 
Crifl  was  a  maide,  and  fliapen  as  a  man, 
And  msny  a  feint,  fith  that  this  world  began, 


Yet  lived  they  ever  in  parfit  chaftitee ; 

I  n'ill  envie  with  no  virginitee. 

Let  hem  with  bred  of  pured  whete  be  fed, 

And  let  us  wives  eten  barly  bred  : 

And  yet  with  barly  bred,  Mark  tellen  can, 

Our  Lord  Jefu  refrefhed  many  a  man. 

In  fwiche  eflat  as  God  hath  cleped  us 

t  wol  perfever,  I  n'am  not  precious. 

In  wif  hode  wol  I  ufe  min  inftrument 

As  frely  as  my  Maker  hath  it  fent. 

If  1  be  dangerous,  God  yeve  me  forwe, 

Min  hufband  fhal  it  have  both  even  and  morwe, 

Whan  that  hira  lifl  come  forth  and  pay  his  dette. 

An  hufbond  wol  I  have,  I  wol  not  lette. 

Which  fhal  be  both  my  detour  and  my  thrall, 

And  have  his  tribulation  withall 

Upon  his  flefh,  while  that  I  am  his  wif. 

I  have  the  power  during  all  my  lif 

Upon  his  propre  body,  and  nat  he  ; 

Right  thus  the  apoftle  told  it  unto  me. 

And  bad  our  hufbonds  for  to  love  us  wel : 

All  this  fentence  me  liketh  every  del. 

Up  llert  the  Pardoner,  and  that  anon  ; 
Now,  Dame,  quod  he,  by  God  and  by  Seint  Joha 
Ye  ben  a  noble  prechour  in  this  cas  : 
I  w^as  about  to  wed  a  w^if,  alas  ! 
What  ?  fhuld  I  hie  it  on  my  flefh  fo  dere  ? 
Yet  had  I  lever  wed  no  wif  to-yere. 

Abide,  quod  fhe,  my  Tale  is  not  begonne ; 
Nay,  thou  fhalt  drinken  of  another  tonne, 
Er  that  I  go,  fhall  favor  worfe  than  ale  : 
And  whan  that  I  have  told  thee  forth  my  Tale 
Of  tribulation  in  mariage. 
Of  which  I  am  expert  in  al  min  age, 
(This  is  to  fayn  myfelf  hath  ben  the  whippe) 
Than  maieft  thou  chefen  wheder  thou  wolt  fippe 
Of  thilke  tonne  that  I  fhal  abroche  : 
Beware  of  it  er  thou  to  neigh  approche. 
For  I  fhal  tel  enfamples  mo  tlian  ten. 
Who  fo  that  n'ill  beware  by  other  men 
By  him  fhal  other  men  corredied  be  ; 
Thife  fame  wordes  writeth  Ptholomee, 
Rede  in  his  Almajeflie,  and  take  it  there. 

Dame,  I  wold  pray  you,  if  your  will  it  were, 
Sayde  this  Pardoner,  as  ye  began 
Tell  forth  your  Tale,  and  fpareth  for  no  man, 
And  techeth  us  yonge  men  of  your  pracftike. 

Gladly,  quod  fhe,  fin  that  it  may  you  like, 
But  that  I  pray  to  all  this  compagnie. 
If  that  I  fpeke  after  my  fantafie. 
As  taketh  not  a  greefe  of  that  I  fay. 
For  min  entente  is  non  but  for  to  play. 

Now,  Sires,  than  wol  I  tell  you  forth  my  Tale. 
As  ever  mote  I  drinken  win  or  ale 
I  fhal  fay  foth,  the  hufbondes  that  I  had 
As  three  of  hem  were  good  and  two  were  bad. 
The  three  were  goode  men  and  riche  and  olde; 
Unnethes  mighten  they  the  ftatute  holde 
In  which  that  they  were  bounden  unto  me ; 
Ye  wot  wel  what  I  mene  of  this  parde. 
As  God  me  helpe  I  laugh  whan  that  I  thinkc 
How  pitoufly  a-night  I  made  hem  fwinke. 
But  by  my  fay  I  tolde  of  it  no  flore  : 
They  ha,d  me  yeven  hir  lond  and  hir  trefore ;- 
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Me  tieded  not  do  lenger  diligence 
To  win  hir  love  or  don  hem  reverence. 
They  loved  me  fo  wel,  by  God  above, 
That  I  ne  tolde  no  deintee  of  hir  love. 
A  wife  woman  wol  befie  hire  ever  in  on 
To  geten  hir  love  ther  as  fhe  hath  non. 
But  fith  I  had  hem  holly  in  min  bond, 
And  that  they  hadde  yeven  me  all  hir  lond, 
What  Ihuld  I  taken  kepe  hem  for  to  plcfe, 
But  it  were  for  my  profit  or  min  efe  ? 
I  fet  hem  fo  a-werke  by  my  fay, 
That  many  a  night  they  fongen  Wala  wa  ! 
The  bacon  was  not  fet  for  hem  I  trow 
That  fom  men  have  in  Effex  at  Dcnmow. 
I  governed  hem  fo  wel  after  my  lawe 
That  eche  of  hem  ful  blisful  was  and  fawe 
To  bringen  me  gay  thinges  fro  the  feyre  : 
They  were  ful  glade  whan  I  fpake  him  fayre  i 
For  God  it  v/ot  I  chidde  hem  fpitoufly. 
Now  herkeneth  how  I  bare  me  proprely. 

Ye  wife  wives,  that  can  underftond, 
Thus  fhul  ye  fpeke,  and  here  hem  wrong  on  hond, 
For  half  fo  boldely  can  ther  ncfman 
Sweren  and  lien  as  a  woman  can. 
(I  fay  not  this  by  wives  that  ben  wife, 
But  if  it  be  whan  they  hem  mifavife.) 
A  wife  wif,  if  that  flie  can  hire  good, 
Shal  beren  hem  on  hond  the  cow  is  wood. 
And  taken  witneffe  of  hire  owen  mayd 
Of  hir  affent ;  but  herkeneth  how  1  fayd. 

Sire  olde  Kaynard,  is  this  thin  aray  ? 
Why  is  my  neigheboures  wif  fo  gay  ? 
She  is  honoured  over  al  wher  fhe  goth  ; 
I  fit  at  home,  I  have  no  thrifty  cloth. 
What  dofl  thou  at  my  neigheboures  hous  ? 
Is  Ihe  fo  faire  ?  art  thou  fo  amorous  ? 
What,  rownefl  thou  with  our  maide  .''  Imedlclte  ! 
Sire  olde  Lechour,  let  thy  japes  be. 

And  if  I  have  a  goffib  or  a  frend, 
(Withouten  gilt)  thou  chidefl:  as  a  fend 
If  that  I  walke  or  play  unto  his  hous. 

Thou  comeft  horn  as  dronken  as  a  mous, 
And  prechefl  on  thy  benche  with  evil  prefe  : 
Thou  fayfl  to  me,  It  is  a  gret  mefchiefe 
To  wed  a  poure  woman  for  coflage  ; 
And  if  that  fhe  be  riche  of  high  parage, 
Than  fayft  thou  that  it  is  a  tourmentrie 
To  foffre  hire  pride  and  hire  melancolie  : 
And  if  that  Ihe  be  faire,  thou  veray  knave. 
Thou  fayfl  that  every  holour  wol  hire  have; 
She  may  no  while  in  chaflitee  abide 
That  is  affailed  upon  every  fide. 
Thou  fayfc  fom  folk  defire  us  for  richeffe, 
Som  for  our  fhape,  and  fom  for  our  fairnefTc, 
And  fom  for  flie  can  eyther  fing  or  dance, 
And  fom  for  gentilleffe  and  daliance, 
Som  for  hire  hondes  and  hire  amies  fmale  : 
Thus  goth  all  to  the  devil  by  thy  tale. 
Thou  fayfl:  men  may  not  kepe  a  caftel  wal, 
It  may  fo  long  affailled  be  over  al. 
And  if  that  flie  be  foul,  thou  fayfl;  that  flie 
Coveteth  every  man  that  flie  may  fee  ; 
For  as  a  fpanile  flie  wol  on  him  lepe 
Til  flie  may  finden  fom  man  hire  to  chepc. 


Ne  non  fo  grey  goos  goth  ther  in  the  lake 
(As  fayft  thou)  that  v/ol  ben  without  a  make  : 
And  fayfl:  it  is  an  hard  thing  for  to  welde 
A  thing  that  no  man  wol  his  thankes  helde. 

Thus  fayfl  thou,  lorel,  whan  thou  gofl:  to  bed. 
And  that  no  wife  man  nedeth  for  to  wed, 
Ne  no  man  that  entendeth  unto  heven. 
With  wiide  thonder  dint  and  firy  leven 
Mote  thy  welked  nckke  be  to-broke. 

Thou  fayft  tliat  dropping  hcufes  and  eke  fmokq. 
And  chiding  wives,  maken  men  to  fiee 
Out  of  hir  owen  hous.  A,  hcnedkUe  ! 
What  aileth  fwiche  an  old  man  for  to  chide  ? 

Thou  fayfl  we  wives  wol  our  vices  hide 
Til  we  be  faft,  and  than  we  wol  hem  fhewe. 
Wel  may  that  be  a  proverbe  of  a  flirev/e. 

Thou  fayfl  that  oxen,  affes,  hors,  and  houndes. 
They  ben  affaied  at  diverfe  fi;oundes, 
Bafmes,  lavoures,  or  that  men  hem  bie, 
Spones,  ftooles,  and  all  fwiche  hufbondrie, 
And  fo  ben  pottes,  clothes,  and  aray, 
But  folk  of  wives  maken  non  affay 
Til  they  ben  wedded,  olde  dotard  flirewe, 
And  than,  fayfl:  thou,  we  wol  our  vices  fliewe. 

Thou  fayft  alfo  that  it  difplefeth  me 
But  if  that  thou  wolt  preifen  my  beautee, 
And  but  thou  pore  alway  upon  my  face. 
And  clepe  me  Faire  Dame  in  every  place  ; 
And  but  thou  make  a  fefte  on  thilke  day 
That  I  was  borne,  and  make  me  frefh  and  gay,; 
And  but  thou  do  to  my  norice  honour. 
And  to  my  chamberere  within  my  hour,  ■ 

And  to  my  faders  folk  and  myn  allies  : 
Thus  fayft  thou,  oldebarel  ful  of  lies. 

And  yet  alfo  of  our  prentis  Jankin, 
For  his  crifpe  here,  Ihinirig  as  gold  fo  fin, 
And  for  he  fquiereth  me  both  up  and  doun. 
Yet  haft  thou  caught  a  falfe  fufpefcion  ! 
I  wol  him  nat,  though  thou  were  ded  to-mprwe. 

Eut  tell  me  this,  Why  hideft  tllcu  with  forwc 
Tl)e  keies  of  thy  cheft  away^fro  me  .' 
It  is  my  good  as  well  as  thin  parde. 
What,  v/eneft  thou  make  an  idiot  of  our  Dame  ? 
Now  by  that  Lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Jame, 
Thou  {halt  nat  bothe,  though  that  thou  Vere  wood, 
Be  maifter  of  my  body  and  of  my  good  ; 
That  on  thou  fhalt  forgo  maugre  thin  cyen. 
What  hclpeth  it  of  me  to  enquere  and  fpieii  ? 
I  trow  thou  woldeft  locke  me  in  thy  chefte. 
Tliou  fliuldeft,  fay,  Fayr  wif,  go  where  thee  lefte  \ 
Take  your  difport ;  I  wol  nat  leve  no  tales  ; 
I  know  you  for  a  trewe  v.'if,  Dame  Ales, 

We  love  no  man  that  taketh  kepe  or  charge 
Wher  that  we  gon  ;  we  wol  be  at  our  large. 
Of  alle  m^en  yblcffed  mote  he  be 
The  wife  aftrologien  Dan  Ptliolomee, 
That  fayth  this  proverbe  in  his  Almagefte, 
Of  alle  men  his  wifdom  is  higliefte 
That  rekketh  not  who  hath  tlie  world  in  hond. 

By  tliis  proverbe  thou  flialt  wel  underftond, 
FL.vc  thou  ynough,  what  thar  thee  rekke  or  care. 
How  merily  that  other  folkes  fare  ? 
For  certes,  olde  dotard,  by  your  leve. 
Ye  fliullen  have  queint  right  ynou;^'h  at  eve. 
Dii] 
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He  is  to  gret  a  nigard  that  wol  werne 
A  man  to  light  a  candel  at  his  lanterne  ; 
He  fhal  have  never  the  IclTe  light  partle  : 
Have  thou  ynough  thee  thar  not  plainen  thee. 

Thou  fayil  alio  if  that  we  make  us  gay 
With  clothing  and  with  precious  aray. 
That  it  is  peril  of  our  chaftitee  : 
And  yet  with  forwe  thou  enforceft  thee. 
And  fayfl:  thife  wordes  in  the  apoflles  name  ; 
In  habit  made  with  chaflitee  and  fliame 
Ye  women  fhul  appareile  you,  (quod  he) 
And  nat  in  treffed  here  and  gay  perrie, 
As  perlcs,  ne  with  gold,  ne  clothes  riche. 

After  thy  text  ne  after  thy  rubriche 
I  wol  not  work  as  mochel  as  a  gnat. 
Thou  fayfl  alfo  I  walke  out  like  a  cat  ; 
For  who  fo  wolde  fenge  the  cattes  fkio 
Than  wol  the  cat  wel  dwellen  in  hire  in  ; 
And  if  the  cattes  fkin  be  fleke  and  gay, 
She  wol  nat  dwellen  in  hous  half  a  day. 
But  forth  fhe  Wol,  or  any  day  be  dawed, 
To  fhew  hire  fkin  and  gon  a  caterwawed. 
This  is  to  fay,  if  I  be  gay,  fire  fhrewe, 
I  woi  renne  out  my  borel  for  to  fhewe. 
Sire  olde  fool,  what  helpeth  thee  to  fpien  ? 
Though  thou  pray  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyen 
To  be  my  wardecorps,  as  he  can  beft, 
In  faith  he  fhal  not  kepe  me  but  me  left  : 
Yet  coude  I.  make  his  herd,  fo  mote  I  the. 

lli-ou  fayeft  eke  that  ther  ben  thinges  three, 
Wliich  thinges  gretly  troublen  all  this  erthe, 
And  that  Ho  wight  ne  may  endure  the  ferthe  ; 
O  lefe  fire  fllrewe,  Jefu  fhort  thy  lif. 

Yet  precheft  thou,  an  fayft,  an  hateful  wif 
Yrekened  is  for  on  of  thife  mifchances. 
Be  ther  non  other  maner  refemblances 
That  y(J  may  liken  your  parables  to 
JBut  if  a  fely  wif  be  on  of  tho  ? 

Thou  likeneft  eke  womans  love  to  helle, 
To  barrein  lond  ther  water  may  not  dwelle. 

Thou  likeneft  it  alfo  to  wilde  fire  ; 
The  mor  it  brenneth,  the  more  it  hath  defire 
To  confume  every  thing  that  brent  would  be. 

Thou  fayeft  right  as  wormes  fliende  a  tre 
Right  fo  a  wif  deftroieth  hire  hufbond  ; 
This  knowen  they  that  ben  to  wives  bond- 

Lordings,  right  thus,  as  ye  han  underftond. 
Bare  I  ftifly  min  old  hufbondes  on  bond, 
That  thus  they  faiden  in  hir  dronkennelTe  ; 
And  all  was  falfe  but  as  I  toke  witneffe 
On  Jankin,and  upon  my  nece  alfo. 

0  Lord  !  the  peine  I  did  hem  and  the  wo, 
pul  giltelefs,  by  Goddes  fwete  pine, 

For  as  an  hors  I  coude  bite  and  whine  ; 

1  coude  plain,  and  I  was  in  the  gilt, 
Or  elles  oftentime  I  had  ben  fpilt. 

Who  fo  firft  Gometh  to  the  mill  firft  grint ; 
I  plained  firft,  fo  was  our  werre  yftint. 
They  were  ful  glad  to  excufen  hem  full  blive 
Of  thing  the  which  they  never  agilt  hir  live. 
Of  wenches  wold  I  beren  hem  on  bond 
Whan  that  for  fike  unnethes  might  they  {tend, 
Yet  tikeled  I  his  herte  for  that  he 
"Wend  that  I  had  of  him  fo  grct  chiertee  : 


I  fwore  that  all  my  walking  out  by  niglic 

Was  for  to  efpien  wenches  that  he  dight : 

Under  that  colour  had  I  many  a  mirth  ; 

For  all  fwiche  wit  is  yeven  us  in  our  birth  ; 

Deceite,  weping,  fpinning,  God  hath  yeven 

To  women  kindly  while  that  they  may  liven. 

And  thus  of  o  thing  I  may  avaunten  me. 

At  th'  ende  I  had  the  beter  in  eche  degree. 

By  fleight  or  force,  or  by  fom  maner  thing, 

As  by  continual  murmur  or  grutching. 

Namely  a-bed  ;  ther  hadden  they  mefchance  j 

Ther  wold  I  chide,  and  don  hem  no  plefance  : 

I  wold  no  lenger  in  the  bed  abide 

If  that  I  felt  his  arme  over  nxy  fide, 

Tiir  he  had  made  his  raunfon  unto  me, 

Than  wold  I  foffre  him  do  his  nicctee  : 

And  therfore  every  man  this  Tale  I  tell, 

Winne  who  fo  may,  for  all  is  for  to  fell. 

With  empty  bond  men  may  no  haukes  lure  ; 

For  winning  wold  I  all  his  luft  endure. 

And  maken  me  a  feined  appetit,  \ 

And  yet  in  bacon  fiad  I  never  delit. 

That  maked  me  that  c/er  I  wold  him  chide  ; 

For  though  the  Pope  had  fitten  hem  befide, 

I  wold  not  fpare  hem  at  hir  owen  bord. 

For  by  my  trouthe  I  quitte  hem  word  for  word» 

As  helpe  me  veray  God  omnipotent, 

Tho  I  right  now  fhould  make  my  teftament, 

1  nc  owe  him  not  a  word  that  it  n'is  quit ; 

I  brought  it  fo  abouten  by  my  wit 

That  they  muft  yeve  it  up  as  for  the  beft. 

Or  elles  had  we  never  been  in  reft  ; 

For  though  he  loked  as  a  wood  le&n 

Yet  Ihuld  he  faille  of  his  conclufion. 

Than  wold  I  fay,  Now,  goode  lefe,  take  kepe  ; 
How  mekely  loketh  Wilkin  oure  fhepe  ! 
Come  ner  my  fpoufe,  and  let  me  ba  thy  cheke ; 
Ye  fhulden  be  al  patient  and  meke. 
And  han  a  fwete  fpiced  confcience, 
Sith  ye  fo  preche  of  Jobes  patience, 
Suft'i-eth  alway  fin  ye  lo  wel  can  preche. 
And  but  yc  do,  certain  we  fhall  you  teche 
That  it  is  faire  to  han  a  wif  in  pees. 
On  of  us  tvv'o  moft  howen  doutelees; 
And  fith  a  man  is  more  refonable 
Than  woman  is,  ye  moften  ben  fuffrable. 
What  aileth  you  to  grutchen  thus  and  grone  ? 
Is  it  for  ye  wold  have  my  queint  alone  ? 
Why  take  it  all]'  lo,  have  it  evei'y  del ; 
Peter,  I  fhrew  you  but  you  love  it  wel  : 
For  if  I  wolde  fell  my  idla  chofi, 
I  coude  walke  as  frcfhe  as  is  a  rofe, 
But  I  wol  kepe  it  for  your  owen  toth. 
Ye  be  to  blame,  by  God  I  fay  you  foth. 

Swiche  maner  wordes  hadden  we  on  bond. 
Now  wol  I  fpeken  of  my  of  fourthe  hulbond. 

My  fourthe  hufbonde  was  a  revellour, 
This  is  to  fayn,  he  had  a  paramour, 
And  I  was  yonge  and  ful  of  ragerie, 
Stibborne  and  ftrong,  and  joly  as  a  pie  ; 
Though  coude  I  dancen  to  an  harpe  fmalc. 
And  fing  ywis  as  any  nightingale, 
When  I  had  dronke  a  draught  of  fwete  Winc, 
Mcttellius,  the  foul  cherle,  the  fwine, 
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That  -vvith  a  ftaf  bcraft  his  wif  hire  lif 

Fdr  ftie  drank  wine,  though  I  had  been  his  wif 

Ne  fliuld  he  not  have  daunted  me  fro  drinke; 

And  after  wine  of  Venus  moft  1  thinke  ; 

For  al  fo  fiker  as  cold  engendreth  hayl 

A  hkerous  mouth  moft  han  a  likerous  tayl. 

In  womah  vinolent  is  no  defence, 

This  knowen  lechours  by  experience. 

But,  Lord  Crift  !  whan  that  it  remembreth  me 
Upon  my  youth,  and  on  my  johtee, 
It  tikeleth  me  about  myn  herte  rote  : 
Unto  this  day  it  doth  myn  herte  bote. 
That  I  have  had  my  world  as  in  my  time. 
But  age,  alas  !  that  all  wol  envenime. 
Hath  me  beraft  my  beautee  and  my  pith ; 
Let  go,  farewel,  the  devil  go  therwith  ! 
The  flour  is  gon,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  tell ; 
The  bren  as  I  heft  ma'/  now  mofte  I  fell. 
But  yet  to  be  right  mery  wol  I  fond. 
Now  forth  to  tellen  of  my  fourthe  hufbond. 

I  fay  I  had  in  herte  gret  defpit 
That  he  of  any  other  had  delit  : 
But  he  was  quit  by  God  and  by  Seint  loce  ; 
I  made  him  of  the  fame  wood  a  croce, 
Not  of  my  body  in  no  foule  manere. 
But  certainly  I  made  folk  fwiche  chere, 
That  in  his  owen  grefe  I  made  him  frie, 
For  anger  and  for  veray  jaloufie. 
By  God,  in  erth  I  was  his  Purgatorie, 
For  which  I  hope  his  foule  be  in  glorie  : 
For,  God  it  wote,  he  fate  ful  oft  and  fonpe 
Whan  that  his  fho  ful  bitterly  him  wronge  : 
Ther  was  ho  wight,  fave  God  and  he,  that  wifle 
In  many  a  wife  how  fore  that  I  him  twille. 
He  died  whan  I  came  fro  Jerufalem, 
And  lith  ygxave  under  the  rode-beem  ; 
All  is  his^tombe  not  fo  curious 
As  was  the  fepulcre  of  him  Darius, 
Which  that  Appelles  wrought  fo  fotelly  : 
It  is.  but  waft  to  bury  hem  precioufly. 
let  him  farewel,  God  give  his  foule  reft. 
He  is  now  in  his  grave  and  in  his  cheft. 

,  JTow  of  my  fifthe  hufbonde  wol  I  telle  5 
God  let  his  foule  never  come  in  helle  : 
And  yet  was  he  to  riie  the  mofte  flirew  ; 
That  fele  1  on  my  ribbes  all  by  reW, 
And  ever  fhal  unto  miti  ending  day  : 
But  in  our  bed  he  was  fo  frefh  and  gay, 
And  therwithall  he  coude  fo  well  me  glofe,' 
Whan  that  he  wolde  hap  my  helle  chofe, 
That  though  he  had  be  bet  on  every  bon 
He  coude  win  agen  my  love  anon. 
I  trow  I  loved  him  the  bet,  for  he 
Was  of  his  love  fo  dangerous  to  me. 
We  wimmen  han,  if  that  1  ftial  not  lie, 
In  this  matere  a  queinte  fantafie. 
"Waite;  what  thing  -Cve  m.ay  nat  lightly  havCji 
Therafter  wol  we  cry  all  day  and  crave. 
Forbede  us  thing  and  that  defiren  we  j 
iPrefe  on  us  faft  and  thanne  wol  We  flee. 
With  danger  uttren  we- all  our  chafFare  ^ 
Gret  prees  at  market  maketh  dere  ware, 
And  to  gret  chepe  is  hoMen  at  litel  prife  ; 
This  knoweth  every  woman  that  is  wife. 
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My  fifthe  hufbonde,  God  his  foule  bleffe. 
Which  that  I  toke  for  love  and  no  richeffe, 
He  fomtime  was  a  clerk  of  Oxenforde, 
And  had  left  fcole,  and  went  at  home  at  bdrde 
With  my  goffib,  dwelling  in  oure  toun, 
God  have  hire  foule  !  hire  name  was  Alifounj 
She  knew  my  herte  and  all  my  privctee 
Bet  thari  our  parifh  preeft,  fo  mote  I  the  : 
To  hjre  bewried  I  my  counfeil  all. 
For  had  my  hufbond  piffed  on  a  wall, 
Or  don  a  thing  that  Ihuld  have  cftft  his  lif. 
To  hire,  and  to  another  worthy  wif, 
And  to  my  nece,  which  that  I  loved  wel, 
I  wold  have  told  his  counfeil  every  del  : 
And  fo  i  did  ful  often,  God  it  ivote. 
That  made  his  f&ce  full  often  red  and  bote 
For  veray  ftiame,  and  blafned  himfelf,  for  he 
Had  told  to  ttie  fo  gret  a  privatee. 

And  fo  befell  that  ones  in  a  Lent 
(So  often  times  1  to  my  goOib  wentj 
For  ever  yet  I  loved  to  be  gay,  • 

And  for  to  walke  in  MarCh,  April,  and  May, 
From  hoiis  to  hous,  to  heren  fundry  tales) 
That  Jankin  clerk,  and  my  goflib  Dame  Alc«, 
And  I  myfelf,  into  the  feldes  went. 
Myn  hufbond  was  at  London  all  that  Lent  : 
I  had  the  better  leifer  for  to  pleie, 
And  for  to  fee,  and  eke  for  to  be  feie 
Of  lufty  folk.  What  wift  I  wher  my  grace 
Was  fhap'en  for  to  be,  or  in  what  place  ? 
Therfore  made  I  my  vifitations 
To  vigilies  and  to  proceffions. 
To  prechings  eke",  and  to  thife  pilgrimages. 
To  playes  of  miracles,  and  manages. 
And  wered  upon  my  gay  fkarlet  gites. 
Thife  wormes,  ne  thife  mothes,  ne  thife  mites. 
Upon  my  paraille  frett  hem  never  a  del ; 
And  woft  thou  ^Vby  ?  for  they  were  ufed  welv 

Now  wol  I  tellen  forth  what  happed  me. 
I  fay  that  In  the  feldes  walked  we 
Till  trewely  we  had  fwiche  daliance, 
This  clerk  arid  I,  that  of  my  purveance 
I  fpake  to  him,  and  faid  him  how  that  hcj 
If  1  were  widewe,  fhulde  wedden  me. 
For  certainly,  I  fay  for  no  bobance, 
Yet  was  I  ntver  without  purveancd 
Of  mariage,  ne  of  other  thinges  eke  i 
I  hold  a  moufes  wit  not  worth  a  leke 
That  hath  but  on  hole  for  to  fterten  to. 
And  if  ttat  faille,  than  is  all  ydb. 

I  bare  him  on  bond  he  had  enchanted  me, 
(My  dame  taughte  me  that  fubtiltee) 
And  eke  I  fayd  I  mette  of  him  all  night,    ' 
He  vf  old  ban  flain  me  as  I  lay  upright. 
And  all  my  bed  was  ful  of  vefay  blood  ; 
But  yet  I  hope  that  ye  fhuln  do  me  good. 
For  hlood  betokeneth  gold,  as  me  was  taught, 
And  al  was  falfe,  I  dreamed  of  him  right  naughtj 
But  as  1  fdlwed  ay  my  dames  lore. 
As  wel  of  that  as  of  other  thinges  more. 

But  now,  Sife,  let  hie  fee,  what  fhall  I  lain  ? 
A  ha !  by  God  I  ha:ve  my  Tale  again. 
Whan  that  my  fourthe  hufbonde  was  oh  tere, 
I  wept  algate  a;nd  toade  a  fory  chere, 
P  iiij 
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As  wives  moten,  for  it  is  the  ufage, 

And  with  my  coverchefe  coveM:ed  my  vifage ; 

But  for  that  I  was  purveyed  of  a  make, 

I  wept  but  fmal,  and  that  I  undertake. 

To  chirche  was  myn  hufbond  bom  a-morv/e 

With  neigheboures  that  for  him  maden  forowCy 

And  Jankin  oure  clerk  was  on  of  tho  : 

As  helpe  me  God,  whan  that  I  law  hiin  go 

After  tlie  here,  me  thought  he  had  a  paire 

Of  legges  and  of  feet  fo  clene  and  faire 

That  all  my  herte  I  yave  unto  his  hold. 

He  was,  I  trow,  a  twenty  winter  old,. 

And  I  was  fourty,  if  I  flial  fay  foth,. 

But  yet  I  had  alway  a  cokes  toth. 

Gat-tothed  I  was,  and  that  became  me  Vfele  ; 

i  had  the  print  of  Seint  Venus  fele. 

As  helpe  me  God,  I  was  a  lufty  on^ 

And  faire,  and  riche,  and  yonge,  and  wel  begon  : 

And  trewely,  as  min  hufbondes  tolden  me, 

I  had  the  befte  queint  that  mighte  be. 

For  certes  I  am  all  Venerian 

In  feling,  and  my  herte  is  Martian  : 

Venus  me  yave  my  luft  and  likeroufnefFe, 

And  Mars  yave  me  my  flurdy  hardineffe. 

Min  afeendent  vi^as  Taure,  and  Mars  therinne  : 

Alas,  alas !  that  ever  love  was  fmne  I 

1  folwed  ay  min  inclination 

By  vertue  of  m.y  conflellation  j 

That  made  me  that  I  coude  nat  withdraw 

My  chambre  of  Venus  from  a  good  felaw  y      , 

Yet  have  I  Martes  merke  upon  my  face. 

And  alfo  in  another  privee  place  ; 

For  God  fo  v/ifiy  be  my  falvation, 

I  loved  never  by  no  difcretion,. 

But  ever  folwed  min  appetit. 

All  were  he  fhorte,  longe,  blacke,.or  white  : 

1  toke  no  kepe,  fo  that  he  liked  me, 

How^  poure  he  was,  ne  eke  of  vi^hat  degree. 

What  fhulde  I  fay  ?  but  at  the  monthes  ende 
This  joly  clerk  Jankin,  that  was  fo  hende, 
Hath  wedded  me  v/ith  gret  folempnitee,- 
And  to  him  yave  1  all  the  lond  and  fee 
That  ever  was  me  yeven  therbefore, 
But  afterward  repented  me  ful  fore. 
He  n'olde  fuffre  nothing  of  my  lift  : 
By  God  he  fmote  me  Ones  with  his  fA, 
For  that  I  rent  out  of  his  book  a  lefe,. 
That  of  the  ftroke  myn  ere  wex  all  defe. 
Stibborne  I  was  as  is  aleonelfe. 
And  of  my  tonge  a  veray  janglercffe  ; 
And  walke  I  wold,  as  I  had  don  beforn, 
Fro  hous  to  hous,  although  he  had  iffworhy 
For  Vi'hich  he  oftentimes  wold  preche, 
And  me  of  olde  Romaine  geftes  teche. 

How  lie  Sulpitius  Gallus  left  his  wif. 
And  hire  forfcke  for  terme  of  all  his  lif, 
Not  but  for  open-heded  he  hire  fay 
Loking  out  at  his  dore  upon  a  day. 

Another  Romaine  told  he  me  by  name. 
That  for  his  wif  was  at  a  fommer  game 
Without  his  weting  he  forfoke  hire  eke.     - 

And  than  wold  he  upon  his  Bible  feke 
That  ilke  proverbe  of  Eccltliafte, 
Vher  hs  commandeth,  and  forbedeth  falle, 


a'thes  prologue. 

Man  flial  not  fuffer  his  wif  go  roulc  abontc- 

Than  wold  he  fay  right  thus  withouten  doutc. 
Who  fo  that  bildeth  his  hous  all  of  falwes. 
And  priketh  his  blind  hors  over  the  faKves, 
And  fufFereth  his  v/if  to  go  feken  halwes. 
Is  worthy  to  be  honged  on  the  galwes. 

But  all  for  nought;  I  fette  not  an  hawc 
Of  his  proverbes  ne  of  his  olde  fawe  ; 
Ne  1  vt^old  not  of  him  correfied  be. 
1  hate  hem  that  rny  vices  teller  me. 
And  fo  do  mo  of  us  (God  wote)  than  I, 
This  made  him  wood  with  me  all  utterly  ; 
I  n'olde  not  forbere  him  in  no  cas. 

Now  wol  I  fay  you  foth,  by  Seint  Thomas^ 
Why  that  I  rent  out  of  his  book  a  lefe, 
For  which  he  fmote  me  fo  that  I  was  defe. 

He  had  a  book  that  gladly  night  and  day 
For  his  difport  he  v/olde  it  rede  alway  ; 
He  cleped  it  Valerie  and  Theophraft, 
And  with  that  book  he  lough  av.^ay  ful  faft. 
And  eke  ther  was  a  clerk  fomtime  at  Rome,, 
A  cardinal,  that  highte  Seint  Jerome, 
Thatm-ade  a-  book  again  Joviiiian, 
Which  book  v.'as  ther,  and  eke  Tertullian,. 
Crifippus,  Trotula,  and  Kelowis, 
That  vfzs  abbeffe  not  fer  fro  Paris, 
And  eke  the  Paraboles  of  Salom.on, 
Ovides  Art,  and  bourdes  many  on  ; 
And  alle  thife  were  bonden  in  o  volume^ 
And  every  night  and  day  v/as  his  cuilumc 
(Whan  he  had  leifer  and  vacation 
From  other  worldly  occupation) 
To  reden  in  this  book  of  wikked  wives  r 
He  kne^v  of  hem  mo  legendes  and  mo  lives 
Than  ben  of  goode  wives  in  the  Bible. 

For  trufteth  wel  it  is  an  impoffible 
That  any  clerk  w^ol  fpeken  good  of  wives,, 
(But-if  it  be  of  holy  feintes  lives) 
Ne  of  non  other  woman  never  the  mo. 
Who  peinted  the  leon,  telleth  me  who  ? 
By  God  if  wimmen  hadden  written  ftories^ 
As  clerkes  han,  within  hir  oratories. 
They  wold  have  writ  of  men  more  wikkedncffe 
Than  all  the  merke  of  Adam  may  redrefie. 
The  children  of  Mercury  and  of  Venus 
Ben  in  hir  werking  ful  contrarious. 
Mercury  loveth  wifdom  and  fcience. 
And  Venus  loveth  riot  and  difpence  j 
And  for  hir  divers  difpoution 
Eche  falleth  in  others  exaltation  :. 
As  thus  ;  God  wote  Mercury  is  defolat 
In  Pifces,  wher  Venus  is  exaltat. 
And  Venus  faileth  wher  Mercury  is  reifedy 
Therfore  no  woman  of  no  clerk  is  preifed. 
The  clerk  whan  he  is  old,  and  may  naught  do 
Of  Venus  werkes  not  worth  his  old  llio. 
Than  fiteth  he  doun  and  wrifreth  in  his  dotagg- 
That  winmien  cannot  kepe  hir  mariage. 
But  now  to  purpos  why  I  tolde  thee 
That  I  was  beten  for  a  book  parde. 

Upon  a  night  Jankin,  that  was  our  fire,. 
Red  on  his  book  as  he  fate  by  the  fire, 
Of  Eva  firfi:,  that  for  hire  wickedneffe,' 
Was  all  mankinde  brouglit  to  wretchednefic 
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For  which  that  Jefu  Crift  himfelf  was  flaui, 
That  bought  us  with  his  herte  blood  again. 

Lo  here  expreffe  of  wimmen  may  ye  find 
That  woman  was  the  loffe  of  all  mankind. 

Tho  redde  he  me  how  Sampfon  loft  his  heres, 
Sleping  his  lemman  kitte  hem  with  hire  fheres, 
Thurgh  whiche  trefon  loft  he  both  his  eyen. 

Tho  redde  he  me,  if  that  I  faall  not  Hen, 
Of  Hercules,  and  of  his  Deianire, 
That  caufed  him  to  fet  himfelf  a-fire. 

Nothing  forgat  he  the  care  and  the  wo 
That  Socrates  had  witli  his  wives  two  ; 

How  Xantippa  caft  piffe  upon  his  hcd. 
This  fely  m.an  fat  ftili  as  he  were  ded ; 
He  wiped  his  hed  ;  no  more  dorft  he  fain 
But,  Er  the  thonder  ftint  ther  cometh  rain. 

Of  Pafiphae,  that  was  the  Quene  of  Orete, 
For  fhrewedneffe  him  thought  the  tale  Iwete. 
Fie  !  fpeke  no  more  (it  is  a  grifely  thing) 
Of  hire  horrible  luft  and  hire  liking. 

Of  Ciitemneftra,  for  hire  lecherie 
That  falfely  made  hire  hufoond  for  to  die. 
He  redde  it  with  ful  good  devotion. 

He  told  me  eke  for  what  occafion 
Amphiorax  at  Thebes  loft  his  lif  : 
My  hufbond  had  a  legend  of  his  wif 
E-riphile,  that  for  an  ouche  of  gold 
Hath  prively  unto  the  Grekes  told 
Wher  that  hire  hufbond  hidde  him  in  a  place. 
For  whicli  he  had  at  Thebes  fory  grace. 

Of  Lima  told  he  me,  and  of  X-ucie  ; 
They  bothc  made  hir  hulbondes  for  to  die, 
That  on  for  love,  that  otlier  was  for  hate. 
Lima  hir  hufbond  on  an  even  late 
Enpoyfoned  hath,  for  that  fhe  was  his  fo  : 
Lucia  likerous  loved  hire  hufbond  fo, 
That  for  he  fliuld  alway  upon  hire  thinke, 
She  yave  him  fwiche  a  maner  love-drinke. 
That  he  was  ded  er  it  were  by  the  morwe  : 
And  thus  algates  hufbbndes  hadden  fcrwe. 

Than  told  he  me  how  on  Latunieus 
Complained  to  his  felaw  Arius, 
That  in  his  gardin  growed  fwiche  a  tree. 
On  which  he  faid  how  that  his  wives  three 
Honged  hemfelf  for  hertes  defpitous.. 
O  leve  brother  !  quod  this  Arius, 
Yeve  me  a  plant  of  thilke  bleffed  tree. 
And  in  my  gardin  planted  fhal  it  be. 

Of  later  date,  of  wives  hath  he  redden- 
That  fom  han  flain  hir  hufbondes  in  hir  bedde, 
And  let  hjr  lechour  dight  hem  all  the  night. 
While  that  the  corps  lay  in  the  flore  upright ; 
And  fom  han  driven  nailes  in  hir  brain. 
While  that  they  flepe,  and  thus  they  han  hem  flain  ; 
Som  han  hem  yeven  poyfon  in  hir  drink  . 
He  fpake  more  harm  than  herte  may  bethinke. 

And  therwithall  he  knew  of  mo  proverbes 
Than  in  this  world  ther  growen  gras  or  herbes. 

Bet  is  (quod  he)  thin  habitation 
Be  with  a  leon  or  a  foulc  dragon 
Than  with  a  woman  ufing  for  to  chide. 

Bet  is  (quod  he)  high  in  the  roof  abide 
Than  with  an  angry  woman  doun  in  the  hous. 
They  ben  fo  wikked  and  contrarious : 
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They  haten  that  hir  hufbondes  lovcn  ay. 

He  fayd  a  woman  caft  hire  fhame  away 
Whan  fhe  caft  of  hire  fmock  ;  and  forther  rao, 
A  faire  woman,  but  ftie  be  chaft  alfo. 
Is  like  a  gold  ring  in  a  fovves  nofe. 

Who  coude  wenc  or  who  coude  fuppofe 
The  wo  that  in  min  herte  was  and  the  pine  ? 
And  whan  I  faw  he  n'olde  never  fine 
To  reden  on  this  curfed  book  all  night, 
Al  fodenly  three  leves  have  I  plight 
Out  of  his  book,  right  as  he  redde,  and  eke 
I  with  my  fift  fo  toke  him  on  the  cheke 
That  in  cure  fire  he  fell  backv\rard  adoun  ; 
And  he  up  fterte  as  doth  a  wood  leoun, 
And  with  his  fift  he  fmote  me  on  the  hed. 
That  in  the  flore  I  lay  as  I  were  ded. 
And  whan  he  faw  how  ftille  that  I  lay 
He  was  agaft,  and  wold  have  fled  away, 
Til  at  the  laft  out  of  my  fwoiigh  I  brayde, 

0  !  haft  thou  flain  me,  falfe  thief  ?  I  fayde. 
And  for  my  lond  thus  haft  thou  mordred  me  ? 
Er  I  be  ded  yet  wol  I  kiffen  thee. 
And  nere  he  came,  and  kneled  faire  adoun. 
And  fayde,  Dere  fufter  Alifoun  ! 
As  helpe  me  God  I  fhal  thee  never  fmite  : 
That  I  have  don  it  is  thyfelf  to  wite  ; 
Foryeve  it  me,  and  that  I  thee  befeke. 
And  yet  eftfones  I  hitte  him  on  the  cheke. 
And  fayde,  Theef,  thus  much  am  1  awreke. 
Now  wol  I  die,  I  may  no  longer  fpeke. 

But  at  the  laft,  with  mochel  care  and  wo. 
We  fell  accorded  by  ourfelven  two. 
He  yaf  me  all  the  bridel  in  min  bond 
To  han  the  governance  of  hous  and  lond. 
And  of  his  tonge  and  of  his  bond  alfo. 
And  made  him  brenne  his  book  anon  right  tho. 

And  whan  that  J.  had  getten  unto  me 
By  maiftrie  all  the  foverainetec. 
And  that  he  fayd,  Min  owen  trewe  wif, 
Do  as  thee  lift  the  terme  of  all  thy  lif; 
Kepe  thin  honour,  and  kepe  eke  min  eftat ; 
After  that  day  we  never  had  debat. 
God  helpe  me  fo,  I  was  to  him  as  kinde 
As  any  wif  fro  Denmark  unto  Inde, 
And  al  fo  trewe,  and  fo  was  he  to  me  : 

1  pray  to  God  that  fit  in  majeftee 
So  biiile  his  foule,  for  his  mercy  dere. 
Now  wol  I  fay  my  Tale  if  ye  wol  here. 

The  Frere  lough  whan  he  had  herd  all  this  : 
Now,  Dame,  quod  he,  fo  have  I  joye  and  blifs. 
This  is  a  long  preamble  of  a  Tale. 

And  whan  the  Sompnour  herd  the  Frere  gale, 
Lo  (quod  this  Sompnour)  Goddes  armes  two, 
A  Frere  wol  entermete  him  evermo  : 
Lo,  goode  men,  a  flie  and  eke  a  Frere 
Wol  fall  in  every  difh  and  eke  matere. 
Whatfpekeft  thou  of  preambulatioun  ? 
What  ?  amble  or  trot,  or  pees,  or  go  fit  doun  : 
Thou  letteft'our  difport  in  this  matere. 

Ye,  wolt  thou  fo.  Sire  Sompnour  ?  quod  the  Frere  j 
Now  Ijy  my  faith  I  ftial,  er  that  I  go, 
Tell  of  a  Sompnour  fwiche  a  Tale  or  two. 
That  all  the  folk  flial  laughen  in  this  place. 

Now  elles,  Frcxe,  1  will  befhrewe  thy  face. 
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(Quod  this  Sompnour)  and  I  befhrewe  me 
But  if  I  telle  Tales  two  or  three 
Of  Freres,  or  I  come  to  Sidenborne, 
That  1  flial  make  thin  herte  for  to  morne, 
For  wel  I  wot  thy  patience  is  gone. 
Our  Hofte  cried,  Pe<;s,  and  that  anon  ; 


And  fayde,  Let  the  woman  tell  hire  Tale  J 

Ye  fare  a8  folk  that  dronken  ben  of  ale. 

Do,  Dame,  tell  forth  your  Talc,  and  that  is  beft. 

Al  redy,  Sire,  quod  fhe,  right  as  you  lefl, 
If  I  have  licence  of  this  worthy  Frere. 

Yes,  Dame,  quod  he,  tell  forth,  and  I  wol  here< 
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Tn  olde  dayes  of  the  King  Artour, 
Of  which  that  Bretons  fpeken  gret  honour, 
All  was  this  lond  fulfilled  of  Faerie  ; 
The  Elf  quene  with  hire  joly  compagnie 
Danced  ful  oft  in  many  a  grene  mede, 
This  was  the  old  opinion  as  I  rede  ; 
1  fpeke  of  many  hundred  yeres  ago, 
But  now  can  no  man  fee  non  elves  mo  ; 
For  now  the  grete  charitee  and  prayeres 
Of  limitoures  and  other  holy  freres. 
That  ferchen  every  land  and  every  ftreme, 
As  thikke  as  motes  in  the  fonne  heme, 
Bliffing  halles,  chambres,  kichens,  and  bonres, 
Citees  and  burghes,  caftles  highe  and  toures, 
Thropes  and  hemes,  fhepenes  and  daires, 
This  maketh  that  therben  no  Faeries  : 
For  ther  as  wont  to  waken  was  an  elf, 
Ther  walketh  now  the  limatour  himfelf 
In  undermeles  and  in  morw^eninges. 
And  fayth  liis  matines  and  his  holy  thinges 
As  he  goth  in  his  limitatioun. 
"Women  may  now  go  fafely  up  and  doun, 
In  every  bufli,  and  under  every  tree, 
Ther  is  non  other  Incubes  but  he. 
And  he  ne  will  don  hem  no  difhonour. 
An  fo  befell  it  that  this  King  Artour 
Had  in  his  hous  a  lufty  bacheler. 
That  on  a  day  came  riding  fro  river  : 
And  happed  that,  alone  as  flie  was  borne. 
He  faw  a  maiden  walking  him  beforne, 
Of  which  maid  he  anon,  maugre  hire  bed. 
By  veray  force  beraft  hire  maidenhed  : 
For  which  opprefTion  was  fwiche  clamour. 
And  fwiche  purfuite  unto  the  King  Artour, 
That  damned  was  this  knight  for  to  be  ded. 
By  cours  of  lawe,  and  Ibuld  have  loft  his  hed, 
(Paraventure  fwiche  was  the  ftatute  tho) 
,  jBut  that  the  quene  aji.d  other  ladies  mo 


*  A  batchelor  of  Kiiifj  Arthur's  court  is  enjoined  by  the 
^een,  lipon  pain  ot  death,  to  tell  what  thins;  it 's  that  wo- 
men do  moit  derire.  At  lenj^th  he  is  taught  it  by  an  old 
ivoman,  -whom  he  is  enforced  lo  W*"'''/'    Vrry. 


So  longe  praieden  the  king  of  grace, 
Til  he  his  lif  him  granted  in  the  place, 
And  yaf  him  to  the  quene,  all  at  hire  will 
To  chefe  whether  Ihe  wold  him  fave  or  fpill. 

The  quene  thanketh  the  king  with  all  hire  might; 
And  after  this  thus  fpake  fhe  to  the  knight, 
Whan  that  flie  faw  hire  tim.e  upon  a  day. 

Thouftandeft  yet  (quod  Ihe)  in  fwiche  array, 
That  of  thy  lif  yet  hall  thou  not  feuretee  ; 
I  grant  thee  lif  if  thou  canft  tellen  me 
What  thing  is  it  that  women  moll  defiren  : 
Beware,  andkeppe  thy  nekke  bone  from  yreh.    - 
And  if  thou  canft  not  tell  it  me  anon, 
Yet  wol  I  yeve  thee  leve  for  to  gon 
A  twelvemonth  and  a  day  to  feke  and  lere 
And  anfwer  fuffifant  in  this  matere  ; 
And  feuretee  wol  I  have,  or  that  thou  pace. 
Thy  body  for  to  yelden  in  this  place. 

Wo  was  the  knight,  and  Ibrwefully  he  fiketh  : 
But  what  ?  he  may  net  don  all  as  him  liketh. 
And  at  the  laft  he  chefe  him  for  to  Wende, 
And  come  agen  right  at  the  yeres  ende 
With  fwiche  anfwer  as  God  wold  him  purvay, 
And  taketh  his  leve,  and  wendeth  for  his  way» 

He  feketh  every  hous  and  every  place. 
"Wher  as  he  hbpeth  for  to  finden  grace, 
To  lernen  what  thing  women  loven  mofte ; 
But  bene  coude  ariven  in  no  cofte 
Wher  as  he  mighte  find  in  this  matere 
Two  creatures  according  in  fere. 
Som  faiden  women  loven  beft  richeffe, 
Som  faiden  honour,  fom  faiden  jolineffe, 
Som  riche  array,  fom  faiden  luft  a-bedde. 
And  oft  time  to  be  widewe  and  to  be  wedde. 

Some  faiden  that  we  ben  in  herte  moft  efed 
Whan  that  we  ben  yflatered  and  ypreifed. 
He  goth  ful  nigh  the  foth,  I  wol  not  lie ; 
A  man  ftial  winne  us  beft  with  flaterie  ; 
And  with  attendance  and  with  beCnefTe 
Ben  we  ylimed  bothe  more  and  lefle. 

And  fom  men  faiden  that  we  loven  beft 
For  to  be  free,  aijd  do  right  as  u.s  left, 
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Attd  that  rta  man  reprevc  us  of  our  vice, 

But  fay  that  we  ben  wife  and  nothing  nice  : 

For  trewely  ther  n'is  non  of  us  all, 

If  any  wight  wol  claw  us  on  the  g~dll, 

That  we  n'ill  kike  for  that  he  faith  us  foth; 

AfTay,  and  he  Ihal  find  it  that  fo  doth  : 

For  be  we  never  fo  vicious  withinne 

We  wol  be  holden  wife  and  clene  of  finnc. 
And  fom  faiden  that  gret  delit  han  we 

For  to  be  holden  fhable  and  eke  fecre. 

And  in  o  purpos  ftedfaftly  to  dwell. 

And  not  bewreyen  thing  that  men  us  tell; 

Bot  that  tale  is  not  worth  a  rake-ftelc. 

Parde  we  women  connen  nothing  hele, 

WitnefTe  on  Mida  ;  wol  ye  here  the  Tale  ? 
Ovide,  amonges  other  thinges  fmale, 

Said  Mida  had  under  his  longe  heres 
Growing  upon  his  hed  two  alTes  eres, 

The  whiche  vice  he  hid,  as  he  befte  might, 
Ful  fubtilly  from  every  mannes  fight, 

That  fave  his  wif  ther  wifl  of  it  no  mo  ; 

He  loved  hire  moft,  and  trufted  hire  alfo ; 
He  praied  hire  that  to  no  creature 
She  n'olde  tellen  of  his  disfigure. 

She  fwore  him  Ney,  for  all  the  world  to  wlnne 
She  nolde  do  that  vilanie  ne  linne. 
To  make  hire  hufbond  han  fo  foule  a  name  ; 
She  n'olde  not  tell  it  for  hire  owenfhame. 
But  natheles  hire  thoughte  that  fhe  dide 
That  file  fo  longe  fliuld  a  confeil  hide  ; 
Hire  thought  it  fwal  fo  fore  about  hire  herte. 
That  nedely  fom  word  hire  niuft  afterte  ; 
And  fith  fhe  dorfl  nat  telle  it  to  no  man, 
Doun  to  a  mareis  fafte  by  fhe  ran  ; 
Til  fhe  came  ther  hire  herte  was  a-fire  : 
And  as  abitore  bumbleth  in  the  mire. 
She  laid  hire  mouth  unto  the  water  doun. 
Bewrey  nie  not,  thou  water,  with  thy  foun. 
Quod  fhe  ;  to  thee  I  tell  it,  and  no  mo, 
Min  hufbond  hath  long  affes  eres  two. 
Now  is  min  herte  all  hole,  now  is  it  out, 
I  might  no  lenger  kepe  it  out  of  dout. 
Here  may  ye  fee,  though  we  a  time  abide. 
Yet  out  it  mofl:e  ;  we  can  no  confeil  hide. 
The  remenant  of  the  Tale,  if  ye  wol  here, 
Redeth  Ovide,  and  ther  ye  may  it  lere. 

This  knight,  of  which  my  Tale  is  fpccially. 
Whan  that  he  faw  he  might  not  come  therby, 
^This  is  to  fayn,  what  women  loven  moft) 
"Within  his  brefl  ful  forweful  was  his  goft. 
But  home  he  goth,  he  mighte  not  fojourne  ; 
The  day  was  come  that  homward  mufl  he  turne. 
And  in  his  way  it  happed  him  to  ride, 
In  all  his  care,  under  a  forefl  Cue, 
Wheras  he  faw  upon  a  dance  go        « 
Of  ladies  foure-and-twenty,  and  yet  mo. 
Toward  this  ilke  dance  he  drow  ful  yerne^ 
In  hop  that  he  fom  wifdom  fhulde  lerne  ; 
But  certainly  er  he  came  fully  there 
Yvaniflied  was  this  dance  he  n'ifle  not  wher  ; 
No  creature  faw  he  that  bare  lif, 
Save  on  the  grene  he  faw  fitting  a  wif, 
A  fouler  wight  ther  may  no  man  devife. 
Againe  this  knight  this  olde  yni  gan  arife,. 


And  faide  Sire  Knight,  hete  f  -rth  ne  lith  no  way. 

Tell  me  what  that  ye  feken  by  your  fay, 

Paraventure  it  may  the  better  be  : 

Thife  olde  folk  con  mochel  thing,  quod  fhe. 
My  leve  mother,  quod  this  knight,  certain 

I  n'am  but  ded  but  if  that  I  can  fain 

What  thing  it  is  that  women  mofl  deCre  : 

Coude  ye  me  wifie  I  wold  quite  wel  your  hire. 

Plight  me  thy  trouthe  here  in  myn  bond,  quod  fhe. 

The  nexte  thing  that  I  requere  of  thee 

Thou  Ihalt  it  do,  if  it  be  in  thy  might. 

And  I  wol  tell  it  you  or  it  be  night. 

Have  here    my    trouthe,    quod  the  knight,  I 

^raunte. 
Thannc,  quod  fhe,  1  dare  me  wel  avaunte 

Thy  lif  is  fauf,  for  I  wol  ftond  therby. 

Upon  my  lif  the  queue  wol  fay  as  I. 

Let  fee  which  is  the  proudeft  of  hem  alle. 

That  wereth  on  a  kerchef  or  a  calle, 
That  dare  fayn  nay  of  that  I  flial  you  teche. 
Let  us  go  forth  withouten  lenger  fpeche. 
Tho  rowned  Ihe  a  piflel  in  his  ere, 

And  bad  him  to  be  glad,  and  have  no  fere. 

Whan  they  ben  comen  to  the  court,  this  knighs 
Said  he  had  hold  his  day  as  he  had  hight. 
And  redy  was  his  anfwere,  as  he  faide. 
Ful  many  a  noble  wif,  and  many  a  maide, 
And  many  a  widewe,  for  that  they  ben  wife^ 
(Thcquenc  hirefelf  fitting  as  a  juftice)^ 
Affembltd  ben  his  anfwer  for  to  here, 
And  afterward  this  knight  was  bode  appere. 
To  every  wight  commanded  wasfilence. 
And  that  the  knight  fhuld  tell  in  audience 
What  thing  that  worldly  women  loven  beft. 
This  knight  ne  ftood  not  flill  as  dothabefl^ 
But  to  thisqueftion  anon  anfwerd 
With  manly  vois,  that  all  the  court  it  herd. 

My  liege  Lady,  generaUy,  quod  he. 
Women  defiren  to  han  foveraintee. 
As  well  over  hir  hufbond  as  hir  love. 
And  for  to  ben  in  maillrie  him  above. 
This  your  mofl  defire,  though  ye  me  kille  j 
Doth  as  you  lift,  I  am  here  at  your  wilLe^ 

In  all  the  court  ne  was  ther  wif  nc  maiden 
Ne  widewe,  that  contraried  that  he  faide. 
But  faid  he  was  worthy  to  han  his  lif. 

And  with  that  word  up  flert  this  olde  wif 
Which  that  the  knight  faw  fitting  on  the  grene, 
Mercy,  quod  fhe,  my  foveraine  lady  Quene, 
Er  that  your  court  depart,  as  doth  me  right. 
I  taughte  this  anfwere  unto  this  knight. 
For  which  he  plighte  me  his  trouthe  there, 
The  firfte  thing  I  wold  of  him  requere, 
He  wold  it  do,  if  it  lay  in  his  might. 
Before  this  court  than  pray  I  thee.  Sire,  Knight, 
Quod  fhe,  that  thoa  me  take  unto  thy  wif. 
For  wel  thou  woft  that  I  have  kept  thy  lif : 
If  I  lay  falfe,  fay  nay  upon  thy  fay. 

This  knight  anfwered,  Alas  andwala  wal 
I*wot  right  wel  thatfwiche  wasmybeheft. 
For  Goddes  love  as  chefe  a  new  requeft  : 
Take  all  my  good,  and  let  my  body  go. 

Nay  than,  quod  Ihe,  I  flirewe  us  bothe  tw® : 
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For  though  that  I  be  olde,  foule,  and  pore, 
I  n'.,lde  for  all  the  metal  ne  the  ore 
That  under  erthe  is  grave,  or  lith  above, 
But  if  thy  wii  1  were  and  eke  thy  love. 

My  love  !  quod  he  ;  nay,  my  dampnation. 
Alas  !  that  any  of  my  nation 
Shuld  ever  lb  foule  difparaged  be. 
But  all  for  nought ;  the  end  is  this,  that  he 
Conftrained  was  he  nedes  mufl  hire  wed, 
And  taketh  this  olde  wif,  and  goth  to  bed. 

Now  wolden  fom  men  fayn  paraventure, 
That  for  my  negligence  I  do  no  cure 
To  tellen  you  the  joye  and  all  the  array 
That  at  the  fefte  was  that  ilke  day. 

To  which  tiling  fliortly  anfweren  I  ftial : 
I  fay  ther  was  no  joyc  ne  fefte  at  al ; 
Ther  n'as  but  hevineiTe  and  mochelforwe; 
For  prively  he  wedded  hire  on  the  morwe. 
And  all  day  after  hid  him  as  an  oule, 
So  wo  was  him  his  wif  loked  fo  foule. 

Gret  was  the  wo  the  knight  had  in  his  thought 
Whan  he  was  with  his  wif  a-bed  ybrought ; 
He  walweth,  and  he  turneth  to  and  fro. 

This  olde  -w'li  lay  fmiling  evermo. 
And  faid,  O  dere  hulbond,  benedkite  \ 
Fareth  ever  knight  thus  with  wif  as  ye  .' 
Is  this  the  lawe  of  King  Artoures  hous  ? 
Is  every  knight  of  his  thus  dangerous  ? 
I  am  your  owen  love,  and  eke  your  wif, 
I  am  Ihe  which  that  faved  hath  your  lif. 
And  certes  yet  did  I  you  never  unright ; 
Why  fare  ye  thus  with  me  this  firfle  night  ? 
Ye  faren  like  a  man  had  loft  his  wit. 
What  is  my  gilt  ?  for  Goddes  love  tell  it. 
And  it  fhal  ben  amended  if  I  may. 

Amended  !  quod  this  knight,  alas !  nay,  nay, 
It  wol  not  ben  amended  never  mo  ; 
Thou  art  fo  lothly,.,  and  fo  olde  alfo. 
And  therto  comen  of  fo  lov/  a  kind. 
That  littel  wonder  is  though  I  walwe  and  wind  ; 
So  wolde  God  min  herte  wolde  breft. 

Is  this,  quod  fhe,  the  caufe  of  your  unreft .' 

Ye  certainly,  quod  he,  no  wonder  is. 

Now  Sire,  quod  fhe,  I  coude  amend  all  this, 
If  that  me  lift,  er  it  v/ere  dayes  three, 
So  wel  ye  mighten  here  you  unto  me. 

But  for  ye  fpeken  of  fwiche  gentilleffe 
As  is  defcended  out  of  old  richeffe  ; 
That  therefore  fhullen  ye  be  gentilmen  ; 
Swiche  arrogance  n'is  not  worth  an  hen. 

Loke  who  that  is  moft  vertuous  alwayi 
Prive  and  apert,  and  moft  entendeth  ay 
To  do  the  gentil  dedes  that  he  can, 
And  take  him  for  the  greteft  gentilman. 
Crift  wol  we  claime  of  him  our  gentilleffe, 
Not  of  our  elders  for  hir  old  richeffe  ; 
For  though  they  yeve  us  all  hir  heritage, 
For  which  we  claime  to  ben  of  high  parage. 
Yet  may  they  not  bequethen  for  no  thing 
To  non  of  us  hir  vertuous  living. 
That  made  hem  gentilmen  called  to  be, 
And  bade  us  folwen  hem  in  fwiche  degree 

Wel  can  the  wife  poet  of  Florence, 
That  hjghte  Dant,  fpeken  of  t}us  fentgnce  ; 
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Lo  in  fwiche  maner  rime  is  Dantes  tale» 

Ful  felde  up  rifeth  by  his  branches  fmale 
Proweffe  of  man,  for  God  of  his  goodneffe 
Wol  that  we  claime  of  him  our  gentilleffe  ; 
For  of  our  elders  may  we  nothing  claime 
But   temporel    thing,    that  man    may  liurt  and 

Eke  every  wight  wot  this  as  wel  as  I,    [maime. 
If  gentilleffe  were  planted  naturelly 
Unto  a  certain  linage  douri  the  line, 
Prive  and  apert,  than  wold  they  never  fine 
To  don  of  gentilleffe  the  faire  office  ; 
They  mighten  do  no  vilanie  or  vice. 

Take  fire,  and  here  it  into  the  derkefthous 
Betwix  this  and  the  Mount  of  Cacafus, 
And  let  men  ftiette  the  doers,  and  go  thenne, 
Yet  wol  the  fire  as  faire  lie  and  brenne 
As  twenty  thoufand  men  might  it  behold; 
His  office  naturel  ay  wol  it  hold. 
Up  peril  of  my  lif,  til  that  it  die. 

Here  may  yc  fee  wettiow  that  genterie 
Is  not  annexed  to  poffeffion, 
Sith  folk  ne  don  hir  operation 
Alv/ay,  as  doth  the  fire,  lo,  in  his.kind  : 
For  God  it  wot  men  moun  ful  often  find 
A  lordes  fone  do  Ihame  and  vilanie. 
And  he  that  wol  han  pris  of  his  genterie. 
For  he  v/as  boren  of  a  gentil  hous. 
And  had  his  eiders  noble  and  vertuous, 
And  n'ill  himfelven  do  no  gentil  dedes, 
Ne  folwe  his  gentil  aunceftrie  that  ded  is. 
He  n'is  not  gentil,  be  he  duk  or  erl. 
For  vilains  finful  dedes  make  a  cherl : 
For  gentilleffe  n'is  but  the  renomee 
Of  thin  aunceftres  for  hir  high  bountee, 
Which  is  a  llrange  thing  to  thy  perfone  : 
Thy  gentilleffe  conieth  fro  God  alone  ; 
Than  cometh  cur  veray  gentilleffe  of  grace ; 
It  was  no  thing  bequethed  us  with  our  place. 

Thinketh  how  noble,  as  faith  Valerius, 
Was  thilke  Tullius  Hoftilius, 
That  out  of  poverte  rofe  to  high  nobleffe. 
Redeth  Senek,  and  redeth  eke  Boece, 
Ther  fhuU  ye  feen  expreffe  that  it  no  dredis 
That  he  is  gentil  that  doth  gentil  dedis  : 
And  therefore,  leve  hulbond,  I  thus  conclude, 
Al  be  it  that  min  aunceftres  weren  rude. 
Yet  may  the  highe  God,  and  fo  hope  I, 
Granten  me  grace  to  liven  vertuoufly  ; 
Than  am  I  gentil  whan  that  I  beginne 
To  liven  vertuoufly  and  weiven  finne. 

And  ther  as  ye  of  poverte  me  repreve, 
The  highe  God,  on  whom  that  we  beleve. 
In  wilful  poverte  chefe  to  lede  his  lif ; 
And  certes  every  man,  maiden,  or  wif, 
A/Tay  underftond  that  Jefus  heven  king 
Ne  wold  not  'chefe  a  vicious  living. 

Glad  poverte  is  an  honeft  thing  certain. 
This  wol  Senek  and  other  clerkes  fain. 
Who  fo  that  halt  him  paid  of  his  poverte, 
I  hold  him  rich,  al  had  he  not  a  fherte. 
He  that  coveiteth  is  a  poure  wight. 
For  he  wold  han  that  is  not  in  his  might ; 
But  he  that  nought  hath,  ne  coveiteth  to  have. 
Is  riche,  although  ye  hold  him  but  a  knave. 
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V  eray  povcrte  is  finne  proprely. 

Juvenal  faith  of  poverte  merily, 
The  poiire  man  whan  he  goth  by  the  way, 
Beforn  the  theves  he  may  fing  and  play. 
Poverte  is  hateful  good  ;  and,  as  I  geffe, 
Aful  gret  bringer  out  of  befmeffe  ; 
A  gret  amcnder  eke  of  fapience 
To  him  that  taketh  it  in  patience. 
Poverte  is  this,  although  it  fome  elenge, 
Poffeffion  that  no  wight  wol  challenge. 
Poverte  ful  often,  whan  a  man  is  low, 
Maketh  his  God  and  eke  himfelf  to  know. 
Poverte  a  fpedtakel  is,  as  thinketh  me, 
Thurgh  which  he  may  his  veray  frendes  fee. 
And  therefore.  Sire,  fin  that  I  you  not  greve. 
Of  my  poverte  no  more  me  repreve. 

Now,  Sire,  of  elde  that  ye  repreven  me  : 
And  certes,  Sire,  though  non  aucSoritee 
Were  in  no  hook,  ye  gentiles  of  honour 
Sain  that  men  fhuld  an  olde  wight  honour, 
And  clepe  him  Fader,  for  your  gentilleffe  ; 
And  auiflours  Ihal  I  finden,  as  I  geffe. 

Now  ther  ye  fain  that  I  am  foule  and  old, 
Tha^  drede  ye  not  to  ben  a  cokewold  ; 
Fjzt  filthe,  and  eldealfo,  fo  mote  1  the, 

!6en  grete  wardeins  upon  chaflitee. 
But  natheles,  fin  I  know  your  delit, 

I  fhal  fulfill  your  wordly  appetit. 

Chefe  now  (quod  fhe;)  on  of  thife  thinges  twey, 

To  han  me  foule  and  old  til  that  I  dey» 

And  be  to  you  a  trewe  humble  wif. 

And  never  you  difplefe  in  all  my  lif ; 

Or  elles  wol  ye  han  me  yonge  and  faire. 

And  take  your  aventure  of  the  repaire 

That  fhal  be  to  your  hous  becaufe  of  me, 

Or  in  fom  other  place  it  may  wel  be  ? 

Now  chefe  yourfelven  whether  that  you  liketh. 
This  knight  avifeth  him,  and  fore  fiketh, 


But  at  the  laft  he  faid  in  this  manere  : 

My  lady  and  my  love,  and  wif  fo  dere, 
I  put  me  in  your  wife  governance, 
Chefeth  yourfelf  which  may  be  moft  plefance 
And  moil  honour  to  you  and  me  alfo, 
I  do  no  force  the  whether  of  the  two. 
For  as  you  liketh  it  fufficeth  me. 

Than  have  I  got  the  maiftere,  quod  flie, 
Sin  I  may  chefe  and  governe  as  me  left. 
Yc  certes,  wif,  quod  he,   I  hold  it  beft. 

Kiffe  me,  quod  ftie,  we  be  no  lenger  wrothc. 
For  by  my  trouth  I  wol  be  to  you  bothe, 
This  to  fayn,  ye  bothe  faire  and  good. 
I  pray  to  God  that  I  mote  Ilerven  wood 
But  I  to  you  be  al  fo  good  and  trewe 
As  ever  was  wif  fin  that  the  world  was  newe. 
And  but  I  be  to-morwe  as  faire  to  feen 
As  any  lady,  emperice,  or  queue, 
That  is  betwix  the  eft  and  eke  the  weft, 
Doth  with  my  lif  and  deth  right  as  you  left, 
Caft  up  the  curtein,  loke  how  that  it  is. 

And  whan  the  knight  faw  veraily  all  this. 
That  ftie  fo  faire  was,  and  fo  yonge  therto. 
For  joye  he  bent  hire  in  his  armes  tw^o  : 
His  herte  bathed  in  a  bath  of  blifle, 
A  thoufand  time  a-row  he  gan  hire  kifle  : 
And  fhe  obeyed  him  in  every  thing 
That  mighte  don  him  plefance  or  liking. 
Ai^d  thus  they  live  unto  hir  lives  ende 
In  parfit  joye  ;  and  Jefu  Crift  us  fende 
Hulbondes  meke  and  yonge,  and  freslh  a-bed^ 
And  grace  to  overlive  hem  that  we  wed. 
And  eke  I  pray  Jefus  to  fliort  hir  lives 
That  wol  not  be  governed  by  hir  wives ; 
And  old  and  angry  nigards  of  difpence 
God  fend  hem  fone  a  veray  peftilence. 
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This  worthy  limitour,  this  noble  Frere, 

He  made  alway  a  maner  louring  chere 

Upon  the  Sompnour,  but  for  honeftee 

No  vilains  word  as  yet  to  him  fpake  he ; 

But  at  the  Jaft  he  laid  unto  the  Wif, 

Dame,  (quod  he)  God  yeve  you  right  good  llf, 

Ye  have  here  touched,  all  fo  mote  T  the, 

In  fcole  matere  a  ful  gret  difficultie  ; 

Ye  han  faid  mochel  thing  right  wel  I  fay  : 

But,  Dame,  here  as  we  riden  by  the  way 

Us  nedeth  not  to  fpeken  but  of  game, 

And  let  aucftoritees,  in  Goddes  name. 

To  preehing  and  to  fcole  eke  of  clergie* 

But  if  it  like  unto  this  compagnie 
I  wol  you  of  a  Sompnour  tell  a  game ; 
Parde  ye  may  wel  knowen  by  the  name 
That  of  a  Sompnour  may  no  good  be  faid  ; 
I  pray  that  non  of  you  be  evil  apaid  : 


A  Sompnour  is  a  renner  up  and  doun 
With  mandements  for  fornicatioun, 
And  is  ybete  at  every  tounes  ende. 

Tho  fpake  our  Hofte,  A,  Sire,  ye   fliuld  bat 
And  curteis,  as  a  man  of  your  eftat,  [hende 

In  compagnie  we  wiln  have  no  debat : 
Telleth  your  Tale,  and  let  the  Sompnour  be. 
Nay,  quod  the  Sompnour,  let  him  fay  by  me 
What  fo  him  lift ;  whan  it  cometh  to  my  lot , 
By  God  I  flial  him  quiten  every  grot ; 
I  flial  him  tellen  which  a  gret  honour 
It  is  to  be  a  flatering  limitour. 
And  eke  of  many  another  maner  crime, 
Which  nedeth  not  reherfen  at  this  time. 
And  his  office  I  fhal  him  tell  ywis. 
Our  Hofte  anfwered,  Pees,  no  more  of  this. 
And  afterward  he  faid  unto  the  Frere 
Tel  forth  your  Tale  min  owen  maifter  dere. 
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WniiioM  ther  was  dwelling  in  my  contree 

An  archedeken,  a  man  of  high  degree, 

That  boldely  did  execution 

In  punifliing  of  fornication,  , 

Of  witchecraft,  and  eke  of  bauderie,     , 

Of  defamation,  and  avouterie. 

Of  chirche-reves,  and  of  te'ftaments. 

Of  contradts,  and  of  lack  of  fadraments. 

Of  ufure,  and  of  fmionie  alfo,  ^.-^ 

Put  certes  lechours  did  he  greteft  wo  5 

They  ftiulden  fmgen  if  that  they  were  hent, 

And  fmale  titheres  weren  foule  yftient ; 

+  A  Sompnour  and  the  devil  meeting  on  the  way,  after 
fionference  become  fworn  brethren,  and  to  hell  they  go 
together.  A  covert  inveflive  againll  the  bribery  and  cor- 
<*uption  of  the  fpiritual  courts  in  thpfe  days.    Urry. 


If  any  perfone  wold  upon  hem  plaine 
Ther  might  aftert  hem  no  pecunial  peine;. 
For  fmale  tithes  and  fmale  offering 
He  made  the  peple  pitoufly  to  fing, 
For  er  the  bifhop  lient  hem  with  his  crook 
They  weren  in  the  archedekens  book ; 
Than  had  he  thurgh  his  jurifdidlion 
Power  to  don  on  hem  corredlion. 

He  had  a  SorApnour  redy  to  his  hond, 
A  flier  boy  was  non  in  Englelond  ; 
For  fubtilly  he  had  his  efpiaille. 
That  taught  him  wel  wher  it  might  ought  avalUe 
He  coude  fpare  of  lechours  on  or  two 
To  techen  hem  to  foure-and-twenty  mo  : 
For  though  this  Sompnour  wood  be  as  an  hare^ 
To  tell  his  harlotrie  I  wol  not  fp?ire. 
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For  we  ben  out  of  hir  corre^llon. 

They  han  of  us  no  jurifdiiftion, 

N.e  never  fhul  have,  terme  of  all  hir  lives. 

Peter,  fo  ben  the  women  of  the  ftives, 
Quod  this  Sompnour,  yput  out  of  our  cure  ? 

Pees,  with  mifcliance  and  with  mifaventure, 
Our  Hofte  faid,  and  let  him  tell  his  Tale. 
Now  telleth  forth,  and  let  the  Sompnour  gale, 
Ne  fpaireth  not,  min  owen  maifter  dere. 

This  falfe  theef,  this  Sompnour,  quod  the  Frere, 
Had  alway  baudes  redy  to  his  hond, 
As  any  hauke  to  lure  in  Englelond, 
That  told  him  all  the  fecree  that  they  knewe, 
For  hir  acquaintance  was  not  come  of  nevve; 
They  weren  his  approvers  prively  : 
He  tooke  himfelf  a  gret  profit  therby. 
His  maifler  knew  not  alway  what  he  wan. 
Withouten  mandement  a  lewed  man 
He  coude  fompne  up  peine  of  Criftes  curfe, 
And  they  were  inly  glad  to  fille  his  purfe, 
And  maken  him  gret  felles  at  the  nale. 
And  right  as  Judas  hadde  purfes  fmale, 
And  w^as  a  theef,  right  fwiche  a  theef  was  he  ; 
His  mailer  hadde  but  half  his  duetee. 
He  was  (if  J  Ihal  yeven  him  his  laud) 
A  theef,  and  eke  a  Sompnour,  and  a  baud. 

He  had  eke  wenches  at  his  retenue. 
That  whether  that  Sire  Robert  or  Sire  Hue, 
Or  Jakke  or  Rauf,  or  who  fo  that  it  were 
That  lay  by  henx,  they  told  it  in  his  ere. 
Thus  was  the  wenche  and  he  of  on  afient ; 
And  he  w^old  fecche  a  feined  mandement. 
And  fompne  hem  to  the  chapitre  bothe  two, 
And  pill  the  man  and  let  the  wenche  go  : 
Than  wold  he  fay,  Frend,  I  fhal  for  thy  fake 
Do  flrike  thee  out  of  oure  lettres  blake; 
Thee  thar  no  more  as  in  this  cas  travaille  j 
I  am  thy  frend  ther  I  may  thee  availle. 
Certain  he  knew  of  briboures  many  mo 
Than  poffible  is  to  tell  in  yeres  two  ; 
For  in  this  world  n'is  dogge  for  the  bowe 
That  can  an  hurt  dere  from  an  hole  yknowe 
Bet  than  this  Sompnour  knew  a  flie  lechour. 
Or  an  avoutrer  or  a  paramour ; 
And  for  that  was  the  fruit  of  all  his  rent, 
Therfore  on  it  he  fet  all  his  entent. 

And  fo  befell  that  ones  on  a  day 
This  Sompnour,  waiting  ever  on  his  praye, 
Rode  forth  to  fompne  a  widewe,  an  old  ribibe, 
Feining  a  caufe,  for  he  wold  han  a  bribe  ; 
And  happed  that  he  faw  beforn  him  ride 
A  gay  yeman  under  a  forell  fide  ; 
A  bow  he  bare,  and  arwes  bright  and  kene. 
He  had  upon  a  courtepy  of  grene. 
An  hat  upon  his  hed  with  frenges  blake. 

Sire,  quod  the  Sompnour,  haile,  and  wel  atake. 

Welcome,  quod  he,  and  every  good  felaw. 
Whider  ridell  thou  under  this  grene  fhaw  ? 
(Saide  this  yeman)  wolt  thou  fer  to-day  ? 

This  Sompnour  him  anfwerd,  and  faide  Nay. 
Here  fafle  by  (quod  he)  is  min  entent 
To  riden,  for  to  reifen  up  a  rent 
That  longeth  to  piy  lordes  duetee. 
A !  art  thou  than  a  baillif  ?  Ye,  quod  he. 


(He  dorfte  not  for  veray  filth  and  (hame 
Say  that  he  was  a  Sompnour,  for  the  name.) 

De par  dicux,  quod  this  yeman,  leve  brother. 
Thou  art  a  baillif,  and  I  am  another. 
I  am  unknowen  as  in  this  contree  ; 
Of  thin  acquaintance  I  wol  prayen  thee, 
And  eke  of  brotherhed,  if  that  thee  lift;. 
I  have  gold  and  filver  lying  in  my  chift ; 
If  that  thee  hap  to  come  in  to  our  fliire 
Al  fhal  be  thin  right  as  thou  wolt  defire, 

Graitd  mercy,  quod  this  Sompnour,  by  my  faith, 
Everich  in  others  hond  his  trouthe  laith 
For  to  be  fworne  brethren  til  they  dpy. 
In  daliaunce  they  riden  forth  and  pley. 

This  Sompnour,  which  that  was  as  ful  of  jangles 
As  ful  of  venime  ben  thife  wariangles. 
And  ever  enquering  upon  every  thing. 
Brother,  quod  he,  wher  is  now  your  dwelling, 
Another  day  if  that  I  fhuld  you  feche  ? 

This  yeman  him  anfwerd  in  fofte  fpeche. 
Brother,  quod  he,  fer  in  the  north  contree, 
Wher  as  I  hope  fometime  I  fliall  thee  fee. 
Or  we  depart  I  Ihal  thee  fo  wel  wiffe. 
That  of  min  hous  ne  fbalt  thou  never  mifle. 

Now  brother,  quod  this  Sompnour,  I  you  pray 
Teche  me,  while  that  we  riden  by  the  way, 
(Sith  that  ye  ben  a  baillif  as  am  I) 
Som  fubtiltee,  and  tell  me  faithfully 
In  min  office  how  I  may  mofte  vs^inne  ; 
And  fpareth  not  for  confcience  or  for  finne, 
But  as  my  brother  tell  me  how  do  ye. 

Now  by  my  trouthe,  brother  min,  faid  he. 
As  I  fiial  t^Hen  thee  a  faithful  Tale. 
My  wageij  ben  ful  ftreit  and  eke  ful  fmale  ; 
My  lord  is  hard  to  me  and  dangerous. 
And  min  office  is  ful  laborious. 
And  therfore  by  extortion  I  leve  ; 
Forfoth  I  take  all  that  men  wol  me  yeve  : 
Algates  by  lleighte  or  by  violence 
Fro  yere  to  ytrt  I  win  all  my  difpence  : 
I  can  no  bette^tellen  faithfully. 

Now  certes  (quod  this  Sompnour)  fo  fare  I 
I  fpare  not  to  taken,  God  it  wote. 
But  if  it  be  to  hevy  or  to  bote. 
What  I  may  gete  in  confeil  prively 
No  maner  confcience  of  that  have  I. 
N'ere  min  extortion  I  might  not  liven, 
Ne  of  fwiche  japes  wol  I  not  be  fliriven. 
Stomak  ne  confcience  know  I  non ; 
I  ffirew  thife  ftirifte  faders  everich  on  : 
Wel  be  we  met  by  God  and  by  Seint  Jamc. 
But,  leve  brother,  tell  me  than  thy  name, 
(^od  this  Sompnour.  Right  in  this  mene  while 
This  yeman  gan  a  litel  for  to  fmile. 

Brother,  quod  he,  wolt  thou  that  I  thee  tell? 
I  am  a  fend,  my  dwelling  is  in  hell. 
And  here  I  ride  about  my  pourchafing 
To  wote  wher  men  wol  give  me  any  thing  ; 
My  pourchas  is  th'  effed:  of  all  my  rent, 
Loke  how  thou  ridefl:  for  the  fame  entent : 
To  winnen  good  thou  rekefl:  never  how  : 
Right  fo  fare  I,  for  riden  wol  I  now 
Unto  the  worldcs  ende  for  a  praye. 

A,  quod  this  Sompnour,  benedkite  I  what  fay  ye  I 


i4 


THE    FRERES    TALE. 


1  wend  yc  were  a  yeman  trewely, 
Ye  have  a  mannes  fhape  as  wel  as  I : 
Have  ye  tlien  a  figure  determinat 
In  helle,  ther  ye  ben  in  your  eftat  ? 

Nay  certainly,  quod  lie,  thcr  have  we  non. 
But  whan  us  liketh  we  can  take  us  on, 
Or  elks  make  you  wene  that  we  ben  fhape 
Somtime  like  a  jnan,  or  like  an  ape. 
Or  like  an  angel  can  I  ride  or  go  ; 
It  is  no  wonder  thing  though  it  be  fo  ; 
A  loufy  jogelour  can  deceiven  thes, 
And  parde  yet  can  I  more  craft  than  he. 

Why,  quod  the  Sonipnour,  ride  ye  than  or  gon 
In  ibndry  iliape,  and  not  alway  in  on  ? 

For  we,  qliod  he,  wol  us  fwiche  forme  make 
As  mofl  is  able  our  preye  for  to  take. 

What  maketh  you  to  ban  al  this  labour  ? 

Ful  many  a  caufe,  leve  Sire  Sompnour, 
Saide  this  fend.  But  aile  thing  hath  time  ; 
The  day  is  fhort,  and  it  is  paiTed  prime, 
And  yet  ne  wan  I  nothing  in  this  day ; 
I  vfo]  ^ntend  to  winning  if  I  may. 
And  '/lot  entend  our  thinges  to  declare : 
For,  brother  min,  thy  wit  is  al  to  bare 
To  underftand,  although  I  told  hem  thee. 
But  for  thou  axeft  why  labouren  we  ? 
For  fomtime  we  be  Goddes  inflruments. 
And  menes.to  don  his  commandements, 
Whan  that  him  lift,  upon  his  creatures, 
In  divers  adtes  and  in  divif  rs  figures  : 
Withouten  him  we  have  ijo  might  certain, 
If  that  him  hft  to  ftonden'theragain. 
And  fomtime  at  our  praiere  ban  we  leve 
Only  the  body  and  not  the  foul  to  greve  ; 
■WitnefTe  on  Job,  whom  that  we  diden  wo. 
And  fomtime  ban  ■we  might  on  bothe  two. 
This  is, to  fain,  on  foule  and  body  eke  ; 
And  fomtime  be  we  fuffered  for  to  feke 
Upon  a  man,  and  don  his  foule  unrefte 
And  not  his  bod;y,  and  all  is  for  the  befte. 
Whan  he  withftandeth  our  temptation. 
It  is  a  caufe  of  his  falvation, 
Al  be  it  that  it  v^^as  not  our  entente 
He  fliuld  be  fauf,  but  that  vve  wold  him  hcnte. 
And  fomtime  be  we  fervants  unto  man, 
As  to  the  Archebifhop  Seint  Dunflan, 
And  to  the  apoflle  fervant  eke  was  I. 

Yet  tell  me,  quod  this  Sompnour,  faithfully, 
Make  ye  you  newe  bodies  this  alway 
Of  elements  ?  The  fend  anfwered  Nay. 
.Somtime  we  feine,  and  fomtime  we  arife 
XVith  ded  bodies,  in  ful  fondry  wife, 
And  fpeke  as  renably,  and  faire,  and  wel. 
As  to  the  Phitoneffe  did  Samuel ; 
And  yet  wol  fom  men  fay  it  was  not  he  : 
I  do  no  force  of  your  divinitee. 
But  o  thing  warne  I  thee,  I  wol  not  jape. 
Thou  v/olt  algates  wete  how  we  be  fhape  ; 
Thou  Ihalt  hereafterward,  my  brother  dere, 
Come  wher  thee  nedeth  not  of  me  to  lere, 
For  thou  fhalt  by  thin  owen  experience 
Conne  in  a  chaiere  rede  of  this  fentence 
Bet  than  Virgile,  while  he  was  on  live, 
Or  Dant  alfo.  Now  let  us  riden  blive, 


For  I  wol  holden  compagniewith  thee  , 

Til  it  be  fo  that  thou  forfake  me. 

Nay,  quod  this  Sompnour,  that  fhal  never  betide. 
I  am  yeman  knowen  is  ful  wide  ; 
My  trouthe  Wol  I  hold,  as  in  this  cas ; 
For  though  thou  were  the  devil  Sathanas 
My  trouthe  wol  I  hold  to  thee,  my  brother, 
As  I  have  fworne,  and  eche  of  us  to  other, 
For  to  be  trewe  brethren  in  this  cas, 
And  bothe  we  gon  abouten  our  pourchas. 
Take  thou  thy  part,  what  that  men  wol  thee  yeve, 
And  I  flial  min,  thus  may  we  both  leve  ; 
And  if  that  any  of  us  have  more  than  other 
Let  him  be  trewe,  and  part  it  with  his  brother. 

I  graunte,  quod  the  devil,  by  my  fay; 
And  with  that  word  they  riden  forth  her  way, 
And  right  at  entring  of  the  tounes  ende 
To  which  this  Sompnour  fliope  him  for  to  wende, 
They  faw  a  cart  that  charged  was  with  hay. 
Which  that  a  carter  drove  forth  on  his  way. 
Depe  Vt^as  the  way,  for  which  the  carte  flood ; 
The  carter  fmote,  and  cried  as  he  were  wood, 
Heit  Scot,  heit  Brok;  what,  fpare  ye  for  the  ftones  ? 
The  fend  (quod  he)  you  fecche  body  and  bones, 
As  ferforthly  as  ever  ye  were  foled, 
So  mochel  wo  as  I  have  with  you  tholed. 
The  devil  have  al,  bothe  hors,  and  cart,  and  hay.- 

Tl>€  Sompnour  fay de,  Here  fnal  we  have  a  praye  j 
And  nere  the  fend  he  drow,  as  nought  ne  were, 
Ful  priveiy,  and  rouned  in  his  ere, 
Herken  my  brother,  herken,  by  thy  faith  ; 
Hereft  thou  not  how  that  the  carter  faith  ? 
Hent  it  anon,  for  he  nath  yeve  it  thee. 
Both  hay  and  cart,  and  eke  his  caples  three. 

Nay,  quod  the  devil,  God  wot  never  a  dell 
It  is  not  his  entente,  trufh  thou  me  wel : 
Axe  him  tliyfelf,  if  thou  not  trowefl  me. 
Or  elles  flint  a  while  and  thou  flialt  fee. 

This  carter  thakketh  his  hors  upon  the  cro*pe, 
And  they  begonne  to  drawen  and  to  ftoupe. 
Heit  now,  quod  he;  ther,  Jefu  Crift  you  bleffe, 
And  all  his  hondes  werk  bothe  more  and  leffe ! 
That  was  wel  twight,  min  owen  Liard  boy, 
I  pray  God  fave  thy  body  and  Seint  Floy. 
Now  is  my  cart  out  of  the  Hough  parde. 

Lo,  brother,  quod  the  fend,  what  told  I  thee  .' 
Here  may  ye  feen,  min  owen  dere  brother. 
The  cherl  fpake  o  thing  but  he  thought  another. 
Let  us  go  forth  abouten  our  viage  ; 
Here  win  I  nothing  upon  this  cariage. 

Whan  that  they  comen  fomwhat  out  of  toun 
This  Sonipnour  to  his  brother  gan  to  roune  ; 
Brother,  quod  he,  here  woneth  an  old  rebekke 
That  had  almoft  as  lefe  to  lefe  hire  neklce 
As  for  to  yeve  a  peny  of  hire  good. 
I  wol  have  twelf  pens  though  that  fhe  be  wood, 
Or  I  wol  fomone  hire  to  our  office, 
And  yet,  God  wot,  of  hire  know  I  no  vice  ; 
But  for  thou  canft  not  as  in  this  contree 
Winnen  thy  coll,  take  here  enfample  of  me. 

This  Sompnour  clappeth  at  the  widewes  gate; 
Come  out,  he  fayd,  thou  olde  very  trate  ; 
I  trow  thou,  haft  fom  frere  or  preeft  with  tfeee. 

Who  clappeth  ?  faid  this  wif,  bensdicite ! 


THE  FRER 

God  fave  you,  Slrcj  \v1iat  is  your  fwete  will  ? 

^    I  have,  quod  he,  of  fomons  here  a  bill : 

TJp  peine  of  curfmg  loke  that  thou  be 

To-morwe  before  the  archedekenes  knee,  i 

To  anfwere  to  the  court  of  certain  thinges. 

NowLord,  quodfhe,  Chrift  Jefu,  Kingof  kirigcs; 
So  wifely  helpe  me  as  I  ne  may  : 
I  have  been  fike,  and  that  full  many  a  day  : 
I  may  not  go  fo  fer  (quod  fhe)  ne  ride 
But  I  be  ded,  fo  priketh  it  in  my  fide. 
May  I  not  axe  a  libel,  Sire  Snmpnour, 
And  anfwere  ther  by  my  procuratour 
To  fwiche  thing  as  men  v/old  appofen  me  ? 

Yes,  quod  this  Sompnour,  pay  anon,  let  fee, 
Twelf  pens  to  me,  and  I  will  thee  acquite  : 
I  ihall  no  profit  han  therby  but  lite; 
My  niaifier  hath  the  profit  and  not  I. 
Come  of,  and  let  me  riden  hafi;ily ; 
Yeve  me  twelf  pens,  I  may  no  Isnger  tarle. 

Twelf  pens !  qaod  flie  ;  now  Lady  Seint  Marie 
&o  %villy  helpe  me  out  of  care  and  finne. 
This  wide  world  though  that  I  fhuld  it  winne, 
Ne  have  I  not  twelf  pens  within  my  hold. 
Ye  knowen  wel  that  1  am  poure  and  old ; 
Kithe  your  ahu^ffs  upon  me  poure  wretche. 

Nay  thiin,  quod  he,  the  foule  fend  me  fetche 
If  I  thee  txc-.J-,  Ju  ugh  thou  fhuldefl  be  fpilt. 

Alas  !  quod  fhe,  God  wot  I  have  no  guilt. 

Pay  me,  quod  he,  or  by  the  fwete  Seinte  Anne 
As  I  ■v»ol  here  away  thy  newe  panne 
For  dette  which  thou  owefl  me  of  old, 
Wlian  that  tliou  madefl  thyn  hufbond  cokewold, 
I  paied  at  home  for  thy  correction. 

Thou  lieft,  c^^uod  fhe,  by  my  falvation  ; 
Ne  was  I  never  or  now,  widew  ne  wif, 
Sompned  unto  your  court  in  all  my  lif, 
Ne  never  I  n'as  but  of  my  body  trewe. 
Unto  the  devil  rough  and  blake  of  hewe 
Yeve  I  thy  body  and  my  panne  alfo. 

And  whan  the  devil  herd  hire  curfen  fu 
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fe 


Upon  hire  knees  he  fayd  in  thismanere; 

Now  Mabily,  min  moder  dere. 
Is  this  your  will  in  earneft  that  ye  fay  ? 

The  devil,  quod  flie,  fo  fetche  him  or  he  dey,' 
And  panne  and  all,  but  he  wol  him  repent. 

Nay,  olde  flot,  that  is  not  min  entent, 
Quod  this  Sompnour,  for  to  repcnten  me 
For  any  thing  that  I  have  had  of  thee  : 
I  wold  I  had  thy  fmok  and  every  cloth. 

Now  brother,  quod  the  devil,  be  not  wroth  j 
Thy  body  and  this  panne  ben  min  by  right : 
Tliou  (halt  with  me  to  hellc  yet  to-night, 
Wher  thou  fhalt  known  of  Our  privetee  ' 
More  than  a  maiffer  of  divinitee. 

And  with  that  word  the  foule  fend  him  henC- 
Body  and  Ibule  :  he  with  the  devil  went 
Wher  as  thife  Sompnours  han  her  heritage  : 
And  God,  that  maked  after  his  image 
Mankinde,  fave  and  gide  us  all  a;nd  fonie, 
And  lene  this  Sompnour  good  man  to  become, 

Lordings,  I  coude  have  told  you  (quod  thisFrereJ; 
Had  I  had  leifer  for  this  Sompnour  here. 
After  the  text  of  Crift,  and  Poule,  and  John, 
And  of  oure  other  dodtours  many  on, 
Swiche  peines  that  your  hertes  might  agrife, 
Al  be  it  fo  that  no  tcfnge  may  devife. 
Though  that  I  might  a  thoufand  winter  tellj 
The  peines  of  thilke  curfed  houS  of  hell ; 
But  for  to  kepe  us  fro  that  curfed  place 
Waketh  and  prayeth  Jefu  of  his  grace 
So  kepe  us  fro  the  temptour  Sathanas. 
Herkneth  this  word,  beware  as  in  this  cas  } 
The  leon  fit  in  his  aw^aite  alway 
To  fie  the  innocent  if  that  he  may. 
Difpofeth  aye  your  hertes  to  withftond 
The  fend,  that  you  wold  maken  thral  and  bond  ? 
He  may  not  tempten  you  over  your  might. 
For  Crift  wol  be  your  champion  and  your  knight  i 
And  prayeth  that  this  Sompnour  him  repent 
Of  his  mifdedes,  or  that  the  fend  him  hent. 


Vol.  T. 
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THE  SOMPNOURES   PROLOGUE. 


1  HIS  Sompnour  in RIs ftirops-Iugh  lie  flood; 
■ypon  this  Frerehishearte  was  fo  wood, 
That  like  an  afpeh  leef  he  quoke  for  ire. 
Lordings,  quod  he,  but  o  thing  I  defire  ; 
I  youbefeche  that  of  your  curtefie, 
Sin  ye  han  herd  this  falfe  Frere  lie, 
As  fuffereth  me  I  may  my  tale  telle^ 

This  Frere  bofteth  that  he  knoweth  helle. 
And  God  it  wot  that  is  but  litel  wonder  ; 
Freres  and  fendes  ben  but  litel  afonder. 

For  parde  ye  han  often  time  herd  telle 
How  that  a  frere  ravifhed  was  to  helle 
In  fpirit  ones  by  a  vifioun,. 
And  as  an  angel  lad  him  up  a^nd  doun, 
To  fliewen  him  the  paines  that  ther  were^ 
In  all  the  place  faw  h^  not  a  frere  : 
Of  other  folk  he  faw  ynow  in  wo. 

Unto  this  angel  ^ake  the  frere  tho  ; 
Now  Sire,  quod  he,  han  freres  fwich  a  grace. 
That  non  of  hem  fliall  comen  in  this  place  ? 

Yes,  quod  this  angel,  many  a  niillioun  j 
And  unto  Sathanas:  he  lad  hjm  doun. 


(And  now  hath  Ssthanas,  faith  he,  a  tayl 
Broder  than  of  a  carrike  is  the  f^yl) 
Hold  up  thy  tayl,  thou  Sathanas,  quod  he,' 
Shew  forth  thin  ers,  and  let  the  frere  fee 
Wher  is  the  neft  of  freres  in  this  place. 
And  ere  than  half  a  furlong  way  of  fpace^ 
Right  fo'  as  bees  out  fv/armen  of  an  hive^ 
Out  of  the  devils  ers  ther  gonnen  drive 
A  twenty  thoufand  freres  on  a  route. 
And  thurghout  hell  they  fwarmed  al  aboute^ 
And  com  ager^,.  as  faft  as  they  may  gon, 
And  in  his  ers  they  crepen  everich  on  : 
He  clapt  his  tayl  again,  and  lay  ful  fiill. 

This  frere,  whan  he  loked,  had  his  fill 
Upon  this  turments  of  this  fory  place  j 
His  fpirit  God  reflored  of  his  grace 
Into  his  body  agen,  and  he  av/oke  ; 
But  nathlefs  for  fere  yet  he  quoke, 
So  was  the  devils  ers  ay  in  his  mind. 
That  is  his  heretage  of  veray  kind. 

God  fave  you  alle  fave  this  curled  Frere  j 
My  Prologue  wol  I  ead  in  this  noanere^ 


t'HE   SOMPNOURES  TALE*. 


liGROTNGS,  there  is  in  Yorkfhire,  as  TgeiTe, 
A  merlh  contree  ycalled  Holderneffe, 
In  which  ther  weftt  a  limitour  aboute. 
To  preach  and  eke  to  beg  it  is  no  doubte. 

»  A  begRing  friar  cotning  to  a  farmer's  houfe  who  lay 
fick,  obtainetl]  ot  rlie  lick  man  a  certain  lepacy  whicr. 
muli  be  equally  divided  among  his  convent.  A  requital 
to  tlie  friar,  (liewini;  their  (.ozenage,  loitering,  impudent 
SegRing)  and  hypocritical  praying. 


And  fo  befell  that  on  a  day  this  frere 
Had  preached  at  a  chirche  in- his  manefffj. 
And  Specially  aboven  every  thing 
Excited  he  the  peple  in  his  preching 
To  trentals,  and  to  yeve,  for  Goddes  fake^ 
Wherwith  men  mighten  holy  houfes  make,. 
Ther  as  divine  fervice  is  honoured, 
Not  ther  as  it  is  wailed  and  devouredj 


mn  SOMPNOURES  TALE. 


«; 


Ne  thcT  It  riedeth  riat  for  to  be  .jewen, 
As  to  poffeflioners,  that  mow  fen  leVen 
(Thanked  be  God)  in  wele  end  abundancCo 
Trentalt,  fayd  he,  deliveren  fro  penance 
Hir  frendes  foules  as  well  old  as  yonge. 
Ye,  whan  that  they  ben  haftily  yfonge, 
Not  for  to  hold  a  preeft  jolif  and  gay, 
He  fingeth  not  but  o  maffe  on  a  day. 
Delivereth  out  (quod  he)  anon  the  foulest 
Ful  hard  it  is  with  flefhhook  or  with  ouleS 
To  ben  yclawed,  or  to  bren  or  bake. 
Now  fpede  you  haftily  for  Criftes  fake. 

And  whan  this  frere  bad  faid  all  his  entent, 
With  qui  cum patri  forth  his  way  he  w^ent. 
Whan  folk  in  chirche  had  yeve  him  what  heni  left 
He  went  his  way,  no  lenger  wold  he  reft. 
With  fcrlppe  and  tipped  ftaf,  ytucked  hie, 
.    In  every  hous  he  gan  to  pore  and  prie. 
And  begged  mele  and  chefe,  or  elles  corn. 
His  felawhad  a  ftaf  tipped  with  horn, 
A  pair  of  tables  all  of  ivory,  i- 
And  a  pointel  ypolifhed  fetifly. 
And  wrote  alway  the  names,  as  he  flood. 
Of  alle  folk  that  yave  hem  any  good, 
Alkaunce  that  he  woulde  fot  hem  preye, 
Yeve  us  a  bufliel  whete,  or  malt  or  reye, 
A  Goddes  kichel,  or  a  trippe  of  chefe. 
Or  elles  what  you  lift,  we  may  not  chefe ; 
A  Goddes  halfpenny,  or  a  maffe  peny. 
Or  yeve  us  of  your  braun,  if  ye  have  any, 
A  dagon  of  your  blanket,  leve  Dame, 
Our  fufter  dere,  (lo,  here  I  write  your  name) 
Bacon  or  beef,  or  fwiche  thing  as  ye  find. 
A  fturdy  harlot  went  hem  ay  behind, 
That  was  her  hoftes  man,  and  hare  a  fakke, 
And  what  men  yave  hern  laid  it  on  his  bakke. 
And  whan  that  he  was  out  at  dore,  anon 
He  planed  away  the  names  everich  on 
That  he  before  had  written  in  his  tables; 
He  ferved  hem  with  nifles  and  with  fables. 

Nay  ther  thou  lieft,  thou  Sompnour,  quod  the 
Frere. 
Pees,  quod  our  Hofte;  for  Criftes  moder  dere 
Tell  forth  thy  Tale,  and  fpare  it  not  at  all. 
So  thrive  I,  quod  this  Sompnour,  fo  I  Ihall, 
So  long  he  went  fro  hous  to  hous  til  he 
Came  to  an  hous  ther  he  was  wont  to  be 
Refreftied  more  than  in  a  hundred  placesj 
Sike  lay   the  hulbond  man  whos  that  the  place 

is; 
Bedred  upon  a  couche  low  he;  lay; 
Deiii  hie,  quod  he ;  O  Thomas  !  frend,  good  day^ 
Sayde  this  frere  all  curtifly  and  foft. 
Thomas,  quod  he,  God  yelde  it  yoUj  ful  oft 
Have  I  upon  this  benche  faren  ful  wele, 
Here  have  I  eten  many  a  mery  mele. 
And  fro  the  benche  he  drove  away  the  cat^ 
And  laied  adoun  his  potent  and  his  hat. 
And  eke  his  fcrip,  and  fet  himfelf  ad6un  : 
His  felaw  was  ywalked  into  toun, 
Forth  with  his' knave,  into  that  hoftelrie 
Wher  as  he  ftiope  him  thilke  night  t(   lie. 

O  dere  maifter  !  quod  this  filke  man. 
How  have  ye  faren  fin  that  March  began  I 


I  faw  you  not  this  fourteric  nigHt  and  more. 

God  wot,  quod  he,  laboured  have  I  full  fore,) 
And  fpecially  for  thy  falvation 
Have  I  fayd  many  a  precious  orifon. 
And  for  our  other  frendes  God  hem  blefle^ 
I  have  this  day  ben  at  your  chirche  at  mtftei 
And  faid  a  fermon  to  my  fimple  witj 
Not  all  after  the  text  of  holy  writ; 
For  it  is  hard  to  you  as  I  fuppofe, 
And  therefore  vvol  I  teche  you  ay  theglofe. 
Glofing  is  a  ful  glorious  thing  certaini 
For  letter  fleth,  fo  as  we  clerkes  fain  ; 
There  have  1  taught  herti  to  be  charitable^ 
And  fpend  liir  good  ther  it  is  reafonable  ; 
And  ther  I  faw  our  dame  \  a  !  wher  is  flie  .' 

Yonder,  1  trow  thai  in  the  yard  fhe  be, 
Sayde  this  riian,  and  fhewol  come  anon. 

Ey  maifter,  welcome  be  ye  by  Seint  John^ 
Sayde  this  wif ;  how  fare  ye  hertily  ? 

This  frere  arifeth  up  ful  curtifly; 
And  hire  enibraceth  in  her  amies  narwCj 
And  kiffeth  hire  f^-ete^  and'chirketh  as  a  fpai'v(^(b 
With  his  lippes.  Dame,  quod  he,  right  wel. 
As  he  that  is  your  fervant  every  del. 
Thanked  be  God  that  yoil  yaf  foule  and  lif 
Yet  faw  I  not  this  clay  fo  fsiire  a  Vi^if 
In  all  the  chirche,  God  to  fave  me. 

Ye  God  amende  defantes^  Sire,  quod  fli;, 
Algates  'vvelcome  be  ye,  by  my  fay. 

Grand  mercy,  £)ame,  that  have  1  found  alwayi 
But  of  your  grete  goodnefie,  be  your  leve, 
I  wolde  pray  you  that  ye  not  you  greve, 
I  wol  v\'itli  Thomas  fpeke  a  litel  throw, 
Thife  curates  ben  fo  negligent  aud  flow 
To  gropen  tenderly  a  cdnfcience. 
In  fhrift,  in  preching,  is  my  diligence 
And  ftndy,  in  Peters  wbrdes  and  in  Poulesl. 
I  walke  and  fisflie  Criften  mennes  foules. 
To  yield  our  Lord  Jefu  his  propre  rent ; 
To  fpred  his  word  is  fet  all  mine  entent. 

Now  by  your  faith,  o  dere  Sire  !  quod  ftidj 
Chideth  him  wel  for  Seinte  Charitee  i 
He  is  ay  angry  as  is  a  piffemirei 
Though  that  he  have  all  that  he  can  defire  : 
Though  I  him  wrie  a-night,  and  make  him  wartti 
And  over  him  lay  my  leg  and  eke  mine  ^mj 
He  groneth  as  our  bore  lith  in  our  flie  ; 
'  Other  difport  of  him  right  non  have  I  ; 
'  I  may  not  pleafe  him  in  no  maner  cas.' 

O  Thomas,;/?o  voUs  die^  Thomas,  Thorha's  ! 
'This  maketh  the  fend,,this-mufte  ben  amended^ 
Ire  is  a  thing  that  high  God  hath  defendedj 
And  therof  wol  I  fpeke  a  word  or  two. 

Now  maifter,  quod  the  wif,  er  thSt  I  go-j 
What  wol  ye  dine  ?  I  wol  go  theraboute. 

Now  Dame^quod  )\t,jeO'uous  diefanx  doute^ 
Have  I  tiot  of  a  capon  but  the  livef, 
And  of  your  white:  bred  nat  but  a  fliiver. 
And  after  that  a  rofted  pigges  bed, 
(But  I  ne  wolde  forme  no  b6eft  were  dedjf 
Than  had  I  with  you  homly  fuffifance  ; 
I  am  a  matt  of  little  fnfienance  ; 
My  fpirit  hath  his  foftring  in  the  BiblSj 
My  body  is  ay  fo  ready  and  fo  pcnii3]4' 
K  ij 
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To  waken,'  that  my  flomak  is  deftroied. 
1  pray  you,  Dame,  that  ye  be  nought  annoled, 
"I'hough  I  fo  frendly  you  my  conieil  fliewe  j 
By  God  I  n'old  have  told  it  but  a  fewe. 

Now  Sire,  quod  fhe,  but  o  word  er  I  go. 
My  child  ii  ded  within  thefe  wekes  two, 
Sone  after  that  ye  went  out  of  this  toun„' 

His  deth  faw  I  by  revelatioun, 
Sayde  this  irere,  at  home  in  our  dortour, 
I  dare  wel  fain  that  er  than  half  an  hour 
After  his  deth  I  faw  him  borne  to  bliflc  . 
In  mine  avifion,  fo  God  me  wiffe  ; 
So  did  our  fexteiu  and  our  fermerere,, 
That  han  ben  trewe  freres  fifty  yere*  ;• 
They  trsiy  now,  God  be  thanked  of  his  lone, 
MakeiT^hir  jubilee,  and  walke  alonei 
And  up  I  arofe,  and  all  our  covent  eke, 
W'ith  many  a  tere  trilling  on  our  cheke, 
Withouten  noife,  or  clattering  of  belles, 
Te  deum  was  our  fong,  and  nothing  ellesy    • 
Save  that  to  Crifl  I  bade  an  orifon. 
Thanking  him  of  my  revelation. 
For,  Sire  and  Dame,  trufleth  me  right  wel 
Our  orifons  ben  more  effedluel. 
And  more  we  feen  of  Crifles  fecret  thinges. 
Than  borel  folk,  although  that  they  be  kinges. 
We  live  in  poverte  and  in  abftinence, 
Aiid  borel  folk  in  richelTe  and  difpence 
Of  mete  and  drinke,  and  in  her  foule  delit  ; 
We  han  this  worldes  lull  all  in  defpit, 
JLazarj  and  Dives  lividen  diverfely, 
And  divers  guerdon  hadden  they  therby, 
.  Who  fo  wol  pray,  he  m«ft  faft  and  be  clene. 
And  fat  his  foule  and  make  his  body  lene. 
We  fare  as  fayth  the  apoftle  ;  cloth  and  food 
■Sufficeth  us,  though  they  be  not  ful  good. 
The  cleneneffe  and  the  falling  of  us  freres 
IMaketh  that  Crifl  accepteth  our  praieres» 

LiO,  Moifes  forty  daies  and  forty  night 
IFafled  er  that  the  high  God  ful  of  might 
Spake  with  him  in  the  mountagne  of  Sinay  j 
With  empty  wombe  of  falling  many  a  day 
Received  he  the  lawe  that  was  writen 
With  Goddes  fisger ;  and  Eli,  wel  ye  witen. 
In  Mount  Oreb,  er  he  had  any  fpeche 
With  highe  God,  that  is  our  lives  leche, 
He  failed  long,,  and  was  in  contemplance. 

Aarpn,  that  had  the  temple  in  governance. 
And  eke  the  other  preefles  everich  on, 
"Into  the  temple  whan  they  fhulden  gon 
To  praien  for  the  peple,  and  do  fervife,. 
They  n'olden  drinken  in  no  maner  wife 
!No  drinke  which  that  might  hem  dronken  make, 
But  ther  in  abftinenee  pray  and  wake 
iicfl  that  they  deiden.  Take  heed  what  I  fay — ► 
But  they  be  fobre  that  for  the  peple  pray — 
Ware  that  I  fay — No  more ;  for  it  fufficetk. 
Our  Lord  Jefu,  as  holy  writ  devifeth, 
Yave  us  enfaniple  of  falling  and  praieres  j 
Therfore  we  mendiarits,  we  fely  freres, 

*  See  D«  Cange,  in  v.  SempeSat.  Peculiar  honours  and 
jmmunities  weregrantedlb^;  the  rule  ot  St.  Benedifl  to  thofe 
monks  "  qui  quinijuaginta  annos  in  ordine  exejrerant, 
"  quos  annunri  jubilaeum  exegifle  vulgo  dicitnus."  It  is 
i^robablc  thflt  fojtie  limilar  reguUtiou  obtained  in  the  other 


Ben  wedded  to  poverte  and  contiflert'Cif^ 
To  charitee,  humblelTe,  and  abftinenee,. 
To  perftcution  for  rightwifneile, 
To  weping,  mifericorde,  and  to  clenenelTe  j 
And  therfore  may  ye  fee  that  our  praieres 
(I  fpeke  of  U5,  we  mendiants,  we  freres) 
Ben  to  the  highe  God  more  acceptable- 
Than  youres,  with  your  felles  atr.your  table.. 

Fro  Paradis  firfl,  if  I  flial  not  lie,. 
Was  man  outchafed  for  his  glotonie ; 
And  chall  was  man  in  Paradis  certain. 
But  herken  now,  Thomas,  what  1  fhal  fein  t 
I  have  no  text  of  it  as  I  fuppofe. 
But  t  fhal  find  it  in  a  maner  glofe ; 
That  fpecially  our  fwete  Lord  Jefus 
Spake  this  by  freres  whan  he  fayde  thus^ 
Bleffed  be  they  that  poure  in  fpirit  ben  • 
And  fo  forth  all  the  gofpel  may  ye  fen. 
Whether  it  be  liker  our  profeflion 
Or  hirs  that  fwimmen  in  poffeflion. 
Fie  on  hir  pompe,  asd  on  hir  glotonie. 
And  on  hir  lewednefle  !  I  hem  defie. 
Me  thinketh  they  ben  like  Jovinian, 
Fat  as  a  whale,  and  walken  as  a  fwan  ; 
Al  vinolent  as  hotel  in  the  fpence ; 
Hir  praier  is  of  ful  gret  reverence  : 
Whan  they  for  foules  fay  the  Pfalm  of  Davil^ 
L.0,  buf  they  fay ,.Cor  meum  erutiaii'it^ 

Who  foloweth  Crifles  gofpel  and  his  lore 
But  v/e,  that  humble  ben,  and  chad  and  porr^ 
Workers  of  Goddes  word,,  not  auditors  ? 
Therfore  right  as  an  hauke  upon  a  fours 
Up  fpringeth  into  the  aire,  right  fo  praires 
Of  charitable  and  chall  befy  freres 
Maken  hir  fours  to  Goddes  eres  two, 
rhomas,  Thomas !  fo  mote  I  ride  or  go. 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Ive, 
N'ere  thou  our  broder  fhuldefl  thou  not  thrived 
In  our  chapitre  pray  we  day  and  night 
To  Crifl,  that  he  thee  lende  hele  and  might 
Thy  body  for  to  welden  hailily, 

God  wot,  quod  he,  nothing  thereof  fel  L 
As  help  me  Crifl,  as  I  in  fewe  yeres 
Have  fpended  upon  divers  maner  freres 
Ful  many  a  pound,,  yet  fare  I-  never  the  bet  j 
Certain  my  good  have  \  almoll  befet : 
Farewel  my  good,  for  it  is  al  ago. 

The  frere  anfwered,  O  Thomas  1  deft  thow  fe  \ 
What  nedeth  you  diverfe  freres  to  feche  ? 
What  nedeth  him  that  hath  a  parfit  leche 
To  fechen  other  leches  in  the  toun  ? 
Your  inconllance  is  your  confufion. 
Hold  ye  than  me,  or  elles  our  covent,. 
To  pray  for  you  ben  infufhcient  ? 
Thomas,  that  jape  n'is  not  worth  a  mitcj 
Your  maladie  is  for  we  han  to  lite. 
A  !  yeve  that  covent  half  a  quarter  otes. 
And  yeve  that  covent  four-and-twenty  grotes^ 
And  yeve  that  frere  a  peny  and  let  him  go  : 
Nay,  nay,  Thomas,  it  may  no  thing  be  fo. 
What  is  a  ferthing  worth  parted  on  twelve  ? 
Lo,  eche  thing  that  is  oned  in  himfelve 
Is  more  ftrong  than  whan  it  is  yfcatered. 
Thomasjofnie  thou  ftialt  not  be  yflatereAv 
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T5-10U  wbldeft  han  our  ktour  al  for  nought, 
The  highe-God.that  all  this  world  hath  wrought, 
Saith  that  the  workman  worthy  is  his  hire. 
Thomas,  nought  of  your  trefor  I  defire 
As  for  my'felf,  but  that  all  our  covent 
To  pray  for  you  is  ay  fo  diligent. 
And  for  to  bilden  Grilles  owen  chirche. 
Thomas,  if  ye  wol  lernen  for  to  wirche, 
Of  bilding  up  of  chirches  may  ye  linde 
If  it  be  good  in  Thomas  lif  of  Inde. 

Ye  liggen  here  ful  of  anger  and  of  ire. 
With  which  the  devil  fet  your  herte  on  fire. 
And  chiden  here  this  holy  innocent. 
Your  wif,  that  is  fo  good  and  patient  ^ 
And  therfore  trow  me,  Thomas,  if  thee  left, 
Ne  ftrive  not  with  thy  wif,  as  for  the  beft. 
And  here  this  word  away  now  by  thy  faith, 
Touching  fwiche  thing,  lo,  what  the  wife  faith : 

Within  thy  hous  ne  be  tlwu  no  leon. 
To  thy  fug-gets  do  non  oppreffion, 
Ne  make  thou  not  thin  acquaintance  to  flee. 

And  yet,  Thomas,  eftfones  charge  I  thee, 
Beware  from  ire  that  in  thy  bofom  flepeth  ; 
Ware  fro  the  ferpent  that  fo  flily  crepeth 
Under  the  gras,  and  ftingeth  fubtilly  :■ 
Beware,  my  fone,  and  herken  patiiJitly, 
That  twenty  thoufand  men  han  loll  hir  lives 
For  flriving  with  hir  lemmans  and  her  wives. 
Now  fith  ye  han  fo  holy  and  meek  a  wif. 
What  nedeth  youi  Thomas,  to  maken  ftrif? 
Ther  n'is  ywis  no  ferpent  fo  cruel. 
Whan  man  tredeth  on  his  tail,  ne  half  fo  fel, 
As  woman  is  whan  fhe  hath  caught  an  ire ; 
Veray  vengeance  is  than  all  hire  defire. 

Ire  is  a  fmne  on  of  the  grete  feven, 
Abhominable  unto  the  God  of  heven, 
And  to  himfelf  it  is  deftru6lion  : 
This  every  lewed  vicar  and  perfon 
Can  fay  howr  ire  engendreth  homicide  : 
Ire  is  in  foth  executour  of  pride. 

I  coud  of  ire  fay  fo  mochel  forwe 
My  Tale  fliulde  laften  til  to-morwe ; 
And  therfore  pray  I  God  both  day  and  night 
An  irous  man  God  fend  him  litel  might. 
It  is  gret  harm,  and  certes  gret  pitee. 
To  fette  an  irous  man  in  high  degree. 

Whilom  ther  was  an  irous'poteliat, 
As  faith  Senek,  that  during  his  eftat 
Upon  a  day  outriden  knightes  two ; 
And,  as  Fortune  wold  that  it  were  fo. 
That  on  of  hem  came  home,  that  other  nought. 
Anon  the  knight  before  the  judge  is  brought, 
That  faide  thus ;  Thou  haft  thy  felaw  flain. 
For  v/hich  I  deme  thee  to  the  deth  certain. 
And  to  another  knight  commanded  he. 
Go,  lede  him  to  the  deth,  I  charge  thee. 
And  happed  as  they  wenten  by  the  wey 
Toward  the  place  ther  as  he  Ihulde  dey. 
The  knight  came  which  men  wenden  had  be  ded : 
Than  thougkten  they  it  was  the  befte  rede 
To  lede  hem  both  to  the  juge  again. 
They  faiden.  Lord,  the  knight  ne  hath  not  flain 
pis  felaw,  here,  lie  ftondeth  hoi  alive. 

Ye  fauU  be  ded,  quod  be,  fo  mot  1  thrive, 
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I'hat  is  to  fay,  both  on,  and  two,  and  three. 
And  to  the  firfte  knight  right  thus  fpake  he. 

I  damned  thee,  thou  muft  algate  be  ded ; 
And  thou  alfo  mull  nedes  lefe  thyn  hed. 
For  thou  art  caufe  why  thy  felaw  deyeth; 
And  to  the  thridde  knight  right  thus  he  feyeth. 
Thou  haft  not  don  that  I  commanded  thee. 
And  thus  he  did  do  flen  hem  alle  three. 

Irous  Cambifes  was  eke  dronkelew. 
And  ay  delighted  him  to  ben  a  flirew  : 
And  fo  befell  a  lord  of  his  meinie. 
That  loved  vertuous  moralitee, 
Sayd  on  a  day  betwix  hem  two  right  thiis; 
A  lord  is  loft  if  he  be  vicious ; 
And  dronkennefl'e  is  eke  a  foule  record 
Of  any  man,  and  aamely  of  a  lord, 
Ther  is  ful  many  an  eye  and  many  an  ere 
Awaiting  on  a  lord,  and  he  ri'ot  wher. 
For  Goddefe  love  drink  more  attemprely  : 
Win  maketh  man  to  lefcn  wretchedly 
His  mind,  and  eke  his  limmes  everich  on,     \ 
The  revers  flialt  thou  fee,  quod  he,  anon. 
And  preve  it  by  thyn  owen  experience 
Than  win  n-e  dtDth  to  folk  no  fwidie  offenciia 
Ther  is  no  win  bereveth  me  my  might 
Of  bond,  ne  foot,  ne  of  myn  eyen  fight. 
And  for  defpit  he  dranke  mochel  more 
An  Irandred  part  than  he  had  don  before. 
And  right  anon  this  curfcd  irous  wretche 
This  knightes  fone  let  before  him  fetche. 
Commanding  him  he  fhuld  before  him  ftondj 
And  fodenly  he  took  his  bow  in  hond. 
And  up  the  ftring  he  pulled  to  his  ere, 
And  with  an  arwe  he  flow  the  child  right  then 

Now  whether  have  I  a  fiker  hond  or  non  i 
Quod  he  I  is  al  my  might  and  mind  agon  i 
Hath  win  bereved  me  min  eyen  fight  ? 

What  ftiuld  I  tell  the  anfwer  of  the  knight  ? 
His  fon  was  flain,  ther  is  no  more  to  fay. 
Beth  ware  therfore  with  lordes  for  to  play, 
Singeth  Placebo,  and  I  flial  if  I  can. 
But  if  it  he  unto  a  poure  man  : 
To  a  poure  man  men  Ihuld  his  vices  telle. 
But  not  to  a  lord,  though  he  fliuj,d  go  to  helle. 

Lo,  irous  Cirus,  thilke  Perfien, 
How  he  deftroyed  the  river  of  Gifen, 
For  that  an  hors  of  his  was  dreint  therin. 
Whan  that  he  wente  Babilon  to  win  : 
He  made  that  the  river  was  fo  fmal. 
That  wimmen  might  it  waden  over  al. 
Lo,  what  faid  he,  that  fo  wel  techen  can  ? 
Ne  be  no  felaw  to  non  irous  man, 
Ne  with  no  wood  man  walke  by  the  way. 
Left  thee  repent :  I  wol  no  forthef  fay. 

Now  Thomas,  leve  brother,  leve  thin  irCj 
Thou  flialt  me  find  as  juft  as  is  a  fquire  : 
Hold  not  the  devils  knif  ay  to  thin  herte, 
Thin  anger  doth  thee  all  to  fore  fmerte  j 
But  fnew  to  me  all  thy  confeflion. 

Nay,  quod  the  fick  man,  by  Seint  Simon 
I  have  ben  fliriven  this  day  of  my  curat; 
I  have  him  told  al  holly  min  eftat. 
Nedeth  no  mo  to  fpeke  of  it,  fayth  he, 
But  if  nie  lift  of  miij  hurailitee. 
E  iij 
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Yeve  me  than  of  thy  gold  to  make  our  cioillre, 
Quod  he,  for  many  a  mufcle  and  many  an  oiflre, 
Wlian  other  men  han  ben  fulwel  at  efe, 
Hath  ben  our  food,  our  cloifhre  for  to  refe  '^ 
And  yet,  God  wot,  unneth  the  fundament 
Parfourraed  is,  ne  of  our  pavement 
!N'is  not  a  tjle'yet  within  our  wones  : 
By  God  we  owen  fourty  pound  for  ftones. 
3S[ow  help,  Thomas, for  him  that  hai:wedhelle, 
For  elles  mote  we  our  bokes  Telle, 
And  if  ye  lack  our  predication, 
Than  goth  this  world  all  to  dellrucSion  ; 
por  who  fo  fro  this  world  wold  us  bereve, 
Bo  God  me  fave,  Thonias,  by  your  jeve 
He  wold  bereve'  out  of  this  world  the  fonnc  ; 
For  who  can  teche  and  wo;  ken  as  we  conne  ? 
And  that  is  pot  of  litel  time  (quod  he) 
But  fithen  Elie  was  and  Ehfefe 
Han  freres  ben,  that  find  I  of  record, 
In  chari'tee,  ythonkcd  he  our  Lord, 
Now  Thomas,  help  for  Seinte  Charitee. 

And  doun  anon  he  fette  him  on  his  knee. 

This  fike  nian  \voxe  wel  heigh  wood  for  ire  j 
He  wolde  that  the  frere  had  ben  ^-iire  ' 

With  his  falfediflimulation. 

Swiche  thing  as  is  in  my  poffefTion, 
Quod  he,  that  may  I  yeve  you,  and  non  other. 
Ye  fain  pie  thus,  how  that  I  am  your  brother. 
Ye  certes,  qupd  this  frere,  ye  trufteth  wel ; 
I  took  our  dam.e  the  letter  of  our  fele. 

JJow  wel,  quod  he,  and  fomwhat  flial  I  yevp 
Unto  your  holy  covent  while  I  live  ; 
And  in  thin  bond  thou  flialt  it  have  anon, 
Gnthis  condition,  and  other  non, 
*l'hat  thou  depart  it  fo,  my  dere  brother, 
That  every  frere  have  as  aioche  as  other  : 
This  fhalt  thpu  fwere  on  thy  profeflion 
Withouten  fr^ud  cr  cavilation. 

I  fwere  it,  quod  the  frere,  upon  my  faith  j 
And  thefwithal  his  hond  in  his  he  layth.  ' 
Lo  here  my  faith  ;  in  me  Ihal  be  no  lak. 
''   Than  put  thin  hond  adoun  right  by  my  bak, 
Saide  this  man,  and  grope  wel  behind 
Benethe  my  buttok,ther  thou  fhalte  find 
A  thiiig  that  1.  have  hid  in  privetee. 
A!  thought  this  frere,  that  llial  go  with  me; 
And  doun  his  hond  he  launchcth  to  the  clifte, 
In  hope  for  to  finden  ther  a  gifte.  ' 

And  vvhan  this  fike  man  felt  this  frere 
About  his  towel  gropen  ther  and  here. 
Amid  his  bond  he  let  the  frere  a  fart  : 
Thern'is  no  capel  drawing  in  a  cart 
That  might  han  let  a  fart  of  fwiche  a  foun. 

T  he  frere  iip  fierte  as  doth  a  Wood  leoun  s 
A  !  falfe  chefl,  quod  he,  for  Goddcs  bones, 
This  haft  thou  in  (;|efpit  don  for  the  nones  ; 
Thou  llialt  abic  this  fart  if  that  I  may.' 
'  His  theinie,  which  that  herdeii  this  'aifray, 
Came  leping' in,  and  chafed  out  the  frere,     ' 
And  forth  he  goth  with  a  ful  angry  chere, 
A'^d  fet  hisfelaw  ther  as  lay  his  itore  : 
^e  1  Ved  as  it  v/ere  a  wilde  bore. 
And  grinte  with  his  teeth,  fo  vvas  he  wroth. 
A  flurdy  pas  doun  to  the  court  he  gothj 


Wher  as  ther  woned  a  man  of  gret  honoar. 
To  whom  that  he  was  alway  confeffour  : 
This  worthy  man  was  lord  of  that  village. 
This  frere  game,  as  he  were  in  a  rage. 
Wher  as  this  lord  fat  eting  at  his  bord  : 
Unnethes  might  the  frere  fpeke  a  word, 
Til  atte  lafte  he  faide,  God  you  fee  ! 

This  lord  gan  loke,  afld  faid,  BenedicHe^ ! 
V/hat  ?  Frere  John,  ■^^'hat  maner  world  is  this  ? 
I  fee  wel  that  fom  thing  ther  is  amis ; 
Ye  loken  as  the  wood  were  ful  of  theves. 
Sit  doun  anon,  and  tell  me  what  your  greve  is, 
And  it  fhal  ben  amended  if  I  may. 

I  have,  quod  he,  had  a  defpit  to  day, 
God  yelde  you,  adoun  in  your  village, 
That  in  this  world  ther  n'is  fo  poure  a  page, 
That  he  n'olde  have  ahhomfnatioun 
Of  that  I  have  received  in  youre  toun ; 
And  yet  ne  greveth  me  nothing  fo  fore 
As  that  the  olde  cherl  with  lokkes  bore 
Blafphemedhath  cure  holy  covent  eke. 

Now  mafter,  qupd  this  lord,  I  you  befcke. 

No  maifirer.  Sire,  quod  he,  but  fervitour. 
Though  I  have  had  in  fcole  that  honour. 
God  liketh  not  that  man  us  Rabi  call 
Neither  in  marjset  ne  In  your  large  hal}. 

No  force,  quod  he,  but  tell  me  all  your  grefe. 

Sire, quod  this  frere,  an  odious  mifchefe 
This  day  betid  is  to  min  ordre  and  me, 
AnAiofer  confequens  to  eche  degr-ee 
Of  holy  chirche,  God  amende  it  fone. 

Si^e,  quad  the  lord,  ye  wot  what  is  to  don  :  - 
Diftempre  you  not,  ye  ben  my  confeffour; 
Ye  ben  the.  fait  of  the  erthe  and  the  favour  : 
For  Goddes  ipve  your  patience  now  hold  ; 
Telle  me  your  grefe.     And  he  anon  hmi  tol4 
As  ye  han  herd  before,  ye  wot  wel  what. 

The  lady  of  the  hous  ay  flille  fat 
Til  fhe  had  herde  what  the  frere  feid. 

Ey,  Goddes  moder,quod  fae,  bli^ful  maid! 
Is  ther  ought  elles  ?  tell  me  faithfully. 
Madame,  quod  he,  how  thin^eth  you  thcrby  ? 
How  that  me  thiniieth  ?  quod  flie  ;  fo  God  me  fpede, 
I  fay  a  cherle  had  don  a  cherles  dede. 
What  fhuld  I  fay?   God  let  him  never  the  ; 
Llis  fike  hcd  is  fill  of  vanitee  : 
I  hold  him  in  a  maner  frenefie. 

Madame,  quod  he,  by  God  I  fhal  not  lie. 
But  I  in  other  wife  may  ben  awreke  ; 
I  fhal  difiamc  him  over  all  ther  I  fpeke  ; 
This  falfe  blafphemour,that  charged  me 
To  parten  that  wol  not  departed  be 
To  evef-y  mian  ylike,  with  mefchance. 

The  lord  fat  ftillu  as  he  were  in  a  trance, 
And  in  his  herte  he  rolled  up  and  doun 
How  had  this  cherl  imaginatioun 
To  ihewen  fwiche  a  probleme  to  the  frere. 
Never  erfl:  or  now  ne  herd  I  fwithe  mateie  ; 
I  trow  the  devil  put  it  in  his  mind. 
In  all  arfmetrike  Ihal  ther  no  man  find 
Beforn  this  day  pf  fwiche  a  queftion. 
Who  fhulde  make  a  demonfiration 
That  every  man  fhuld  ban  ylike  UisparE 
As  of  a  foun  or  favour  of  a  fart  i         "  ' 
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fhi  ke  proaide  cherl !   I  llirewe  his  face. 

Lo,  Sires,  quod  the  lord,  with  harde  grace. 
Who  ever  herd  of  fvriche  a  thing  or  now  i 
To  every  man  ylilce  !  tell  me  how. 
It  is  an  impoflible,  it  may  not  be  : 
Jly,  nice  cherl  !  God  let  him  never  the. 
The  rombling  of  a  fart,  and  every  foun, 
N'is  but  of  aire  reverberatioun, 
And  ever  it  wafteth  lite  and  lite  away ; 
Ther  n'is  no  man  can  demen,  by  my  fay, 
If  that  it  were  departed  equally. 
"What  ?  lo  my  cherl,  lo  yet  how  flirewedly 
Unto  my  confiffour  to-day  he  fpake  ! 
1  hold  him  certain  a  demoniake. 
Now  ete  your  mete,  and  let  the  cherl  go  play* 
Let  him  go  honge  himfelf  a  devil  way. 

Now  ftood  the  lordes  fquier  atte  bord 
That  carf  his  mete,  and  herde  word  by  word 
Of  all  this  thing  of  which  I  have  you  fayd. 

My  Lord,  quod  he,  be  ye  not  evil  apaid ; 
I  coude  telle  for  a  goune-cloth 
To  you,  Sire  Frere,  fo  that  ye  be  not  wroth. 
How  that  this  fart  fliuld  even  ydeled  be 
Amonge  your  covent,  if  it  liked  thee. 

Tell,  quod  the  lord,  and  thou  fhalt  have  anon 
A  goune-cloth,  by  God  and  by  Seint  John. 

My  Lord,  quod  he,  whan  that  the  weder  is 
Withouten  winde  or  pertourbing  of  aire,   [faire, 
liet  bring  a  cart-whele  here  into  this  hall, 
But  loke  that  it  have  his  fpokes  all ; 
Twelf  fpokes  hath  a  cart-whele  communly  ; 
And  bring  me  than  twelf  freres,  wete  ye  why  ? 
For  threttene  is  a  covent  as  I  geffe  : 
^ijiir  canfeiToui'  here  for  his  worthiaeffe 


Shal  parfourme  up  the  noumhre  of  his  covent. 

Than  Ihull  they  knele  adoun  by  on  affent. 

And  to  every  fpokes  end  in  this  manere 

Ful  fadly  lay  his  nofe  ftial  a  frere  ; 

Your  noble  confeflbur,  ther  God  him  fave, 

Shal  hold  his  nofe  upright  under  the  nave. 

Than  flial  this  cherl,  with  bely  ftif  and  tought 

As  any  tabour,  hider  ben  ybrought ; 

And  fet  him  on  the  whele  right  of  this  cart 

Upon  the  nave,  and  make  him  let  a  fart, 

And  ye  (hull  feen,  up  peril  of  my  lif, 

By  veray  preef  that  is  demonflratif, 

That  equally  the  foun  of  it  wol  wende. 

And  eke  the  ftinke,  unto  the  fpokes  ende. 

Save  that  this  worthy  man,  your  confefiburj 

(Becaufe  he  is  a  man  of  gret  honour) 

Shal  han  the  firfle  fruit,  as  refon  is. 

The  noble  ufage  of  freres  yet  it  is 

The  worthy  men  of  hem  fhul  firft  be  fervedj 

And  certainly  he  hath  it  wel  deferved  ; 

He  hath  to-day  taught  us  fo  mochel  good. 

With  preching  in  the  pulpit  ther  he  flood, 

That  I  may  vouchefaf,  I  fay  for  me, 

He  hadde  the  firlle  fmel  of  fartes  three^ 

And  fo  wold  all  his  brethren  hardely. 

He  bereth  him  fo  faire  and  holyly. 

The   lord,   the  lady,  and  eche  man,    fave  the 
Sayden  that  Jankin  fpake  in  this  matere       [jrere, 
As  wel  as  Euclide  or  elles  Ptholomee. 
Touching  the  cherl  they  faydan,  Subtiltee 
And  highe  wit  made  him  fpeken  as  he  fpake ; 
He  n'is  no  fool  ne  no  demoniake. 
And  Jankin  hath  ywonne  a  new  goune. 
My  Tale  is  don ;  we  ben  alnjoft  at  tottU^J 
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SjRE  Clerk  of  Oxenforde,  our  Hofle  faid, 

Ys  ride  as  ftille  and  coy  as  doth  a  maid 

Were  newe  Ipouied,  fitting  at  the  bord ; 

This  daj  ne  herd  I  of  your  tonge  a  word. 

I  trow  ye  ftudie  abouteirfom  fophime  ; 

But  Salomon  i'aith  that  every  thing  hath  time. 

For  Goddes  fake  as  beth  of  better  chere, 

It  is  no  time  for  to  ftudein  here. 

Tell  us  fom  mery  Tale  by  your  fay; 

For  what  man  that  is  entred  in  a  play 

He  nedes  moft  unto  the  play  affent. 

But  precheth  not,  as  freres  don  in  Lent, 

To  make  us  for  our  olde  finnes  wepe, 

Ne  that  thy  Tale  make  us  not  to  flepe. 

Tell  us  fom  mery  thing  of  aventures  ; 
Your  termes,  your  coloures,  and  your  figures, 
Kepe  hem  in  ilore  til  fo  be  ye  endite 
Hie  ftile,  as  whan  that  men  to  kinges  write. 
Speketh  fo  plain  at  this  time,  I  you  pray. 
That  we  liriay  underflonden  what  ye  fay. 

This  worthy  Clerk  bf  nignely  anlwerde  ; 
Hofte,  quod  he,  I  am.  under  your  yerde, 
Ye  have  of  us  now  the  governance, 
And  therefore  wolde  I  do  you  obeyfance. 
As  fer  as  refon  aflieth  hardely  : 
I.  wol  you  tell  a  Tale  which  that  I 
Lerned  at  Padowe  of  a  worthy  clerk, 
As  preved  by  his  wordes  and  his  werk  : 
He  is  now  ded  and  nailed  in  his  chefle, 
t  pray  to  God  fo  yeve  Ibis  foule  reile. 


Fraunceis  Petrark,  the  Laureat  poete, 
Highte  this  clerk,  whos  rethorike  fwcte 
Enlumined  all  Itaille  of  poctrie. 
As  Lynyan  §  did  of  philofophie 
Orlavv',  or  other  art  particulere; 
But  Deth  that  wol  not  fuffre  us  dwellen  here. 
But  as  it  were  a  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
Hem  both  hath  flaine,  and  alle  v.^e  fhul  dye. 

But  forth  to  tellen  of  this  worthy  man 
That  taughte  me  this  Tale  as  I  began, 
I  fay  that  firfl;  he  with  highe  ftile  enditeth 
(Or  he  the  body  of  his  Tale  writeth) 
A  proheme,  in  the  which  defcriveth  he 
Piemont,  and  of  Saluces  the  contree, 
Andfpcketh  of  Apennin  the  hilles  hie. 
That  ben  the  boundes  of  weft  Lumbardie, 
And  of  Mount  Vefulus  in  fpecial, 
Wher  as  the  Poo  out  of  a  vvcUe  fnial 
Taketh  his  firfte  fpringing  and  his  fours. 
That  eftward  ay  encrefeth  in  his  cours 
To  Enielie  ward,  to  Ferare  and  Venife, 
The  which  a  longe  thing  were  to  devife  ; 
And  trewely,  as  to  my  jugement. 
Me  thinketh  it  a  thing  impertinent. 
Save  that  he  wol,  convey»:n  hismatere  : 
But  this  is  the  Tale  which  that  ve  mow  here. 


§  Or  Linian.  The  perfon  meant  was  an  eminent  lawyuj 
3Ud  made  a  great  riDife  (as  \\c  lay)  in  his  time. 
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Ther  is  right  at  the  weft  fide  of  Itaille, 

For  certes.  Lord,  fo  wel  us  liketh  you 

Doun  at  the  rote  of  Vefulus  the  cold, 

And  all  your  werke,  and  ever  hath  don,  that  we 

A  lufty  plain  habundant  of  vitaille, 

Ne  couden  not  ourfelf  devifen  how 

Ther  many  a  toun  and  tour  thou  maifl:  behold, 

We  mighten  live  in  more  felicitee, 

yhat  founded  were  in  time  of  fathers  old. 

Save  0  thing.  Lord,  if  it  your  wille  be 

-And  nfany  another  delitable  fighte, 

That  for  to  be  a  wedded  man  you  left 

And  Saluces  this  noble  contree  highte. 

Than  were  your  peple  in  foverain.  hertee  reft. 

A  markis  whilom  lord  was  of  that  lond, 

Boweth  your  nekke  under  the  biifsful  yok 

As  were  his  worthy  elders  him  before, 

Of  foyeraintee,  and  not  of  fervife, 

And  obeyfant,  ay  redy  to  his  hond. 

Which  that  men  clepen  Sponfaile  or  Wedlok  : 

Were  all  his  lieges  both  Icffe  and  more  : 

And  thinketh.  Lord,  among  your  thoghtes  wife,* 

Thus  in  delit  he  liveth,  and  hath  don  yore. 

How  that  OLir  days  paffe  in  fondry  wife  ; 

Beloved  and  drad,  thurgh  favour  of  Fortune, 

For  though  v/e  flepc,  or  wake,  or  rome,  or  ride. 

.Both  of  his  lordes  and  of  his  commune. 

Ay  fleth  the  time,  it  wol  no  man  abide. 

Thcrwith  he  was,  to  fpeken  of  linage. 

And  though  your  grene  youthe  floure  as  yet. 

The  gentileft  yborne  of  Lumbardie, 

In  crepeth  age  alway  as  ftill  as  fton. 

A  faire  perfon,  and  ftrong,  and  yong  of  age, 

And  deth  manafeth  every  age,  and  fmit 

And  ful  of  honour  and  of  curtefie; 

In  eche  eftat,  for  tbsr  efcapeth  non  : 

Difcret  ynoiigh,  his  contree  for  to  gie. 

And  al  fo  certain  as  we  knowe  eche  on 

Sauf  in  fome  thinges  that  he  was  to  blame. 

That  we  Ihul  die,  as  uncertain  we  all 

And  Walter  was  this  yonge  lordes  name. 

Ben  of  that  day  whan  deth  flial  on  us  fall. 

I  blame  him  thus,  that  he  confidered  nought 

Accepteth  than  of  us  the  trewe  entent. 

In  time  coming  what  might  him  betide. 

That  never  yet  refufeden  your  heft. 

But  on  hisluft  prefent  was  all  his  thought, 

And  we  wol,  Lord,  if  that  you  wol  affent, 

And  for  to  hauke  and  hunt  on  every  fide  ; 

Chefe  you  a  wife  in  ftiort  time  at  the  meft 

-  Wei  neigh  all  other  cures  let  he  Hide  ; 

Borne  of  the  gentilleft  and  of  the  beft 

And  eke  he  nol'd  (and  that  was  worft  of  all) 

Of  all  this  lond,  fo  that  it  oughte  feme 

Wedden  no  wif  for  ought  that  might  befall. 

Honour  to  God  and  you  as  we  can  deme. 

Only  that  point  his  peple  bare  fo  fore 

Deliver  us  out  of  all  this  befy  drede. 

That  flockniel  on  a  day  to  him  they  v/ent, 

And  take  a  wif  for  highe  Goddes  fake  ; 

And  on  of  hem,  that  v/ifeft  was  of  lore. 

For  if  it  fo  befell,  as  God  forbede. 

(Or  elles  that  the  lord  wold  heii.  affent 

That  thurgh  your  deth  your  linage  fliulde  flalte, 

That  he  fnuld  tell  hem  what  the  peple  ment, 

And  that  a  ftrange  fuccefibur  fhuld  take 

Or  elles  cdild  he  wel  Ihew  fvviche  matere) 

Your  heritage,  o  !  wo  were  us  on  live  ; 

He  to  the  markis  faid  as  ye  Ihull  here. 

Wherfore  we  pray  you  haftily  to  wive. 

0  noble  Markis,  your  humanitee 

Hir  meke  praiere  and  hir  pitous  chere 

AITureth  us  and  yveth  us  hardineffe. 

Made  the  markis  for  to  Lan  pitee. 

As  oft  as  time  is  of  neceffitee 

Ye  wol,  quod  he,  min  owen  peple  dere, 

That  we  to  you  mow  tell  our  hevinefie ; 

To  that  I  never  er  thought  conftrainen  me  ; 

Accepteth,  Lord,  than  of  your  gentillefle 

I  me  rejoyced  of  my  libertee, 

That  we  with  pitious  herte  unto  you  plaine. 

That  felden  time  is  found  in  mariage ; 

And  let  your  eres  nat  my  vois  difdaine. 

Ther  I  was  free  I  mofte  ben  in  fervage. 

Al  have  I  not  to  don  in  this  matere 

But  natheles  I  fee  your  trdwe  entent,    . 

Mor€  than  another  man  hath  in  this  place, 

And  truft  upon  your  viit,  and  have  don  ay  j 

Yet  for  as  moch  as  ye,  my  Lord  fo  dere. 

Wherfore  of  my  free  will  I  wol  affent 

Han  ahvay  ihewed  me  favour  and  grace, 

To  wedden  me  as  fone  as  ever  I  may  : 

I  dare  the  better  alkc  of  you  a  fpace 

But  ther  as  ye  ban  profi-ed  me  to-day 

Of  audience  to  fliewen  our  requefl. 

To  chefen  we  a  wif,  I  you  relefe 

Aiid-yV,  my  Lord,  to  don  right  as  you  left. 

That  chois,  and  pray  you  of  that  prefer  cefe. 

u 
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For  God  it  wot  that  children  often  ben 
UnLke  hir  worthy  eldres  hem  before  : 
Bountee  cometh  al  of  God,  not  of  the  ftren 
Of  which  they  ben  ygendred  and  ybore  : 
1  truft  in  Goddes  bountee,  and  therfore 
My  mariage,  and  min  eftat  and  reft, 
1  him  betake  ;  he  may  don  as  him  left. 

Let  me  alone  in  chefmg  of  my  wif ; 
That  charge  upon  my  bak  I  wcl  endure  : 
But  I  you  pr;;y  and  charge  upon  your  lif 
That  what  wif  that  I  take  ye  me  afTure 
l"o  worfhip  hire,  while  that  hire  lif  may  dure, 
3a  word  and  v/erk  both  here  and  elles  where, 
As  flic  an  ernpcroures  doughter  were. 

And  forthermore  this  fliuln  ye  fwere,  that  ye 
Again  my  chois  ftial  never  grutch  ne  ftrive ; 
i'or  fuh  I  flial  forgo  my  libcrtee 
At  your  rcqueft,  as  ever  mote  I  thrive 
'i'her  as  min  herte  is  fet  ther  wol  I  wive  : 
And  but  ye  wol  aflent  in  fwiche  manere 
,1  pray  you  fpeke  no  more  of  this  matere. 

V/ith  hertly  will  they  fworen  and  alTenten 
To  all  this  thing,  ther  iaide  not  o  wight  nay, 
Befeching  him  of  grace,  or  that  they  wenten, 
That  he  wold  granten  hem  a  certain  day 
Of  his  fpoufaile  as  fone  as  ever  he  may. 
For  yet  alway  the  peple  fomewhat  dred 
Left  that  this  markis  wolde  no  wif  wed. 

Ke  granted  hem  a  day,  fwiche  as  him  left. 
On  which  he  wold  be  wedded  fikerly. 
And  faid  he  did  ail  this  at  hir  requell ; 
And  they  with  humble  herte  ful  buxumly, 
Kneling  upon  hir  knees  ful  reverently. 
Him  thonken  all  :  and  thus  they  han  an  end 
Of  hir  entente,  and  home  agen  they  wend. 

And  hereupon  he  to  his  officeres 
Commandeth  for  the  fefte  to  purvay, 
And  to  his  privee  knightes  and  fquieres 
Swiche  charge  he  yave  as  hem  lift  on  hem  lay, 
And  they  to  his  commandement  obey, 
And  eche  of  hem  doth  all  his  diligence 
To  do  unto  the  felte  ai  reverence. 

Pars  fecunda. 

Nought  fer  fro  thilke  paleis  honourable, 
"Wher  as  this  markis  fliope  his  mariage, 
Ther  ft.ooda  thorpc,  of  lighte  delitable. 
In  which  that  pourc  folk  of  that  village 
Hadden  hir  beftes  and  liir  herbergage. 
And  of  hir  labour  tokc  hir  fuftenance. 
After  that  the  erthe  yave  hem  habundance. 

Among  this  poure  folk  ther  dwelt  a  man 
Which  that  was  holden  poureft  of  hem  all, 
But  highe  God  fomtime  ienden  can 
His  grace  unto  a  litel  oxes  ftall  j, 
Janicola  men  of  that  thorpe  him  call  : 
A  doughter  had  he,faire  ynough  to  fight. 
And  Grifildis  this  yonge  maiden  bight. 

But  for  to  fpeke  of  vertuous  beautee. 
Than  was  flie  on  the  faireft  under  fonne. 
ful  pourcly  yfoftred  up  was  Ihe  ; 
Isfo  likerous  luft  was  in  hire  herte  yronne  : 
Wei  ofter  of  the  well  than  of  the  tonne 
She  dranke  ;  and  for  flie  wolde  vertue  plefe 
She  knew  wcl  labour  but  non  idel  efe. 


But  though  this  mayden  tendrc  were  of  age^ 
Yet  in  the  breft  of  hire  virginitee 
Ther  was  enclofed  fad  and  ripe  corage. 
And  in  gret  reverence  and  charitee 
Hire  olde  poure  fader  foftred  ftie  : 
A  few  fheep  fpinning  on  the  feld  fhe  kept ; 
She  wolde  not  ben  idel  til  fhe  flept. 

And  whan  fhe  homward  came  fhe  wolde  brinjf 
Wortes  and  other  herbes  times  oft, 
The  which  fhe  ftired  and  fethe  for  hire  living. 
And  made  hire  bed  ful  hard  and  nothing  foft  \ 
And  ay  ftie  kept  hire  fadres  lif  pn  loft 
With  every  obeifance  and  diligence 
That  child  may  don  to  fadres  reverence. 

Upon  Grifilde,  this  poure  creature, 
Ful  often  fithe  this  markis  fette  his  eye,. 
As  he  on  hunting  rode  paraventure  ; 
And  whan  it  fell  that  be  might  hire  efpie. 
He  not  with  wanton  loking  of  folie 
His  eyen  caft  on  hire,  but  in  fad  wife 
Upon  hire  chere  he  wold  him  oft  avife ; 

Commending  In  his  herte  hire  womanhede, 
And  eke  hire  vertue,  palling  any  wight 
Of  fo  yong  age  as  wel  in  chere  as  dede  : 
For  though  the  peple  have  no  gret  in  fight 
In  vertue,  he  confidered  ful  right 
Hire  bountee,  and  difpofed  that  he  wold 
Wedde  hire  only  if  ever  he  wedden  fhold. 

The  day  of  wedding  came,  but  no  wight  catt 
Tellen  what  woman  that  it  ftuilde  be. 
For  which  marvaille  wondred  many  a  nian. 
And  faiden,  whan  they  were  in  privetee, 
Wol  not  our  lord  yet  Icve  his  vanitee  ? 
Wol  he  not  wedde  ?  Alas,  alas  the  while  ! 
Why  wol  he  thus  himielf  and  us  begile  ? 
But  natheles  this  markis  hath  dp  make 
Of  gemmes  fette  in  gold  and  in  afure 
Broches  and  ringes,  for  Grifildes  fake ; 
And  of  hire  clothing  toke  he  the  mefure 
Of  a  maiden  like  unto  hire  ftature, 
And  eke  of  other  ornamentes  all 
That  unto  fwiche  a  wedding  fhulde  fall. 
The  time  of  underne  of  the  fame  day 
Approcheth  that  this  wedding  fhulde  be. 
And  all  the  paleis  put  was  in  array, 
Both  halle  and  chambres,  eche  in  his  degree, 
Houfes  of  office  ftuffed  with  plentee  ; 
Ther  mayft  thou  fee  of  deinteous  vitaille 
That  may  be  found  as  fer  as  lafteth  Itaille. 

This  real  markis  richely  arraide, 
Lordes  and  ladies  in  his  compagnie, 
The  which  unto  the  fefle  weren  praide. 
And  of  his  retenue  the  bachelerie. 
With  many  a  foun  of  fondry  melodic. 
Unto  the  village  of  the  which  I  told 
In  this  array  the  righte  way  they  hold. 

Grililde  of  this  (God  wot)  ful  innocent 
That  for  hire  ftiapen  was  all  this  array. 
To  fetchen  water  at  a  welle  is  went, 
And  Cometh  home  as  fone  as  ever  flie  may ; 
For  vsrel  llie  had  herd  fay  that  thilke  day 
The  markis  fhulde  wedde,  and  if  fhe  might 
She  wolde  fayn  han  feen  fom  of  that  fight. 

She  thought  I  wol  with  other  maidens  (lond> 
That  ben  my  felawes,  in  our  dore,  and  fee 
The  markijfeffe,  and  therto  wol  I  fond 
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To  don  at  home,  as  fone  as  it  may  be, 
The  labour  which  that  longeth  unto  jiie, 
Ard  than  I  may  at  leifer  hire  behold, 
Iffte  this  way  unto  the  Caftel  hold. 

And  as  ihe  wolde  over  the  thre(wold  god 
The  markis  came  and  gan  hire  for  to  call, 
And  fhe  fet  doun  hire  water-pot  anon 
Befide  the  threfwold  in  an  oxes  flail, 
And  doun  upon  hire  knees  fhe  gan  to  fall, 
And  with  fad  countenance  knelcth  flili. 
Til  fhe  had  herd  what  was  the  lordes  will. 

This  thoughtful  markis  fpake  unto  diis  maid 
Ful  foberly,  and  faid  in  this  manere  ; 
"Wher  is  your  fader,  Grillldis  ?  he  faid. 
And  fhe  with  reverence  in  humble  chere 
Anfwered,  Lord,  he  is  al  redy  here. 
And  in  fhe  goth  withouten  lenger  Ictte, 
And  to  the  mai'kis  fhe  hire  fader  fette. 

He  by  the  bond  than  toke  this  povire  man. 
And  faide  thus  whan  he  him  had  afide  ; 
Janicola,  I  neither  may  ne  can 
Lenger  the  plefance  of  min  herte  hide  ; 
If  that  thou  vouchefauf,  what  fo  betide, 
Thy  doughter  wol  I  take  or  that  I  wend 
As  for  my  wif  unto  hire  lives  end. 

Thou  loveft  me,  that  wot  I  wel  certain, 
And  art  my  faithful  liegeman  ybore. 
And  all  that  liketh  me,  I  dare  wel  fain. 
It  liketh  thee,  and  fpecially  therfore 
Tell  me  that  point  that  I  have  faid  before, 
If  that  thoi4  wok  unto  this  purpcs  drawe, 
To  taken  me  as  for  thy  fon  in  lawe  ? 

This  foden  cas  this  man  aftoned  fo. 
That  red  he  ■wex,  abaif!:,  and  al  quaking 
He  flood  ;  unnetlies  faid  he  v/ordes  mo 
But  only  thus  ;  Lord,  quod  he,  my  willing 
Is  as  ye  wol,  ne  ageins  your  liking 
I  wol  no  thing,  min  owen  Lord  fo  dere  ; 
Right  r.s  you  lift  governeth  this  matere. 

Than  wol  I,  quod  this  markis  foftely. 
That  in  thy  chambre  I,  and  thou,  and  fhe. 
Have  a  collation  ;  and  wofl  thou  why  ? 
For  I  wol  alk  hire  if  it  hire  willc  be 
To  be  my  wif,  and  reule  hire  after  me  ? 
And  all  this  Ihal  be,  don  in  thy  prefence  ; 
I  wol  not  fpeke  out  of  thin  audience. 

And  in  the  chambre,  v/hile  they  were  aboute 
The  tretee,  which  as  ye  fhul  after  here. 
The  peple  came  into  the  hous  withoute. 
And  wondred  hem  in  hov/  honefl  manere. 
Ententifly  fhe  kept  hire  fader  dere  : 
But  utterly  Grifildis  wonder  might, 
For  never  erft  ue  faw  fne  fwiche  a  fight. 

No  wpnder  is  though  that  fhe  be  aftoned 
To  fee  fo  gret  a  geft  come  in  that  place, 
She  never  was  to  non  fwiche  geftes  v/oned, 
For  which  flie  loked  with  ful  pale  face. 
But  fliortly  forth  this  matere  for  to  chace, 
Thife  arn  the  v\rordcs  that  the  m.arkis  faid        i 
To  this  benigne  veray  faithful  maid. 

Grifilde,  he  faid,  ^e  fhuln  wel  underflond 
Jt  liketh  to  your  fader  and  to  me 
That  I  you  wedde,  and  eke  it  may  fo  flond, 
As  I  fuppofe,  ye  v/ol  that  it  fo  be  : 
!*"£!Jt  thifg  demaundes  alke  1  firil  (quod  he) 


That  fm  it  fliall  be  don  in  hafty  v;ife, 
Wol  ye  affent,or  elles  you  avife  ? 

1  fay  this,  be  yc  redy  with  good  herte 
To  all  my  luft,  and  that  I  frgely  may. 
As  me  beft  thinkcth,  do  you  laugh  or  fmerte. 
And  never  ye  to  grutchen,  night  ne  day, 
And  eke  whan  I  fay  Ya  ye  fay  Nay, 
Neither  by  wordne  frouning  countenance  ? 
Swere  this,  and  here  I  fweie  our  alliasice. 

Wondring  upon  this  thing,  quuking  for  drede. 
She  faide,  Lorde,  indigne  and  unworthy 
Am  I  to  thilke  honour  that  ye  me  bede. 
But  as  ye  wol  yourfelf,  right  fo  wol  I  : 
And  here  I  fwere  that  never  willingly 
In  werkne  thought  I  n'ill  you  difobele 
For  to  be  ded,  though  me  were  loth  to  deie. 

This  is  ynough,  Grihlde  min,  quod  he. 
And  forth  he  goth  with  a  ful  fobre  chere 
Out  at  the  dore,  and  after  than  came  flie. 
And  to  the  peple  he  faid  in  this  manere  ; 
This  is  my  wif,  quod  he,  that  ftondeth  here  j 
Honoureth  her,  and  loveth  hire,  I  pray, 
Who  fo  me  loveth  ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

And  for  that  nothing  of  hire  olde  gere 
She  fhulde  bring  into  his  hous,  he  bad 
That  women  fliuld  defpcilen  hire  i-ight  there. 
Of  which  thife  ladies  weren  nothing  glad 
To  handle  hire  clothes  wherin  fhe  was  clad  : 
But  natheles  this  maiden  bright  of  hew- 
Fro  foot  to  bed  they  clothed  ban  all  new. 

Hire  heres  ban  they  kempt,  that  lay  untrefTed. 
Ful  rudely,  and  with  bir  fingres  fmai 
A  coroune  on  hii'e  bed  they  ban  ydteffed. 
And  fette  hire  ful  of  nouches  gret  and  fmah 
Of  hire  array  what  lliuld  I  make  a  tale  .' 
Unneth  the  peple  hire  knew  for  hire  fairnelTe 
Whan  fhe  tranfmewed  was  in  fwiche  richeffe. 

This  markis  hath  hire  fpoiifed  with  a  ring- 
Brought  for  the  fame  caufe,  and  than  hire  fette 
Upon  an  hors  fnow-white  and  wel  ambling, 
And  to  his  paleis,  or  be  lenger  lette, 
(With  joyful  peple  that  hire  lad  and  mette) 
Conveyed  hire ;  and  thus  the  day  they  fpende 
In  revel  til  the  fonne  gan  defcende. 

And  fnortly  forth  this  tale  for  to  chace, 
I  fay  that  to  this  new  markifefle 
God  hath  fwiche  favour  fent  hire  of  his  grace^ 
1  hat  it  ne  femeth  not  by  likelineiTe 
That  fhe  was  borne  and  fed  in  rudeneUe, 
As  in  a  cote  or  in  an  oxes  flail, 
But  nourilhcd  in  an  emperoures  hall. 

To  every  wight  fhe  ^vaxen  is  fo  dere 
And  vv^orfhipful,  that  folk  ther  fhe  was  bore, 
And  fro  hire  birthe  knew  hire  yere  by  yere, 
Unnethes  trowed  they,  but  derft  ban  fwore 
That  to  Janicle,  of  v/hich  I  fpake  before, 
She  doughter  n'as ;  for  as  by  conje(?cure 
Hem  tlionghte  fhe  was  another  creature.     >   • 

For  though  that  ever  vcrtuous  was  fhe, 
She  was  encrefed  in  fwiche  excellence 
Of  thewes  good,  yfet  in  high  bonntee, 
And  fo  difcrete,  and  faire  of  eloquence. 
So  benigne,  and  fo  digne  of  reverence, 
And  coude  fo  the  peples  herte  embrace. 
That  ech^  hife  loveth  that  loketh  on  hire  facs. 


1^ 
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Not  only  of  Saluces  in  the  toun 
Publilhed  was  the  bountee  of  hire  name. 
But  eke  befide  in  many  a  regioun ; 
If  on  faith  wel,  another  faith  the  fame  : 
So  fpredeth  of  hire  hie  bountee  the  fame, 
That  men  and  women,  yong  as  wel  as  old, 
Gon  to  Saluces  upon  hire  to  behold. 

Thus  Walter  lowly,  nay  but  really. 
Wedded  with  fortunat  honeftee; 
In  Goddes  pees  liveth  ful  efily 
At  home,  and  grace  ynough  outward  had  he  : 
And  for  he  faw  that  under  low  degree 
Was  honefl  vertu  hid,  the  peple  him  held 
A  prudent  man,  and  that  is  feen  ful  feld. 

Not  only  this  Grifddis  thurgh  hire  wit 
Coude  all  the  fete  of  wifly  homlineffe  ; 
But  eke  whan  that  the  cas  required  it, 
The  comune  profit  coude  Ihe  redreffe  : 
Ther  n'asdifcord,  rancour,  ne  hevinefle. 
In  all  the  lond  that  flie  ne  coude  appefe, 
And  wifely  bring  hem  all  in  hertes  efe. 

Though  that  hire  hufbond  abfent  were  or  non 
If  gentilmen  or  other  of  that  contree 
Were  wroth,  ftie  wolde  bringen  hem  at  on. 
So  wife  and  ripe  v^ordes  hadde  ihe. 
And  jugement  of  fo  grete  equitee, 
That  Ihe  from  heven  fent  was,  as  men  wend, 
Peple  to  fave,  and  every  wrong  to  amend. 

Not  longe  time  after  that  this  Grifilde 
Was  wedded,  fhe  a  doughter  hath  ybore, 
All  had  hire  lever  han  borne  a  knave  childe  : 
Glad  was  the  markis  and  his  folk  therfore  ; 
For  though  a  maiden  childe  come  all  before, 
She  may  unto  a  knave  child  atteine, 
By  likeiyhedjfm  fhe  n'is  notbarreine. 

Pars  tertia. 

Ther  fell,  as  it  befalleth  times  mo, 
Whan  that  this  childe  had  fouked  but  a  throwe, 
This  markis  in  his  herte  longed  fo 
To  tempt  his  wif,  hire  fadnelTe  for  to  knowe. 
That  he  ne  might  out  of  his  herte  throwe 
This  marveillous  delir  his  wif  to  affay  : 
Nedlees,  God  wot,  he  thought  hire  to  aifray. 

He  had  affaied  hire  ynough  before, 
And  found  hire  ever  good  :  what  needeth  it 
Hire  for  to  tempt,  and  alway  more  and  more  ? 
1'hough  fome  men  praife  it  for  a  fubtil  wit ; 
But  as  for  me,  I  fay  that  evil  it  fit 
To  affay  a  wife  whan  that  it  is  no  nede, 
And  putten  hire  in  anguilli  and  in  drede. 

For  which  this  markis  wrought  in  this  manere  : 
He  came  a-night  alone  ther  as  Ihe  lay 
With  ftern  face  and  with  full  trouble  chere. 
And  fayde  thus,  Grifilde,  (quod  he)  that  day 
That  I  you  toke  out  of  your  poure  array. 
And  put  you  in  eftat  of  high  nobleffe. 
Ye  han  it  not  forgetten,  as  I  geffe  ; 

I  fay,  Grifilde,  this  prefent  dignitee, 
In  which  that  1  have  put  you,  as  I  trow, 
Maketh  you  not  forgetful  for  to  be 
That  I  you  toke  in  poure  eftat  fuHow, 
For  ony  wele  ye  mote  yourfelven  know. 
Take  hede  of  every  word  that  I  you  fay, 
Ther  js.  jie  wight  that  hereth  it;  Ijut  we  tway. 


Ye  wote  yourfelf  wel  how  that  ye  came  here 
Into  this  hous,  it  is  not  long  ago  ; 
And  though  to  me  ye  be  right  lefs  and  dere, 
Unto  my  gentils  ye  be  nothing  fo  : 
They  fay  to  hem  it  is  gret  fhame  and  wo 
For  to  be  fuggetes  and  ben  in  fervage 
To  thee,'  that  borne  art  of  a  fmal  linage. 

And  namely  fin  thy  doughter  was  ybore, 
Thife  wordes  hen  they  fpoken  douteies ; 
But  I  defire,  as  I  have  done  before, 
To  live  my  lif  with  hem  in  reft  and  pees  : 
I  may  not  in  this  cas  be  recheles : 
1  mote  do  with  thy  doughter  for  the  beft, 
Not  as  I  wold,  but  as  my  gentils  left. 

And  yet,  God  wote,  this  is  ful  loath  to  me ;' 
But  natheles  withouten  your  weting 
I  wol  nought  do  ;  but  thus  wol  I  (quod  he) 
That  ye  to  me  affenten  in  this  thing  ; 
Shew  now  your  patience  in  your  werking 
That  ye  me  hight  and  fwore  in  your  village 
The  day  that  maked  was  our  mariage. 

Whan  fhe  had  herd  all  this,  flie  not  amevei 
Neyther  in  word,  in  chere,  ne  countenance, 
(For  as  it  femed,  fhe  was  not  agreved) 
She  fayde,  Lord,  all  lith  in  your  pleafance  ; 
My  child  and  I  with  hertely  obeifance 
Ben  youres  all,  and  ye  may  fave  or  fpiU 
Your  owen  thing  :   werketh  after  your  will. 

Ther  may  no  thing,  fo  God  my  foule  fave. 
Like  unto  yon  tliat  may  difplefen  me-; 
Ne  I  defire  nothing  for  to  have, 
Ne  drede  for  to  lefe,  fauf  only  ye  : 
This  will  is  in  myn  herte,  and  ay  ftiall  be. 
No  length  of  time  or  deth  may  this  deface, 
Ne  change  my  courage  to  an  other  place. 

Glad  was  this  markis  for  hire  anfwering, 
But  yet  he  feined  as  he  were  not  fo  ; 
Al  drery  was  his  chere  and  his  loking. 
Whan  that  he  fliuld  out  of  the  chamber  go., 
Sone  after  this,  a  furlong  way  or  two, 
He  prively  hath  told  all  his  entent 
Unto  a  man,  and  to  his  wif  him  fent. 

A  maner  fergeant  was  this  prive  man. 
The  tvhich  he  faithful  often  founden  had 
In  things  gret,  and  eke  fwiche  folk  wel  can 
Don  execution  on  things  bad ; 
The  lord  knew  wel  that  he  him  loved  and  drad. 
And  whan  this  fergeant  wift  his  lordes  will, 
Into  the  chambre  he  ftalked  him  ful  ftill. 

Madame,  he  fayd,  ye  mote  foryeve  it  me, 
Though  I  do  thing  to  which  I  am  conftreined ; 
Ye  ben  fo  wife,  that  right  wel  knowen  ye 
That  lordes  heftes  may  not  ben  yfeined  ; 
They  may  wel  be  bewailed  and  complained, 
But  men  mote  nedes  to  hir  luft  obey, 
And  fo  wol  I ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay. 

The  child  I  am  commanded  for  to  take — 
And  fpake  no  more,  but  out  the  child  he  hent 
Difpitoufly,  and  gan  a  chere  to  make, 
As  though  he  wold  have  flam  it  or  he  went, 
Grifildis  mlift  al  fuffer  and  al  ccsifent ; 
And  as  a  lambe  Ihe  fitteth  meke  and  ftill^ 
And  let  this  cruel  fergeant  do  his  will. 
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Sufpecious  was  the  iliffame  of  this  man, 
Sufpedl  his  face,  fufpe(5t  his  word  alfo, 
Sufpeifl  the  time  in  which  he  this  began  : 
Alas  !  hire  doughter,  that  fhe  loved  fo 
She  wende  he  wold  han  flaien  it  right  the; 
But  natheles  flie  neither  wept  ne  fiked. 
Conforming  hire  to  that  the  markis  liked. 

But  at  the  laft  to  fpeken  fhe  began. 
And  mekely  fhe  to  the  fergeant  praid 
(So  as  he  was  a  worthie  gentilman) 
That  file  might  kiffe  hire  child  or  that  it  deid; 
And  in  hire  barme  this  litel  child  flie  leid; 
With  ful  fad  face,  and  gan  the  child  to  blifie,- 
•  And  lulled  it,  and  after  gan  it  kifle. 

And  thus  fhe  fayd  in  hire  benigne  vois ; 
Farewel,  my  child,  1  Ihal  the  never  fee, 
But  fm  I  have  thee  marked  with  the  croisj 
Of  thilke  fader  ybleffed  mote  thou  be 
That  for  us  died  upon  a  crois  of  tree. 
Thy  foule,  litel  child,  T  him  betake. 
For  this  night  fhalt  thou  dien  for  my  fake. 

I  trow  that  to  a  norice  in  this  cas 
It  had  been  hard  this  ronthe  for  to  fee ; 
Wei  might  a  moder  than  han  cried  Alas ! 
But  natheles  fo  fad  ftedfaft  was  fhe, 
That  fhe  endured  all  adverfitee. 
And  to  the  fergeant  mekely  flie  fayde. 
Have  here  agen  your  litel  yonge  mayde. 

Goth  now  (quod  fhe)  and  doth  my  lordes  heft  : 
And  o  thing  wold  I  pray  you  of  your  grace. 
But  if  my  lord  forbade  you  at  the  left, 
Burieth  this  litel  body  in  fom  place 
That  beftes  ne  no  briddes  it  to-race. 
But  he  no  word  to  that  purpos  wold  fay, 
But  toke  the  child,  and  went  upon  his  way. 

This  fergeant  came  unto  his  lord  again, 
And  of  Grifildes  wordes  and  hire  chere 
He  told  him  point  for  point,  in  fhort  and  plain. 
And  him  prefented  with  his  doughter  dere. 
Somwhat  this  lord  hath  routhe  in  his  mancre. 
But  natheles  his  purpos  held  he  ftill. 
As  lordes  don  whan  they  wol  have  hir  will ; 

And  bad  this  fergeant  that  he  prively 
Shulde  this  child  ful  fofte  wind  andwrappe^ 
With  alle  circumftances  tendrely, 
And  carry  it  in  a  cofre  or  in  a  lappe  ; 
But  upon  peine  his  hed  of  for  to  fwappe 
That  no  man  fhulde  know  of  his  entent, 
Ne  v/hens  he  came  ne  whider  that  he  went ; 

But  at  Boloigne,  unto  his  fufter  dere. 
That  thilke  time  of  Pavie  was  Counteffe, 
Hs  Ihuld  it  take  and  ihew  hire  this  matere, 
Befeching  hire  to  don  hire  befmeffe, 
This  child  to  foftren  in  all  gentilleffe  ; 
And  whofe  child  that  it  was  he  bade  hire  hide 
From  every  wight,  for  ought  that  may  betide. 

The  fergeant  goth,and  hath  fulfilde  this  thing. 
But  to  this  marquis  now  retorne  we ; 
For  now  goth  hejul  faft,  imagining 
If  by  his  wives  chere  he  mighte  fee, 
Or  by  hire  wordes  apperceive,  that  flie 
Were  changed  ;  but  he  never  could  hire  finde 
But  ever  in  on  yhke  fad  and  kinde. 
As  glad,  as  hwmble^  as  befjr  in  fervice 


And  eke  in  love,  as  flie  was  wont  to  be, 

Was  flie  to  him  in  every  manner  wife  ; 

Ne  of  hire  doughter  not  a  word  fpake  flie  r 

Non  accident  for  non  adverfitee 

Was  feen  in  hire,  ne  never  hire  doughters  name 

Ne  nevened  flie  for  erneft  ne  for  game. 

Pars  quarta. 

In  this  eftat  ther  paffed  ben  foure  yere 
Er  flie  with  childe  was,  but  as  God  wold, 
A  knave  childe  flia  bare  by  this  Waltere 
Ful  gracious,  and  fair  for  to  behold  ; 
And  whan  that  folk  it  to  his  fader  told. 
Not  only  he  but  all  his  contree  mery 
Was  for  this  childe,  and  God  they  thonk  and  hery» 

Whan  it  was  two  ycre  old,  and  from  the  brell 
Departed  of  his  norice,  on  a  day 
This  majkis  caughte  yet  another  left 
To  tempte  his  wif  yet  ofter,  if  he  may, 

0  !  nedeles  was  flie  tempted  in  aCTay  : 
But  wedded  men  ne  connen  no  mefure 
Whan  that  they  finde  a  patient  creature. 

Wif,  quod  this  markis,  ye  han  herd  or  thiar 
My  peple  fikely  beren  our  mariage. 
And  namely  fin  my  fone  yboren  is. 
Now  is  it  werfe  than  ever  in  al  our  age  ; 
The  murmur  fleth  myn  herte  and  my  corage. 
For  to  myn  eres  cometh  the  vois  fo  fmerte. 
That  it  wel  nie  deftroyed  hath  myn  herte. 

Now  fay  they  thus ;  Whan  Walter  is  agon, 
Than  fhall  the  blood  of  Janicle  fuccede. 
And  ben  our  lord,  for  other  han  we  non. 
Swiche  wordes  fayn  my  peple,  it  is  no  drede; 
Wel  ought  I  of  fwiche  murmur  taken  hede, 
For  certainly  I  drede  al  fwiche  fentence. 
Though  they  not  plainen  in  myn  audience* 

I  worde  live  in  pees  if  that  I  might ;  * 

Wherefore  I  am  difpofed  utterly. 
As  I  his  fufter  ferved  er  by  night. 
Right  fo  thinke  I  to  ferve  him  prively. 
This  warne  I  you,  that  ye  not  fodenly 
Out  of  yourfelf  for  no  wo  fiiuld  outraie  ; 
Beth  patient,  and  therof  I  you  praie. 

I  have,  quod  flie,  fayd  thus,  and  ever  Ihal,, 

1  wol  no  thing,  ne  n'ill  ne  thing  certain. 
But  as  you  lift  :  not  greveth  me  at  al 
Though  that  my  doughter  and  my  fone  be  flaia- 
At  your  commandement  ;  that  is  to  fain, 

I  have  not  had  no  part  of  children  twein 
But  firft  fikeneffe  and  after  wo  and  peine. 

Ye  ben  my  lord,  doth  with  your  owen  thing 
Right  as  you  lift  :  aflceth  no  rede  of  me  ; 
For  as  I  left  at  home  al  my  clothing 
Whan  I  came  firft  to  you,  right  fo  (quod  flie)- 
Left  I  my  will  and  all  my  libertee. 
And  tcke  your  clothing  ;  wherefore  I  you  prej 
Doth  your  plefance,  1  wol  youre  luft  obey. 

And  certes,  if  I  hadde  prefcince 
Your  will  to  know  er  ye  your  luft  me  told, 
I  wold  it  do  withouten  negligence  : 
But  now  1  wote  your  luft,  and  what  ye  wold,. 
All  your  plefance  ferme  and  ftable  I  hold ; 
For  wift  1  that  my  deth  might  do  you  efe 
Right  gladely  wold  I  dien  you  to  plefe. 


?8 


THE  'CLE 


Dctli  may  not  maken  no  comparifoun 
Unto  your  love.  And  whan  this  markis  fay 
The  conflance  of  his  wif,  he  calt  adoan 
His  eyen  two,  and  wondreth  how  flie  may 
In  patience  fuffei  al  this  array  ; 
And  forth  he  goth  with  drery  contenance. 
But  to  his  hertc  it  was  ful  gret  plefance. 

This  ugly  fergeant  in  the  fame  wife 
That  he  hire  doughter  caughte,  right  fo  he 
(Or  werfe,  if  men  can  any  werfe  devifc) 
Hath  hent  hire  fone,  that  ful  was  of  beautce  : 
And  ever  in  on  fo  patient  v.as  fhe 
That  file  no  cheremade  of  hevincffe, 
But  kill  hire  fone,  and  after  gan  it  bleffe. 

Save  this  flie  praied  him,  if  that  he  might. 
Hire  litel  fone  he  wold  in  erthe  grave, 
His  tendre  limmcs,  delicat  to  fight, 
Pro  foules  and  fro  belles  for  to  fave. 
But  file  non  anfwer  of  him  mighte  haviJ : 
He  wen  his  way  as  him  no  thing  ne  rought. 
But  to  Boloigne  he  tenderly  it  brought. 

This  markis  wondercth  ever  Icnger  the  more  ; 
Upon  hire  patience  :  and  if  that  he 
Ne  hadde  fothely  knowen  ther  before 
That  parfitly  hire  children  loved  fhe, 
He  wold  han  wend  that  of  fom  fubtiltee 
And  of  malice,  or  for  cruel  corage. 
That  fhe  had  fuffred  this  with  fad  vifage. 

But  wel  he  knew  that  next  himfelf  certain. 
She  loved  hire  children  beft  in  every  wife. 
But  now^  of  women  wold  I  afken  fayn, 
If  thife  affaies  mighten  not  fuffife  ? 
Whatcoud  a  flurdy  hufbond  more  devife 
To  preve  hire  wifhcod  and  hire  fledfaftnefTe, 
And  he  continuing  ever  in  fturdineffe  ? 

But  ther  ben  folk  of  fwiche  condition, 
That  whan  they  han  a  certain  purpos  take, 
They  cannot  flint  of  hir  entention, 
But  right  as  they,  were  bounden  to  a  flake, 
They  wol  not  of  hir  firfte  purpos  flake  : 
Right  fo  this  markis  fully  hath  purpofed 
To  tempt  his  wif  as  he  wes  firfl  difpofed. 

He  waiteth  if  by  word  or  contenance 
That  file  to  hiin  was  changed  of  corage; 
But  never   coud  he  findeii  varience  ; 
She  v/as  aye  on  in  herte  and  in  vifage ; 
And  aye  the  further  flie  vvas  in  age, 
The  more  trewe  (if  that  it  were  poffible) 
She  was  to  him  in  love,  and  penible. 

For  which  it  femed  thus,  that  of  hem  two 
Ther  was  but  o  will  ;  for  as  Walter  left, 
The  fame  lufl  was  hire  plefance  alfo  ; 
And  God  be  thanked,  all  fell  for  the  bell. 
She  fliewed  wel  for  ne  wordly  unrell 
A  wif,  as  of  hirefelf,  no  thing  ne  fholde 
Wille  in  effedl  but  as  hire  hufbond  wolde. 

The  fclandre  of  Walter  wonder  wide  fpradde, 
That  of  a  cruel  herte  he  wikkedly, 
For  he  a  poure  woman  wedded  hadde, 
Hath  murdred  both  his  children  prively  : 
Swich  murmur  v/as  among  hem  coniunly. 
No  wonder  is,  for  to  the  peples  ere 
Ther  came  no  word  but  that  they  murdred  were. 


RKES   TALE. 

For  which  ther  as  his  peple  (herhe^'ote  ^ 
Had  loved  him  wel,  the  fclandre  of  his  dlffkmfr   ' 
Made  hem  that  they  him  hateden  therefore  : 
To  ben  a  mudrour  is  an  hateful  name. 
But  nathelcs  for  ernefl  ne  for  game 
He  of  his  cruel  purpos  n'olde  ftente  : 
'Fo  tempt  his  wif  was  fette  all  his  entente.  > 

Whan  that  his  doughter  twelf  yere  was  of  agtf 
He  to  the  court  of  Rome,  in  fubtil  wife 
Enformed  of  his  will,  fent  his  nieffage, 
Commanding  him  fwiche  billcs  to  devife 
'  As  to  bis  cruel  purpos  may  fuffife, 
■  How  tlia;t  the  Pope,  as  for  his  peples  reft, 
Bade  him  to  wed  another  if  him  left. 

I  fay  he  bade  they  fhulden  contrefete 
The  Popes  bulks,  maldng  mention 
That  he  hath  leve  his  firfte  wif  to  lete. 
As  by  the  Popes  difpenfation 
To  ftinten  rancour  and  diffention  ' 

Betwix  his  peple  and  him.  Thus  fpake  the  buBi 
The  which  they  han  pubhsflied  at  the  full. 

'The  rude  peple,  as  no  v/onder  is, 
Wenden  ful  wel  that  it  had  ben  right  fo  ; 
But  whan  thife  tidings  came  to  Grifildis, 
I  deme  that  hire  herte  was  ful  of  wo  ; 
But  fhe  ylike  fad  for  evermo 
Difpofed  was,  this  humble  creature, 
The  adverfttee  of  fortune  al  to  endure; 

Abiding  ever  his  luft  and  his  plefance 
To  whom  that  fhe  was  yeven  herte  and  al. 
As  to  hire  veray  worldly  fuffifance. 
But  fliortly  if  this  ftorie  tell  I  fhal. 
This  markis  writen  hath  in  fpecial 
A  lettre,  in  which  he  fheweth  his  entente. 
And  fecretly  he  to  Boloigne  it  fente 

To  the  Erl  of  Pavie,  which  that  hadde  th» 
Wedded  his  fufter,  prayed  he  fpecially 
To  bringen  home  agein  his  children  two 
In  honourable  eftat  al  openly ; 
But  o  thing  he  him  prayed  utterly. 
That  he  to  no  wight,  though  men  wold  enquere^  ■ 
Shulde  not  tell  whos  children  that  they  w^re. 

But  fay  the  maiden  fhuld  ywedded  be 
Unto  the  Markis  of  Saluces  anon. 
And  as  this  erl  was  prayed,  fo  did  he ; 
For  at  day  fette  he  on  his  way  is  gon 
Toward  Saluces,  and  lordes  many  on 
In  rich  arraie,  this  maiden  for  to  gide. 
Hire  yonge  brother  riding  hire  befide. 

Arraied  was  toward  hire  manage 
This  fresftie  maiden,  ful  of  gemmes  clere. 
Hire  brother,  which  that  feven  yere  was  of  age^ 
Arraied  eke  ful  frefh  in  his  nianere  : 
And  thus  in  gret  nobleffe  and  with  glad  chsre 
Toward  Saluces  ftiaping  hir  journay 
Fro  day  to  day  they  riden  in  hir  way. 

I'ars  quinta. 

Among  al  his,  after  this  wicked  ufage. 
This  markis  yet  his  wif  to  tempten  more 
To  the  utterefte  prefe  of  hire  corage, 
Fully  to  have  experience  and  lore 
If  that  ftie  were  as  fledefafi  as  before,. 


THE  CLERICS  TaIE' 


He  on  a  iiy  In  open  audience 

Ful  boiftoufly  hath  faid  hire  this  fentence  3 

Certes,  Grifilde,  I  had  ynough  plefancc 
To  han  you  to  my  wif  for  your  goodneffe. 
And  for  your  trouthe  and  for  your  obeyfance, 
Not  for  your  linage  ne  for  your  richeffe  ; 
But  now  know  I  in  very  fothfaflnefle 
That  in  gret  lordfhip,  If  1  me  wel  avife, 
Theris  gret  fervitude  in  fondry  wife, 

I  may  not  don  as  every  ploughman  may  t 
My  peple  me  conltreineth  for  to  take 
Another  wif,  and  crien  day  by  day  ; 
And  eke  the  Pope,  rancour  for  to  flake, 
Confenteth  it,  that  dare  I  undertake  : 
And  trewely  thus  mochel  wol  y«u  fay. 
My  newe  wif  is  coming  by  the  way. 

Be  flrong  of  herte,  and  void  anon  hire  place. 
And  thilke  dower  that  ye  broughten  me 
Take  it  agen  ;  I  grant  it  of  my  grace. 
Returneth  to  your  fadres  hous,  (quod  he} 
No  man  may  alway  have  profperitee. 
With  even  herte  I  rede  you  to  endure 
The  flroke  of  Fortune  or  of  aventure. 

And  Ihe  agen  anfwerd  in  patience  ; 
My  Lord,  quod  fhe,  I  wote  and  wifl  alway 
How  that  betwixen  your  magnificence 
And  my  poverte  no  wight  ne  can  ne  may 
Maken  comparifon  ;  it  is  no  nay : 
I  ne  held  me  never  digne  in  no  manere 
To  be  your  wif,  ne  yet  your  chamberere. 

And  in  this  hous  ther  ye  me  lady  made 
(The  highe  God  take  I  for  my  witneffe. 
And  all  fo  wifly  he  my  foule  glad) 
I  never  held  ne  lady  me  maiftreffe, 
But  humble  fervant  to  your  worthinefTe, 
And  ever  flial,  while  that  my  life  may  dure, 
Aboven  every  wordly  creature. 

That  ye  fo  longe  of  your  benignitce 
Han  holden  me  in  honour  and  nobley, 
Wheras  I  was  not  worthy  for  to  be, 
That  thanke  I  God  and  you,  to  whom  I  prey 
Foryelde  it  you  ;  tier  is  no  more  to  fey. 
Unto  m.y  fader  gladly  wol  I  wende, 
And  with  him  dwell  'onto  my  lives  ende. 

Ther  I  v/as  foflred  of  a  childe  ful  fmal  j 
Til  I  be  ded,  my  lif  ther  wol  I  lede, 
A  widew  clene  in  body,  herte,  and  al : 
For  fith  I  yave  to  you  my  maidenhede. 
And  am  your  rrewe  wif,  it  is  no  drede, 
God  fhilde  fwiche  a  lordes  wif  to  take 
Another  man  to  hufbond  or  to  make. 

And  of  your  newe  wif  God  of  his  grace 
So  graunte  you  wele  and  profperite. 
For  I  wol  gladly  yelden  hire  my  place, 
In  which  that  I  was  blifsful  v^^ont  to  be  : 
For  fith  it  liketh  you,  my  Lord,  (quod  ftie) 
That  whilom  weren  all  myn  hertes  reft. 
That  I  fhal  gon,  I  wol  go  whan  you  left. 

But  ther  as  ye  me  profre  fwiche  dowaire 
As  I  firft  brough,  it  is  wel  in  my  mind 
It  were  my  wretched  clothes,  nothing  faire. 
The  which  to  me  were  hard  now  for  to  find, 
O  goode  God !  how  gentil  and  how  kind 
Ye  femed  by  your  fpeche  and  your  vifage 
The  daj'  that  maked  was  cure  marriage  ! 


But  foth  is  faid,  algatc  I  find  it  trewe, 
For  in  effcA  it  preved  is  on  me, 
Love  is  not  old  as  whan  that  it  is  newe. 
But  certes,  Lord,  for  non  adverfitee 
To  dein  in  this  cas,  it  fhal  not  be 
That  ever  in  word  or  werke  I  flial  repent 
That  I  you  yave  min  herte  in  hole  entent. 

My  Lord,  ye, wote  that  in  my  fadres  plats 
Ye  did  me  ftripe  out  of  my  poure  wede, 
Andrichely  ye  clad  me  of  your  grace; 
'1  o  you  brought  I  nought  eiles  out  of  dredc 
But  faith,  and  nakedneffe,  and  maidenhede  ;' 
And  here  agen  your  clothing  I  reftore, 
And  eke  your  wedding  ring,  for  evermore. 

The  remenant  of  your  jeweles  redy  be 
Within  your  chambre,  I  dare  it  fafiy  fain. 
Naked  out  of  my  fadres  hous  (quod  fae) 
I  came,  and  naked  I  mote  turne  again. 
All  your  plefancc  wolde  I  fohve  fain  ; 
But  yet  I  hope  it  be  not  your  entent 
That  I  fmokles  out  of  your  paJeis  went. 

Ye  coude  not  do  fo  diftioneft  a  thins;'. 
That  thilke  wombe,  in  whicli  your  children  hjf 
Shulde  before  the  peple  in  my  v,ralking 
Be  feen  al  bare  ;  wherefore  I  you  prey 
Let  me  not  like  a  worme  go  by  the  way  : 
Remembre  you,  min  owcn  Lord  fo  dere, 
I  was  your  wif,  though  I  unvv^orthy  were. 

Wherfore  in  guerdon  of  my  maidenhede. 
Which  that  1  brought  and  net  agen  I  here, 
As  vouchefauf  to  yeve  me  to  my  mede 
But  fwiche  a  fmok  as  I  was  wont  to  were, 
That  I  therwith  may  wrie  the  wombe  of  hire 
That  was  your  wif.     And  here  I  take  my  Icve 
Of  you,  min  owen  Lord,  left  I  you  grcve. 

The  fmok,  quod  he,  that  thou  haft  on  thy  bake 
Let  it  be  ftill,  and  here  it  forth  with  thee. 
But  wel  unnethes  thilke  word  he  fpake. 
But  went  his  way  for  routhe  and  for  pitec. 
Before  the  folk  hirefelven  ftripeth  flje. 
And  in  hire  fmok,  with  foot  and  bed  ail  barCj, 
Toward  hire  fadres  hous  forth  is  fhe  fare. 

The  folk  hire  folwen  weping  in  hir  wey. 
And  Fortune  ay  they  curfen  as  they  gon  ; 
But  flie  fro  weping  kept  hire  eyen  drey, 
Ne  in  this  time  word  ne  fpak  flie  non. 
Hire  fader,  that  this  tiding  herd  anon, 
Curfeth  the  day  and  time  that  Natm-e 
Shope  him  to  ben  a  lives  creature. 

For  out  of  doute  this  old  poure  mart 
Was  ever  in  fufpe6l  of  hire  mariage ; 
For  ever  he  demed,  fin  it  firft  began, 
That  whan  the  lord  fulfilled  had  his  corage, 
Him  wolde  thinke  it  were  a  difparage 
To  his  eftat  fo  lowe  for  to  alight,    ■ 
And  voiden  hire  as  fone  as  ever  he  might. 

Agein  his  dougbter  haftily  goth  he, 
(For  he  by  noife  of  folk  knew  hire  coming) 
And  with  hire  olde  cote,  as  it  might  be, 
He  covereth  Ifire,  ful  forwefully  weping 
But  on  hire  body  might  he  it  not  bring. 
For  rude  was  the  cloth,  and  more  of  age 
By  dales  fele  than  at  hire  mariage. 

Thus  with  hire  fader  for  a  certain  fpace 
Dwelleth  this  flour  of  wifly  patience. 
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That  notKer  Ly  hire  ■vvordes  ne  hii"e  face, 
Beforn  the  folk,  ne  eke  in  hir  abi'ence, 
Ne  fhewed  flie  that  hh-e  was  don  offence, 
Nc  of  hire  high  eilat  no  remembrance 
Ne  hadde  {lie  as  by  hire  contenance. 

No  wonder  is,  for  in  hire  gret  eftat 
Hire  goft  was  ever  in  pleine  humilitee; 
No  tendre  mouth,  no  herte  delicat, 
!No  pompe,  no  femblant  of  realtee, 
But  ful  of  patient  benignitee, 
Difcrete,  and  prideles,  ay  honourable, 
And  to  hire  hiifbond  ever  meke  and  ftable. 

Men  fpeke  of  Job,  and  moft  for  his  humblefle, 
As  clerkes  whan  hem  lift  can  wel  endite, 
Namely  of  men,  but  as  in  fothfaftneffe, 
Though  clerkes  preifen  women  but  a  lite, 
Ther  can  no  man  in  humbleffe  him  acquite 
As  woman  cam,  ne  can  be  haif  fo  trewe 
As  women  ben,  but  it  be  falle  of  newe. 

Parsfexta, 

Fro  Boloigne  is  this  Earl  of  Pavie  come. 
Of  which  the  fame  up  fprang  to  more  and  lefTe  : 
And  to  the  peples  eres  all  and  fome 
Was  couth  eke  that  a  newe  markifeffe 
He  with  him  brought  in  fwiche  pomp  and  richefle, 
That  never  was  ♦her  feen  with  mannes  eye 
So  noble  array  in  al  Wefl  Lumbardie. 

The  markis,  which  that  fhope  and  knew  all  this, 
Er  that  this  erl  was  come  fent  his  meffage 
For  thilke  poure  fely  Grifildis, 
And  fhe  with  humble  herte  and  glad  vifage. 
Not  with  no  fwollen  thought  in  hire  corage. 
Came  at  his  heft,  and  on  hire  knees  hire  fette. 
And  reverently  and  wifely  fhe  him  grette. 

Grifdde,  (quod  he)  my  will  is  utterly 
This  maiden  that  fhal  wedded  be  to  me 
Received  be  to-morwe  as  really 
As  it  poffible  is  in  myn  hous  to  be; 
And  eke  that  every  wight  in  his  degree 
Have  his  eflat  in  fitting  and  fervice, 
And  high  plefance,  as  I  can  befh  devife. 

I  have  no  woman  fufhfant  certain 
The  chambres  for  to  array  in  ordinance 
After  my  luff,  and  therfore  wolde  I  fain 
That  thin  were  all  fwiche  manere  governance  ; 
Thou  knowefl  eke  of  old  all  my  plefance  : 
Though  thin  array  be  bad,  and  evil  befey, 
Do  thou  thy  devoir  at  the  lefte  wey. 

Not  only.  Lord,  that  I  am  glad  (quoth  flie) 
To  don  your  luft,  but  I  defire  alfo 
You  for  to  ferve  and  plefe  in  iny  degree 
Withouten  fainting,  and  flial  evermo  : 
Ne  never  for  no  wele  ne  for  no  wo 
Ne  fhal  the  goft  within  myn  herte  flente 
To  love  you  beft  with  all  my  trewe  entente. 

And  with  that  word  fhe  gan  the  hous  to  dight, 
And  tables  for  to  fette,  and  beddes  make, 
And  peined  her  to  don  all  that  ilie  might. 
Praying  the  chambereres  for  Goddes  fake 
To  haften  hem,  and  fafte  fwepe  and  fhake  ; 
And  file,  the  mofte  ferviceable  of  all, 
Hath  every  chambre  arraied  'and  his  halL 


Abouten  undern  gan  this  erl  aligJit 
That  with  him  brought  thife  noble  children  twe-/,^ 
For  which  the  peple  ran  to  fee  the  fight 
Of  hir  array,  fo  richely  befey  ; 
And  that  at  erfl:  amonges  hem  they  fey 
That  Walter  was  no  fool,  though  that  him  left 
To  change  his  wif,  for  it  was  for  the  befl. 

For  fhe  is  fairer,  as  they  demen  all, 
Than  his  Grifilde,  and  m.ore  tendre  of  age, 
And  fairer  fruit  betwene  hem  faulde  fall, 
And  more  plefant,  for  hire  high  Hnage  j 
Hire  brother  eke  fo  faire  Vi^as  of  vifage 
That  hem  to  feen  the  peple  hath  caught  plefance, 
Commending  now  the  markis  governance. 
O  ftormy  peple,  unfad  and  ever  untrew. 
And  uudifcrete  and  changing  as  a  fane. 
Delighting  ever  in  rorabel  that  is  newe. 
For  like  the  mone  v/axen  ye  and  wane  : 
A  ful  of  clapping,  dere  ynough  a  jane, 
Your  dome  is  fals,  your  confiance  evil  preveth, 
Ay  ful  gret  fool  is  he  that  on  you  leveth ! 

Thus  faiden  fade  folk  in  that  citee 
Whan  that  the  peple  gafed  up  and  doun, 
For  they  were  glad  right  for  the  noveltec 
To  have  a  new  lady  off  hir  tourr. 
No  more  of  this  make  I  now  mentioun. 
But  to  Grifilde  agen  I  wol  me  dreffe. 
And  tell  hire  conftance  and  hire  befineffe. 

Ful  befy  was  Grifilde  in  every  thing 
That  to  the  fefte  was  appertinent ; 
Right  naught  was  fhe  abaift  (jf  hire  clothing. 
Though  it  were  rude,  and  fomdel  eke  to-rent. 
But  with  glade  chere  to  the  yate  is  went. 
With  other  folk,  to  grete  the  markifeffe, 
And  after  that  doth  forth  hire  befineffe. 

With  fo  glad  chere  his  geftes  fhe  receiveth, 
And  conningly  everich  in  his  degree. 
That  no  defaut  no  man  apperceiveth. 
But  ay  they  wondren  what  flie  mighte  be 
That  in  fo  poure  array  waj  for  to  fee. 
And  coude  fwiche  honour  and  reverence. 
And  worthily  they  preifen  hire  prudence. 

In  all  this  mene  while  fhe  ne  {lent 
This  maide  and  eke  hire  brother  to  commend, 

jWith  all  hire  herte  in  ful  benigne  entent, 
So  wel  that  no  man  coud  hire  preife  amend ; 
But  at  the  lafl  whan  that  thife  lordes  wend 
ToTitten  doun  to  mete,  he  began  to  call 
Grifilde,  as  flie  was  befy  in  the  hall, 

Grifilde,  (quod  he,  as  it  were  in  his  play) 

{  How  liketh  thee  my  wif  and  hire  beautee  ? 

j  Right  wel,  my  Lord,  quod  flie,  for  in  good  fay 

'  A  fairer  faw  I  never  non  than  {lie  ; 
I  pray  to  God  yeve  you  profperitee, 

;  And  fo  I  hope  that  he  wol  to  you  fend 
Plefance  ynough  unto  your  lives  end. 

O  thing  befeech  I  you  and  warne  alfoj 
That  ye  ne  prikke  with  no  turmcnting 
This  tendre  maiden  as  ye  han  do  me. 
For  {he  is  foflred  in  hire  nourilhing 

:  More  tendrely,  and  to  my  fuppofing 
She  mighte  not  adverfitee  endure 
As  coude  a  pours  foftred  creature^ 
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And  whan  this  Walter  faw  hire  patience. 
Hire  glad  •chere,  and  no  malice  at  all. 
And  he  fo  often  hadde  hire  don  offence. 
And  fhe  ay  fade  and  conllant  as  a  wall. 
Continuing  ever  hire  innocence  over  all. 
This  fturdy  markis  gan  his  herte  dreffe 
To  rewe  upon  hire  wifiy  ftedefaftneffe. 

This  is  ynough,  Grifilde  min,  quod  he, ' 
-Be  now  no  more  agaft  ne  evil  apaid; 
I  have  thy  faith  and  thy  benignitce. 
As  wel  as  ever  woman  was,  affaid, 
In  gret  eftat  and  pouerelicli  arraid  : 
Now  know  I,  dere  wif,  thy  fledefaflnefTe; 
And  hire  in  armes  toke,  and  gan  to  keffe. 

And  fhe  for  wonder  toke  of  it  no  kepe  ; 
She  herde  not  what  thing  he  to  hire  faid  ; 
She  ferde  as  flie  had  ftert  out  of  a  flepe. 
Til  file  out  of  hire  mafedneffe  abraid. 
Grifilde,  quod  he,  by  Grod  that  for  us  deld. 
Thou  art  my  wif;  non  other  I  ne  have 
Ne  never  had,  as  God  my  foule  fave. 

This  is  thy  doughter  which  thou  haft  fuppofed 
To  be  my  wif ;  that  other  faithfully 
Shal  be  min  heir,  as  I  have  ay  difpofed ; 
Thou  bare  hem  of  thy  body  trewely  ; 
At  Boloigne  have  I  kept  hem  prively  : 
Take  hem  agen,  for  now  maift  thou  not  fay 
That  thou  haft  lorn  non  «f  thy  children  tway. 

And  folk  that  otherwife  han  faid  of  me, 
I  warne  hem  wel  that  I  have  don  this  dede 
For  no  malice  ne  for  no  crueltee. 
But  for  to  affay  in  thee  thy  womanhede, 
And  not  to  flee  my  children  (God  forbede) 
But  for  to  kepe  hem  prively  and  ftill 
Til  1  thy  purpos  knew  and  all  thy  will. 

Whan  fne  this  herd,  afwoune  doun  fhe  falleth 
For  pitousjoye  ;  and  after  hire  fwcuning 
She  both  hire  yonge  children  to  hire  calleth, 
And  in  hire  armes,  pitoufly  weping, 
JEmbraceth  hem,  and  tendrely  kifling 
Ful  like  a  moder,  with  hire  falte  teres 
She  bathed  both  hir  vifage  and  hir  heres. 

O,  fwiche  a  pitous  thing  it  was  to  fee 
Hire  fwouning,  and  hire  humble  vois  to  here ! 
Grand  mercy  !  Xord,  God  thank  it  you  (quod  Ihe) 
That  ye  han  faved  me  my  childten  dere  : 
Now  rekke  I  never  to  be  ded  right  here, 
Sin  I  fton-d  in  your  love  and  in  your  grace. 
No  force  of  deth,  ne  whan  my  fpirit  pace. 

O  tendre,  o  dere,  o  yonge,  children  mine  \ 
Your  woful  mother  wened  ftedfaftly 
That  cruel  houndes  or  fom  foul  vermine 
Had  eten  you  ;  but  God  of  his  mercy 
And  your  benigne  fader  tendrely 
Hath  don  you  kepe  :  and  in  that  fame  ftound 
Al  fodenly  fhe  fwapt  adoun  to  ground. 

And  in  hire  fwough  fo  fadly  holdeth  Ihe 
Hire  children  two,  v/han  flie  gan  hem  embrace. 
That  with  gret  lleight  and  gret  difficultee 
The  children  from  hire  arm  they  gan  arrace. 
O  !  many  a  tere  on  many  a  pitous  face 
Poun  ran  of  hem  that  ftoden  hire  befide  ; 
Unnethe  abouten  hire  might  they  abide. 

Walter  hire  gladeth,  and  hire  forwe  llaketh ; 
S^e  rifeth  up  abafiied  fron)  hire  trance, 


And  every  wight  hire  joye  and  fefte  maketh 
Til  fhe  hath  caught  agen  hire  contenance. 
Walter  hire  doth  fo  faithfully  plefance, 
That  it  was  deintee  for  to  feen  the  chere 
Betwixt  hem  two  fin  they  ben  met  in  fere. 

Thife  ladies,  whan  that  they  hir  time  fey, 
Han  taken  hire,  and  into  chambre  gon, 
And  ftripen  hire  out  of  hire  rude  arrey, 
And  in  a  cloth  of  gold  that  brighte  fhone, 
Witli  a  coroune  of  many  a  riche  ftone 
Upon  hire  hcd,  they  into  hall  hire  broughte, 
And  ther  flie  was  honoured  as  hire  ought. 
Thus  hath  tliis  pitous  day  a  blisful  end. 
For  every  man  and  woman  doth  his  might 
This  day  in  mirth  and  revel  to  difpend, 
Til  OH  the  welkin  fhone  the  fterres  bright ; 
For  niore  folempne  in  every  mannes  fight 
This  fefte  was,  and  greter  of  coftage, 
Than  was  the  revel  of  hire  mariage. 

Ful  many  a  yere  in  high  profperitee 
Liven  thife  two  in  concord  and  in  reft. 
And  richely  his  doughter  maried  he 
Unto  a  lord,  on  of  the  worthieft 
Of  all  Itaille,  and  than  in  pees  and  reft 
His  wives  fader  in  his  court  he  kepeth 
Til  that  the  foule  out  of  his  body  crepeth. 

His  fone  fuccedeth  in  his  herita^, 
In  reft  and  pees,  after  his  fadres  day. 
And  fortunat  was  eke  in  mariage, 
Al  put  he  not  his  wif  in  gret  aflay  : 
This  world  is  not  fo  ftrong,  it  is  no  nay. 
As  it  hath  ben  in  olde  times  yore, 
And  herkneth  what  this  audlour  faith  therfore. 

This  ftory  is  faid,  not  for  that  wives  Ihuld 
Folwe  Grifiide  as  in  humilitee. 
For  it  were  importable  tho  they  wold. 
But  for  that  every  wight  in  his  degree 
Shulde  be  conftant  in  adverfitee 
As  was  Grifilde,  therfore  Petrark  writeth 
This  ftorie,  which  with  high  ftjie  he  enditeth. 

For  fith  a  v.'oman  was  fo  patient 
Unto  a  mortal  man,  wel  more  we  ought 
Receiven  all  in  gree  that  God  us  fent. 
For  gret  Ikill  is  he  preve  that  he  wrought ; 
But  he  ne  tempteth  no  man  that  he  bought. 
As  faith  Seint  Jame,  if  ye  his  piftell  rede; 
He  preveth  folk  al  day,  it  is  no  drede"; 

And  fuffreth  us,  as  for  our  exercife. 
With  fliarpe  fcourges  of  adverfitee 
Ful  often  to  be  bete  in  for.dry  wife, 
Not  for  to  know  our  will,  for  certes  he. 
Or  we  were  borne,  knew  all  our  freeletee. 
And  for  our  beft  is  all  his  governance  ; 
Let  us  tlian  five  in  vertuous  fuffrance. 

But  o  wordjLordings,  herkneth  or  I  go  ; 
It  were  ful  hard  to  finden  now  adayes 
In  all  a  toun  Grifildes  three  or  two  ; 
For  if  that  they  were  put  to  fwiche  affayes 
The  gold  of  hem  hath  now  fo  bad  alayes 
With  bras,  that  though  the  coine  be  faire  at  eye. 
It  wolde  rather  braft  atwo  than  pHe. 

For  which  here,  for  the  Wives  love  of  Bathe, 
Whas  lif  and  al  hire  fede  God  maintene 
In  high  maiftrie,  and  elles  were  it  fcathe. 


u 
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I  wol  with  lufty  herte  frcsfhe  and  grene 
Say  you  a  fong  to  gladen  you  I  wene, 
And  let  us  flint  of  erneftful  mattre. 
Herkneth  my  fong,  that  faith  in  this  manere  : 

Grifilde  is  ded,  and  eke  hire  patience, 
And  both  at  ones  buried  in  Itaille, 
For  which  I  crie  in  open  audience, 
Ko  wedded  man  fo  hardy  be  to  affaillc 
His  wives  patience,  in  truft  tq  find 
Grifildes,  for  in  certain  he  flial  faille. 

O  noble  wives !  ful  of  high  prudence, 
Let  non  humilitee  your  tonges  naile, 
Ne  let  no  clerk  have  caufe  or  diligence 
To  write  of  you  a  ftorie  of  fwiche  mervaille 
As  of  Grifildis,  patient  and  kinde, 
Left  Chichevache  yon  fwalwe  in  hire  entraille. 

Folweth  Ecco,  that  holdeth  no  filence, 
Bi'-:  ever  anfwereth  at  the  countretaille  : 
Beth  not  bedaffed  for  your  innocence, 
But  fharply  taketh  on  you  the  governaille  : 
JEmprenteth  wel  this  leflbn  in  your  minde 


For  coraun  profit,  fith  it  may  availle. 

Ye  archewives  !  llondeth  ay  at  defence^ 
Sin  ye  be  ftrong  as  is  a  gret  camaille, 
Ne  fuffreth  not  that  men  do  you  offence. 
And  fclendre  wives,  feble  as  in  bataiile, 
Beth  egre  as  is  a  tigre  yond  in  Inde; 
Ay  clappeth  as  a  mill  I  you  eounfaille.  , 

Ne  drede  hem  not,  doth  hem  no  reverence, 
For  though  thin  hulbond  armed  be  in  maill«,.' 
The  arwes  of  thy  crabbed  eloquence 
Shal  perce  his  brefl  and  eke  his  aventaflle  : 
In  jaloufie  I  rede  eke  thou  him  binde, 
And  thou  fhalt  make  him  couche  as  doth  a  quaille. 

If  thou  be  faire,  ther  folk  ben  in  prefence 
Shew  thou  thy  vifage  and  thin  aparaille ; 
If  thou  be  foule,  be  free  of  thy  difpencg ; 
To  get  thee  frende^  ay  do  thy  travailje  : 
Be  ay  of  chere  as  light  as  lefe  on  linde, 
And-let  him  care,  and  wepe,  and  wringe,  30^ 
w^iille. 
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Weping  and  wailing,  care,  and  other  forwe, 
I  have  ynough  on  even  and  on  inorwe, 
Quod  the  Marchant,  and  fo  have  other  mb 
That  wedded  ben  4  I  trowe  that  itie  fo, 
For  wel  I  wot  it  fareth  fo  by  me. 
I  have  a  wif  the  werfte  that  may  be, 
For  though  the  fend  to  hire  ycoupled  were, 
She  wolde  him  overmatche,  I  dare  wel  fwere. 
What  fhulde  I  you  reherfe  ih  fpecial 
Hire  high  malice  ?  fhe  is  a  flirew  at  al. 
Ther  is  a  long  and  a  large  difference 
Eetwix  Grifildes  grete  patience 
And  of  my  wife  the  paffing  crueltee. 
Were  T  uribounden,  all  fo  mote  I  the, 
I  wolde  never  eft  comen  iri  the  fnare. 
We  wedded  men  live  in  fgrwe  and  care  .: 


Affay  it  who  fo  wol,  and  he  flial  fihde 
That  I  fay  foth,  by  -Seint  Thomas  of  Inde^ 
As  for  the  more  part,  I  fay  not  alle  ; 
God  Ihilde  that  it  fhulde  fo  befalle. 

A,  good  Sire  Hofte,  I  have  ywedded  be 
Thife  monethes  two,  and  more  not  parde; 
And  yet  I  trowe  that  he  tljat  all  his  lif 
Wifles  hath  ben,  though  that  men  wolde  him  riffe" 
Into  the  herte,,ne  ooude  in  no  manere 
Tellen  fo  much  forwe  as  I  you  here 
Coud  tellen  of  my  wives  -curfedneffe.  [blefle. 

Now,  quod  our  Hofte,  Merchant,  fo  God  you 
Sin  ye  fo  mochel  knowen  of  that  art, 
Fui  hertely  I  pray  you  tell  us  part. 

Gladly^  quod  he,  but  of  min  owen  fore. 
For  fory  herte  I  tf  lien  may  no  more. 
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^v  HILOM  ther  vvaS  dwelling  in  Lumbardie 
A  worthy  knight,  that  born  was  at  Pavie, 
In  which  he  lived  in  gret  profperitee  ; 
And  fixty  yere  a  wifles  man  was  he, 
And  folwed  ay  his  bodily  delit 
On  women  ther  as  was  his  appetit, 
As  don  thife  fooles  that  ben  feculere. 
And  whan  that  he  was  paffed  fixty  yere. 
Were  it  for  hoUneffe  or  for  dotage 
I  cannot  fain,  but  fwiche  a  gret  corage 
Hadde  this  knight  to  ben  a  wedded  man, 
That  day  and  night  he  doth  all  that  he  can 
To  efpieri  vvher  that  he  might  wedded  be, 
Praying  our  Lord  to  granten  him  that  h? 
Mighte  ones  knowen  of  that  blisful  lif 
That  is  betwix  an  hufbond  and  his  wif, 


*  OM  January  marrieth  young  May,  and  for  hit  on?- 
fyid.1  match  receivet2i  a  foul  rewajfd,    Urr^, 


And  for  to  live  under  that  holy  bond 

With  which  God  firfte  man  and  woman  "bond, 

Non  other  lif  (faid  he)  is  worth  a  bene ; 

For  wedlok  is  fo  efy  and  fo  dene 

That  in  this  world  it  is  a  paradife. 

Thus  faith  this  oldc  knight  that  was  fo  wife,. 

And  certainly,  as  foth  as  God  is  king, 
To  take  a  wif  it  is  a  glorious  thing  ; 
And  namely  whan  a  man  is  old  and  hore. 
Than  is  a  wif  the  fruit  of  his  trefore  ; 
Than  fhuld  he  take  a  yong  wif  and  a  faire. 
On  which  he  plight  engendren  him  an  heire^ 
And  lede  his  lif  in  joye  and  in  folas, 
Wheras  thife  bachelers  fingen  alas ! 
Whan  that  they  finde  any  adverfitee 
In  love,  which  n'is  but  childifh  vanitee. 
And  trewely  it  fit  wel  to  be  fo 
That  bach?lers  have  often  peine  and  wo  I 
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On  brotel  gronnd  they  bilde,  and  brotelneffe 

They  finden  whan  they  wenen  fikernefle  ; 

They  Uve  but  as  a  bird  or  as  a  belle, 

In  libertee  and  under  non  arefte, 

Ther  as  a  wedded  man  in  his  eftat 

Liveth  a  lif  blisful  and  ordinat, 

Under  the  yoke  of  piariage  ybtiund; 

Wei  may  his  herte  in  joye  and  bliffe  abound  : 

For  who  can  be  fo  buxom  as  a  wif  ? 

Who  is  fo  trewe  and  eke  fo  ententif 

To  kepe  him,  fike  and  hole,  as  is  his  make  ? 

For  wele  or  wo  {he  n'ill  him  not  forfake  ; 

She  n'is  not  wery  him  to  love  and  ferve, 

Though  that  he  lie  bedrede  til  that  he  fterve. 

And  yet  fom  clerkes  fain  it  is  not  fo, 
Of  which  he  Theophraft  is  on  of  tho. 
What  force  though  Theophraft  lift  for  to  lie  J 

Ne  tak  no  vv  jf,  quod  he,  for  hufbondrie, 
As  for  to  fpare  in  houfhold  thy  difpence  : 
A  trevre  fervant  doth  more  diligence 
Thy  good  to  kepe,  than  doth  tliin  owen  wif, 
For  fne  wol  claimeii  half  part  al  hire  lif. 
Aiid  if  that  thou  be  hke,  fo  God  me  fave, 
Thy  veray  frendes  or  a  trewe  knave 
.Wol  kepe  thee  bet  than  Ihe,  that  waiteth  ay 
After  thy  good,  and  hath  don  many  a  day, 

'  This  fcntence,  and  an  hundred  thinges  werfe, 
Writeth  this  r^ian,  ther  God  his  bones  curfe. 
But  take  no  kepe  of  all  fwiche  vanitee  ; 
DefleihTJieophrafl,  and  herkcnethme. 

A  wif  is  Goddes  yefee  veraily  ; 
All  other  maner  yeftes  hardely, 
As  londes,  rentes,  pafture,  or  commune. 
Or  mebles,  all  ben  yeftes  of  Fortune, 
Tliat  pafTen  as  a  flriadow  on  the  wall  : 
But  drede  thou  not  if  plainly  fpeke  I  fhal ; 
A  wif  wol  laft  and  in  thin  hous  endure 
Wei  lenger  than  thee  lift  paraventure, 

J^ariage  is  a  ful  gret'e  facrament ; 
He  which  that  hath  no  wif  I  hold  him  flient; 
He  liveth  helples  and  all  defolat : 
(I  fpeke  of  folk  in  fecular  eftat) 
And  herkneth  why,  I  fay  not  this  for  nought. 
That  woman  is  for  mannas  help'e  ywi-ougTit : 
The  highe  God,  whan  Jie  had  Adam  maked, 
And  faw  him  al  alone  belly  naked, 
God  of  his  grete  goodneffe  faide  than, 
Let  vs  now  make  an  helpe  unto  this  man 
Like 'to  himfelf,  and  than  he  made  him  Eve. 

Here  may  ye  fee,  and  hereby  may  ye  preve. 
That  a  wif  is  mannes  helpe  and  his  comfortj 
His  paradis  terreftre,  and  his  difport : 
So  buxom  and  fo  vertuous  is  fhe. 
They  moftcn  nedes  live  ip  unitee  : 
O  flefli  they  ben,  and  o  flefli,  as  1  gefle. 
Hath  but  pn  herte  in  wele  ahd  in  diftreffe. 

A  wif  ?  a  !  Seinte  Marie,  benedkite  I 
How  might  a  man  have  any  adverfite 
That  hath  a  wif  ?  certes  I  cannot  feye. 
The  bliffe  the  which  that  is  betwix  hem  tweye 
Ther  may  no  tonge  telle  or  herte  thinke. 
If  he  be  poure,  fhe  helpeth  him  to  fwinke ; 
She  kepeth  his  good,  and  wafteth  never  a  del ; 
All  that  hire  hulbond  doth,  hire  liketh  wel : 


She  faith  not  ones,  Nay,  whan  he  faith.  Ye  : 
Do  this,  faith  he  ;  Al  redy.  Sire,  faith  (he. 

O  blifsful  ordre,  o  wedlok  precious! 
Thou  art  fo  mery  and  eke  fo  vertuous, 
And  fo  commended  and  approved  eke, 
That  every  man  that  holt  him  worth  a  leke. 
Upon  his  bare  knees  ought  all  his  lif 
Thanken  his  God  that  him  hath  fent  a  wif, 
Or  elles  pray  to  God  him  for  to  fend 
A  wif  to  laft  unto  his  lives  end  ; 
For  than  his  lif  is  fet  in  fikernefle, 
He  may  not  be  deceived,  as  I  geffe. 
So  tha    he  werche  after  his  wives  rede  ; 
Than  may  he  boldly  beren  up  his  hede, 
They  ben  fo  trewe,  and  therwithal  fo  wife ; 
For  which,  if  thou  wilt  werchen  as  the  wife. 
Do  alway  fo  as  women  wol  thee  rede. 

Lo  hoy?  that  Jacob,  as  thife  clerkes  rede. 
By  good  confeil  of  his  mother  Rebekke 
Bounde  the  kiddes  flcin  about  his  nekke. 
For  which  his  fadres  benifon  he  wan. 

Lo  Judith,  as  the  ftorie  eke  tell  can. 
By  good  confeil  fhe  Goddes  peple  kept. 
And  flow  him  Holofernes  while  he  flept. 

Lo  Abigail,  by  good  confeil  how  ftie 
Saved  hire  hufbond  Nabal,  whan  that  he 
Shuld  ban  be  flain.     And  loke,  Hefter  alfo 
By  good  confeil  delivered  out  of  wo 
The  peple  of  God,  and  made  him  Mardochec 
Of  Afiuere  enhanfed  for  to  be. 

Ther  n'is  no  thing  in  gree  fuperlatif 
(As  faith  Senek)  above  an  humble  wif. 
Suffer  thy  wives  tonge,  as  Caton  bit ; 
She  flial  command  and  thou  flialt  fuffren  it. 
And  yet  fhe  wol  obey  of  curtefie. 

A  wif  is  keper  of  thin  hufbondrie  : 
Wel  may  the  fike  man  bewaile  and  wepe 
Ther  as  ther  is  no  wif  the  hous  to  kepe. 
I  warne  thee,  if  wifely  thou  wilt  werche, 
Love  wel  thy  wif,  as  Crift  loveth  his  cherche  ^ 
If  thou  loveft  thyfelf,  love  thou  thy  wif. 
No  man  hateth  his  flefti,  but  in  his  lif 
He  foftreth  it,  and  therfore  bid  I  thee 
Cherifla  thy  wif,  or  thou  ^alt  never  the. 
Hufbond  and  wif,  what  fo  men  jape  or  play. 
Of  worldly  folk  holden  the  fiker  way  ; 
They  ben  fo  knit  ther  may  non  harm  betide. 
And  namely  upon  the  wives  fide. 

For  w(hich  this  January,  of  whom  I  told, 
Confldcred  hath  within  his  dayes  old 
The  lufty  lif,  the  vertuous  quiete, 
That  is  in  mariage  honey-fwete, 
And  for  his  frendes  on  a  day  he  fent 
To  tellen  hem  th'  effed  of  his  entent. 

With  f^ce  fad  his  tale  he  hath  hem  told  : 
He  fayde,  Frendes,  I  am  hore  and  old, 
And  almoft  (God  wot)  on  my  pittes  brinke, 
Upon  my  foule  fomwhat  moft  I  thinke. 
I  have  my  body  fohly  difpended, 
Bleifed  be  God  that  it  fliall  ben  amended  1 
For  I  wol  ben  certain  a  wedded  man, 
And  that  anon  in  all  the  haft  I  can. 
Unto  fom  maiden,  faire  and  tendre  of  age, 
I  pray  you  Ihapeth  for  my  mariage 
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All  foSenly,  i'or  I  wol  nbt  abide ; 
And  I  wol  fonde  to  efpien  on  my  fide 
To  whom  1  may  be  wedded  haftily. 
But  for  as  moche  as  ye  ben  more  than  I, 
Ye  flaullen  rather  fwiche  a  thinge  efpien 
Than  I,  and  wher  me  befte  Were  to  allienl 

But  o  thing  warn  I  yoli,  my  frendes  dere^ 
I  wol  non  olde  wif  han  in  no  manere  ; 
She  flial  not  paffen  twenty  yere  certain  : 
Old  fifli  and  yonge  flefli  wold  I  have  fain. 
Bet  is  (quod  he)  a  pike  than  a  pikerel. 
And  bet  than  old  beef  is  the  tendre  veel. 
I  wol  no  woman  thirty  yere  of  age  ; 
It  is  but  benefti-aw  and  gret  forage. 
And  eke  thife  olde  widewes  (God  it  Wote) 
They  donnen  fo  moch  craft  on  Wades  bote. 
So  mochel  broken  harm  whan  that  herh  lellj 
That  with  hem  fhuld  I  never  live  in  reft. 
For  fondry  fcoles  maken  fubtil  clerkes  ; 
Woman  of  many  fcoles  half  a  clerk  is. 
But  certainly  a  yong  thing  men  may  gie, 
Right  as  men  niay  warm  wax  with  handes  plie  ; 
Wherfore  I  fay  you  plainly  in  a  claufe 
I  wol  non  old  wif  han  right  for  this  caufe. 

For  if  fo  were  I  hadde  fwiche  niefchancei 
That  I  in  hire  ne  cbude  have  no  plefance, 
Than  fliuld  I  lede  my  lif  in  avoutrie, 
And  fo  ftreight  to  the  devil  whan  I  die. 
Ne  children  fliuld  I  nbn  upon  hire  geten  • 
Yet  were  me  lever  houndes  had  me  eten 
Than  that  min  heritage  fhulde  fall 
In  ftraunge  hondes ;  and  this  I  tell  you  all. 
I  dote  not,  I  wot  the  caufe  why 
Men  Ihulden  wedde  ;  and  furthermore  wot  I 
Ther  fpeketh  many  a  man  of  mariage 
That  wot  ilo  more  of  it  than  vi^ot  my  pagd 
For  which  caufes  a  man  Ihuld  take  a  wif. 
If  he  may  not  liven  chaft  his  lif, 
Take  him  a  wif  with  gret  devotion, 
Becaufe  of  leful  procreation 
Of  children,  to  the  honour  of  God  above. 
And  not  only  for  paramour  or  love. 
And  for  they  ftiulden  lecherie  efchue. 
And  yield  hir  dette  whan  that  it  is  due^ 
Or  for  that  eche  of  hem  fliuld  hclpen  other 
In  mefchefe,  as  a  fufter  flial  the  brother. 
And  live  in  chaflitee  ful  holily. 

But,  Sires,  (by  your  leve)  than  am  not  I^ 
For,  God  be  thanked,  I  dare  make  avaunt, 
I  fele  my  limmes  flark  and  fuffifant 
'     To  don  ail  that  a  man  belongeth  to  : 
I  wot  myfelven  bell  what  I  may  do; 
Though  I  be  hoor,  I  fare  as  doth  a  tre 
That  blofmeth  er  the  fruit  ywoxen  be  ; 
The  blofmy  tre  n'is  neither  drie  ne  ded  : 
I  fele  me  no  wher  hoor  but  on  my  hed  : 
Min  herte  and  all  my  limmes  ben  as  grene 
As  laurer  thurgh  the  yere  is  for  to  fene. 
And  fm  that  ye  han  herd  all  min  entente 
I  pray  you  to  my  will  ye  wolde  affent. 

Diverfe  men  diverfely  him  told 
Of  mariage  many  enfamples  old  ; 
Som  blamed  it,  fom  praifed  it  certain  i 
But  ?itte  lafte,  fliortly  for  to  fain. 


(As  all  day  falleth  altercatiori 
Betwikert  frendes  and  difputifon) 
Ther  fell  a  ftrif  betwix  his  brethren  twOj 
Of  which  that  on  was  cleped  Placebo, 
Juftirius  fothly  called  was  that  other. 

Placebo  fayd,  O  January !   brother, 
Ful  litel  nede  han  ye,  my  lord  fo  dere, 
Confeil  to  alke  of  any  that  is  here. 
But  that  ye  ben  fo  ful  of  fapience 
That  yOu  ne  liketh  for  your  high  prudence 
To  weiven  fro  the  ^vord  of  Salomon  ; 
This  word,  fayd  he,  unto  us  everich  on, 
Werke  alle  thing  by  confeil,  thus  fayd  he. 
And  than  ne  ftialt  thou  not  repenten  thee. 
But  though  that  Salomon  fpake  fwiche  a  wordj 
Min  owen  dere  brother  and  my  lord. 
So  wifly  God  my  foule  bringe  at  reflij 
T  hold  your  owen  confeil  is  the  beft. 

For;  brother  min,  take  of  me  this  motifj 
1  have  now  ben  a  court-man  all  my  lif, 
And  God  it  Wot,  though  I  unWorthy  be, 
I  have  ftonden  in  ful  gret  degree 
Abouten  lordes  of  fill  higli  eftat, 
Yet  had  I  never  with  non  of  hem  debat ; 
I  never  hem  contraried  trewely. 
I  wot  wel  that  my  lord  can  more  than  I ; 
What  that  he  faith  I  holde  it  firnie  and  liable  j 
I  fay  the  fame,  or  elles  thing  femblable. 
A  ful  gret  fool  is  any  confeillour, 
That  ferveth  any  lord  of  high  honourj 
That  dare  prefume,  or  ones  thinken  it, 
That  his  confeil  fliuld  pafle  his  lordes  wit  S 
Nay,  lordes  be  nci  fooles  by  my  fay. 
Ye  han  yoarfelven  fhewed  here  to-day 
So  high  fentenccj  fo  holilyj  and  wel. 
That  I  confent;  and  confirme  every  del 
Your  wordes  all,  and  your  opinioun. 
By  God  ther  n'is  no  man  in  all  this  tounj 
Ne  in  Itaille,  coud  bet  han  yfayd  : 
Crift  holt  him  of  this  confeil  wel  appaid. 
And  trewely  it  is  an  high  corage 
Of  any  man  that  ftopen  is  in  age 
To  take  a  young  wif :  by  my  fader  kin 
Your  herte  hongeth  on  a  jo!y  pin. 

Doth  now  in  this  matere  right  as  you  lefl^ 
For  finally  I  hold  it  for  the  beft. 

Juftinus,  that  ay  ftille  fat  and  herd, 
Right  in  this  ivife  he  to  Placebo  anfwerd  : 
NovvT,  brother  min,  be  patient  I  pray, 
Sin  ye  han  faid,  and  herkneth  what  I  fay, 

Senek,  among  his  other  wordes  wife^ 
Saith  that  a  man  ought  him  right  wel  avife 
To  whom  he  yeveth  his  lond  or  his  eatel ; 
And  fith  I  ought  avifen  me  right  wel 
To  wh:  m  I  yeve  my  good  away  fro  me^ 
Wel  more  I  ought  avifen  me,  pardej 
To  whom  I  yeve  my  body  ;  for  alway 
I  watne  you  Wel  it  is  no  childes  play 
To  take  a  wif  without  avifcment. 
Men  mufl;  enquefen  (this  is  min  aflent) 
Wheder  flie  be  wife  and  fobre  or  dronkeleWfij) 
Or  proud,  or  elles  other  waies  a  flirewi 
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A  chideitcf ,  dr  a  tvafiour  of  thy  good, 
Or  riche  or  poure,  or  elles^a  rnart  is  wood  : 
Al  be  it  fo  that  no  man  finden  fhal 
Non  in  th^s  world  that  trotteth  hoi  in  i\, 
Ne  manjne  befte,  fwjche  as  men  can  devife, 
But  natheles  it  ought  ynough  fuffice 
With  any  wif,  if  fo  were  that  fhe  had 
Mo  good  thewes  than  hire  vices  bad  : 
And  all  this  axeth  kifure  t»  enquere ; 
For  God  it  wot  i  have  wept  many  a  terc 
Ful  prively  fin  that  I  had  a  wif. 
Praife  who  fo  wol  a  wedded  mannes  lif. 
Certain  I  find  in  it  but  coft  and  care, 
And  obfervances  of  alle  bliffes  bare ; 
And  yet,  God  wot,  my  neighebouf s  aboutCj- 
And  namely  of  women  many  a  route. 
Sain  that  I  have  the  mofte  ftedefaft  wif. 
And  eke  the  mekeft  on,  that  bereth  Kf : 
But  I  wot  beft  wher  wringeth  me  my  flio. 
Ye  may  for  me  right  as  you  lik,eth  do. 
Avifeth  you,  ye  ben  a  man  of  age, 
How  that  ye  entren  into  mariage. 
And  namely  with  a  yong  wif  and  a  faire. 
By  him  that  made  water,  fire,  erth,  and  airCy 
The  yongeft  man  that  is  in  all  this  route 
Is  befy  ynow  to  briflgen  it  aboute 
To  ban  his  wif  alone,  trufteth  me : 
Ye  fiiul  ncrt  plefen  hire  fully  yeres  three ; 
This  is  to  fain,  to  don  hire  ful  plefance  : 
A  wif  axeth  ful  many  an  obfervance. 
I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  evil  appaid, 

Wei,  quod  this  January,  and  haft  thou  faide  ? 
Straw  for  Senek,  and  ftraw  for  thy  proverbes  » 
I  counte  not  a  panier  ful  of  herbes 
Of  fcole  termes  :  wife?  men  than  thou, 
As  thou  haft  herd,  aflented  here  right  now 
To  my  piirpos.   Placebo,  what  faye  ye  ? 

I  faye  it  is  a  curfed  man,  quod  he, 
That  letteth  matrimoine  fikerly. 
And  with  that  word  they  rifen  fodenly. 
And  ben  affented  fully  that  he  fliolde 
Be  wedded  whan  him  lift  and  wher  he  wolde. 

High  fantafie  and  curious  befineffe 
Fro  day  to  day  gan  in  the  foule  emprefle 
Of  January  about  his  mariage  : 
Many  a  faire  Ihap  afid  maiiy  a  faire  vifage 
Ther  paffeth  thurgh  his  herte  night  by  night. 
As  who  fo  toke  a  mirrour  poliflied  bright. 
And  fet  it  in  a  comune  market  place. 
Then  fliuld  he  fee  many  a  figure  pace 
By  his  mirrour,  and  in"  the  fame  wife 
Gan  January  in  with  his  thought  devife 
Of  maidens  which  that  dwelten  him  befide ; 
He  wifte  not  wher  that  he  might  abide ; 
For  if  that  on  have  beautee  in  hire  face, 
Another  ftont  fo  in  the  peples  grace. 
For  hire  fadneiGfe  and  hire  benignitee. 
That  of  the  peple  the  greteft  vols  hath  fhe  : 
And  fom  were  riche  and  hadd-en  a  bad  name ; 
But  natheles,  betwix  erneft  and  game, 
He  at  the  laft  appointed  him  on  on. 
And  let  all  other  from  his  herte  gon, 
And  chees  hire  of  his  owen  audoritee. 
For  love  is  blind  aji  day  and  may  not  fee. 
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And  w'ran  that  he  was  in  his  Bed  yhtOji^ti 


He  purtreied  in  his  herte  and  in  his  thouglft 
Hire  frefhe  beautee  and  hire  age  tendre. 
Hire  middel  fmal,  hire  armes  long  and  fdendr?,- 
Hire  wife  governance,  hire  gentilleffe,. 
Hire  womanly  bering,  and  hire  fadneiTe. 

And  whan  that  he  on  hire  was  condefcen^fd, 
Him  thought  his  chois  it  might  not  ben  amended^ 
For  whan  that  he  himfelf  concluded  had. 
Him  thought  eche  other  mannes  wit  fo  b^r 
That  impoflible  it  were  to  replie 
Again  his  chois  :  this  was  his.  fantafie/ 

His  frendes  fent  he  to,  at  his  inftance. 
And  praied  hem  to  d&n  him  that  plefance 
That  haftily  they  wolde.n  to  him  come  ; 
He  \yolde  abregge  hir  labour  a;ll  and  fome  ; 
Neded  no  more  to  hetn  to  go  ne  ride, 
He  was  appointed  ther  he  wolde  abide. 

Placebo  came,-  and  eke  his  frendes  fone^ 
And  alderfirft  he  bade  hem  all  a  bone. 
That  non  of  hem  non  argumentes  make 
Again  the  purpos  that  he  hath  ytake  ; 
Which  purpos  was  plefant  to  God  (faid  he^  ' 
And  veray  ground  of  hispro:^eritee. 

He  faid  ther  was  a  maiden  in  the  toun 
Which  that  of  beautee  hadde-gret  renoun^ 
Al  were  it  fo  Ibe  were  of  fmal  degree ; 
Sufficeth  him  hire  youth  and  hire  beautee  ;> 
Which  maid  (lie  faid)  he  wold  ban  to  his  wif^ 
To  iede  in  efe  and  holinefle  his  life ; 
And  thanked  God  that  he  might  ban  hire  all. 
That  no  wight  with  his  bliffe  parten  fhair;- 
And  praied  hem  to  labour  in  tliis  nede. 
And  ftiapen  that  he  faille  net  to  fpede  : 
For  than,  he  fayd,  his  fpirit  was  at  efe  ; 
Than  is  (quod  he)  nothing  may  me  difplefe^ 
Save  o  .thing  pricketh  in  my  confcience. 
The  which  I  wol  reliarfe  in  your  prefence. 
I  have  (quod  he)  herd  faid  ful  yore  ago, 
Ther  may  no  man  ban  parfite  blilTes  two, 
This  is  to  fay,  in  erthe  and  eke  in  heven ; 
For  though  he  kepe  him  fro  the  finncs  fevffl. 
And  eke  from  every  branch  of  thilfce  tr^e,, 
Yet  is  ther  fo  parfit  felicitee. 
And  fo  grete  efe  and  luft,  in  mariage,  • 

That  ever  I  am  agaft,  now  in  mia  age. 
That  I  fhal  leden  now  fo  mery  a  lif. 
So  delicat,  withouten  wo  or  ftrif. 
That  I  fhal  ban  min  heven  in  erthe  here  j 
For  fin  that  veray  heven  is  bought  fo  derc. 
With  tribulation  and  gret  penance. 
How  fhuld  I  than,  living  in  fwiche  plefance 
As  alle  wedded  nien  don  w;th  hir  wives. 
Come  to  the  bliffe  ther  Crift  eterne  on  live  is  f 
This  is  my  drede,  and  ye,  my  brethren  tvyeie, 
Affoileth  mc  this  queftion  I  preie. 

Juftinus,  which  that  h^ted  his  fplie, 
Anfwerd  anon  right  in  his  japerie. 
And  for  he  wold  his  long  tale  abregc. 
He  wolde  non  audoritee  allege, 
But  fayde,  Sire,  fo  ther  be  non  ohftacic 
Other  than  this,  God  of  his  hie  miracle. 
And  of  his  mercy,  may  fo  for  you  werche. 
That  er  ye  have  your  rights  of  holy  chejfcfeff 
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Ye  niay  I'cpetit  of  wedded  mannas  lif, 

In  which  ye  fain  ther  is  no  wo  ne  ftrif ; 

And  elles  God  forbede  but  if  he  fent 

A  wedded  man  his  grace  him  to  repent 

Wei  often,  rather  than  a  fmgle  man  : 

And  therefore,  Sire,  the  heft  rede  that  I  can, 

Defpeire  you  not,  but  haveth  in  memorie 

Paraventure  flie  may  be  your  Purgatorie  ; 

She  may  be  Goddes  mene  and  Goddes  whippe^ 

*rhan  flial  your  foule  up  unto  heven  fkippe 

Swifter  than  doth  an  arow  of  a  bow. 

I  hope  to  God  hereafter  ye  fhal  l5;now 

That  ther  n'is  non  fo  gret  felicitee 

In  mariage,  ne  never  more  fhall  be^ 

That  you  ftial  let  of  your  falvation, 

So  that  ye  ufe,  as  fkill  is  and  refon, 

The  luftes  of  your  wif  attemprely, 

And  that  ye  plefe  hire  nat  to  amorouflyj 

And  that  ye  kepe  you  eke  from  other  CnnCi 

My  Tale  is  don,  for  my  wit  is  but  thinne. 

Beth  not  agaft  hereof,  my  brother  dere. 

But  let  us  waden  out  of  this  raatere. 

The  Wif  of  Bathe,  if  ye  han  underftond. 

Of  mariage,  which  ye  now  han  in  hond, 

Declared  hath  ful  wel  in  litel  fpace. 

Fareth  now  wel,  God  have  you  in  his  grace  ! 

And  with  this  word  this  Juftine  and  his  brother 
Han  take  hir  leve,  and  eche  of  hem  of  other. 
And  whan  they  faw  that  it  mull  nedes  be, 
They  wroughten  fo  by  fleighte  and  wife  tretee 
That  flie  this  maiden,  which  that  Mains  hight, 
As  haftily  as  ever  that  flie  might, 
Shal  wedded  be  unto  this  January. 
I  trow  it  were  to  longe  you  to  tary. 
If  I  you  told  of  every  fcript  and  bond 
By  which  that  fhe  was  feoffed  in  this  lond, 
Or  for  to  rekken  of  hire  rich  array. 
But,  finally,  yeomen  is  the  day 
Tiiat  to  the  chirche  both  ben  they  went 
For  to  receive  the  holy  facrament. 
Forth  comeththe  preeft,with  flole about  his  nekke, 
And  bade  hire  be  like  Sara  and  Rebekke 
In  wifdome  and  in  trouthe  of  mariage  ; 
And  fayd  his  orifons,  as  is  ufage. 
And  crouched  hem,  and  bade  God  fliuld  hem  bleffe. 
And  made  all  fiker  ynow  with  holinefle. 

Thus  ben  they  wedded  with  folempnitee  ; 
And  at  the  fefte  fitteth  he  and  fhe. 
With  other  worthy  folk,  upon  the  dels. 
Al  ful  of  joye  and  bliffe  is  the  paleis. 
And  ful  of  inftruments,  and  of  vitaille 
The  mofte  deinteous -of  all  Itaille. 
Beforn  hem  Hood  fwiche  inftruments  of  foun 
That  Orpheus,  ne  of  Thebes  Amphion, 
Ne  maden  never  fwiche  a  melodic  : 
At  every  cours  in  came  loud  minftralcie. 
That  never  Joab  tromped  for  to  here, 
Ne  he  Theodomas  yet  half  fo  clere 
At  Thebes  whan  the  citee  was  in  doute. 
Bacchus  the  win  him  Ikinketh  all  aboute. 
And  Venus  laugheth  upon  every  wight, 
(For  January  was  become  hire  knight. 
And  wolde  both  affaien  his  corage 
In  libertee  and  eke  in  mariage) 
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And  with  hire  firebrond  in  hlfe  hond  aboute 
Danceth  before  the  bride  and  all  the  route. 
And  certainly  I  dare  right  wA  fay  this, 
Ymeneus,  that  god  of  Wedding  is, 
Saw  never  his  lif  fo  mery  a  wedded  man. 

Hold  thou  thy  pees,  thou  poet  l^arcian. 
That  writeft  us  that  ilke  wedding  mery 
Of  hire  Philologie  and  him  Mercuric, 
And  of  the  fonges  that  the  Mufes  fonge  ; 
To  fmal  is  both  thy  pen  and  eke  thy  tonge 
For  to  defcriven  of  this  mariage. 
Wlian  tendre  Youth  hath  v/edded  flouping  Age, 
Ther  is  fwiche  mirth  that  it  may  not  be  writen, ; 
Affaieth  it  yourfelf,  than  may  ye  witen 
If  that  I  lie  or  non  in  this  matere. 

Maius,  that  fit  with  fo  benigne  a  chere. 
Hire  to  behold  it  femed  Faerie. 
Quene  Hefter  loked  never  with  fwiche  an  eye 
On  Affuere,  fo  meke  a  look  hath  Ihe. 
I  may  you  not  devife  all  hire  beautee  ; 
But  this  moch  of  hire  beautee  tell  I  may. 
That  Ihe-  was  like  the  brighte  morwe  of  May, 
Fulfilled  of  all  beautee  and  plefance. 

This  January  is  raviflied  in  a  trance 
At  every  time  he  loketh  in  hire  face  ; 
But  in  his  heite  he  gan  hire  to  manace 
That  he  that  night  in  armes  wold  hire  ilreine 
Harder  than  ever  Paris  did  Haleine. 
But  natheles  yet  had  he  gret  pitee 
That  thilke  night  oifenden  hire  muft  he. 
And  thought,  alas!  o  tendre  creature  ! 
Now  wolde  God  ye  mighten  wel  endure 
Ail  my  corage;    it  is  fo  fliarpe  and  kene 
I  am  agaft  ye  fhal  it  nat  fuftene  ! 
But  God  forbede  that  I  did  all  my  might ! 
Now  wolde  God  that  it  were  waxen  night. 
And  that  the  night  v/old  laften  ever  mo  1 
I  wold  that  all  this  peple  were  ago  ! 
And,  finally,  he  doth  all  his  labour, 
As  he  beft  mighte,  faving  his  honour, 
To  hefte  him  fro  the  mete  in  fubtil  wife. 

The  time  came  that  refon  was  to  rife. 
And  after  that  men  dance  and  drinken  faft, 
And  fpices  all  about  the  hous  they  caft. 
And  ful  of  joye  and  bliffe  is  every  man. 
All  but  afquier  that  highte  Damian, 
Which  carf  beforn  the  knight  ful  many  a  day  ; 
He  was  fo  raviftit  on  his  Lady  May, 
That  for  the  veray  peine  he  was  nie  wood  ; 
Almoft  he  fwelt,  and  fwouned  ther  he  ftood  : 
So  fore  hath  Venus  hurt  him  with  hire  brond 
As  that  Ihe  bare  it  dancing  in  hire  hond ; 
And  to  his  bed  he  went  him  haftily  : 
No  more  of  him  as  at  this  time  fpeke  F, 
But  ther  I  let  him  wepe  ynow  and  plaine, 
Til  frefhe  May  wol  rewen  on  his  peine. 

O  perilous  fire  that  in  the  bedftraw  bredeUi  I 
O  famuler  fo  that  his  fervice  bedeth  1 
O  fervant  traitor,  falfe  of  holy  hewe. 
Like  to  the  nedder  in  bofom  flie  untrewe, 
God  flielde  us  alle  from  your  acquaintance ! 
O  January  !  dronken  in  plefance 
Of  mariage,  fee  how  thy  Damian, 
Thin  owen  fquier  and  thy  boren  man, 
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Entendeth  for  to  do  theii  vilanie  : 
God  grant  thee  thin  homly  fo  to  efpie, 
For  in  this  world  nis  werfe  peililence 
Than  homly  fo  all  day  in  thy  prefence. 

Parformed  hath  the  fonne  his  arke  dlurne,. 
No  longer  may  the  body  of  him  fojourne 
On  the  orifont,  as  in  that  latitude  ; 
Night,  with  his  mantel  that  is  derke  and  rude, 
Gan  overfprede  the  hemifperie  aboute, 
For  which  departed  is  this  lufty  route 
Fro  January,  with  tliank  on  every  fide. 
Home  to  hir  houfes  luftily  they  ride, 
Ther  as  they  don  hir  thinges  as  hem  left, 
And  whan  they  faw  hir  time  gon  to  reft. 

Sone  after  that  this  haftif  January 
Wol  go  to  bed,  he  wol  no  longer  tary. 
He  drinketh  Ipocras,  clarre,  and  Vernage^ 
Of  fpices  hot,  to  encrefeh  his  corage  ; 
And  many  a  letuarie  had  he  fulfine, 
Swiche  as  the  curfed  monk  Dan  Gonftantlne 
Hath  written  in  his  book  Be  Coitu  ; 
To  etc  hem  all  he  wolde  nothing  efchue  i. 
And  to  his  privee  frendes  thus  fayd  he  :■ 

For  Goddes  love,  as  fone  as  it  may  be^ 
Let  voiden  all  this  hous  in  curteis  wife.- 
And  they  han  don  rig:ht  as  he  wol  devife. 

Men  drinken,  and  the  travers  drawe  anon  ; 
The  bride  is  brought  a-bed  a^  ftill  as  fton  ; 
And  whan  die  bed  was  with  the  preeft  ybleffed 
Out  of  the  chambre  hath  every  wight  him  dreffed, 
And  January  hath  fall;  in  armes  take 
Kis  frefh«  May,  his  paradis,  his  make. 
He  luUeth  hire,  he  kilTeth  hire  ful  oft ;: 
With  thicke  brillles  of  his  herd  unfoft. 
Like  to  the  Ikin  of  houndiilh,  Iharp  as  brere, 
(For  he  was  fliave  al  newe  in  his  manere) 
He  rubbeth  hire  upon  hire  tendre  face, 
And  fayde  thus ;  Alas  !  I  mote  trefpace 
To  you  my  fpoufe,  and  you  gretly  oifend, 
Or  time  come  that  I  wcl  doun  defcend  ; 
But  natheles  ccnfidereth  this,  (cjuod  he) 
Ther  n'is  no  werkman,  whatfoever  he  be, 
That  may  both  werken  wel  and  haftily  ; 
This  wol  be  don  at  leifer  parfitly. 
It  is  no  force  how  longe  that  we  play; 
In  trewe  wedlock  qoupled  be  we  tway  ; 
,  And  bleffed  be  the  yoke  that  we  ben  inne, 
For  in  our  aftes  may  ther  be  no  finne. 
A  man  may  do  no  finne  with  his  wif, 
Ne  hurt  himfelven  with  his  owen  knif. 
For,  we  have  leve  to  play  us  by  the  lawe. 

Thus  labowreth  he  til  that  the  day  gan  dawe. 
And  than  he  taketh  a  fop  in  fine  clarre. 
And  upright  in  his  bed  than  fitteth  he. 
And  after  that  he  fang  ful  loud  and  clcre. 
And  kill:  his  wif,  and  makcth  w^anton  chere. 
He  was  al  coltifii,  ful  of  ragerie. 
And  ful  of  jergon  as  a  flecked  pie. 
The  flacke  f^in  about  his  necke  fiiaketh 
While  that  h.e  fang,  fo  chanteth  he  and  craketh. 
But  God  wot  what  that  May  thought  in  hire  hcrte 
Whan  ihe  him  faw  up  fitting  in  his  fticrte, 
In  his  night  cap,  and  with  his  necke  lene  : 
,bhc  praifctli  jiot  his  playing  wurth  a  bene. 
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Than  fayd  he  thus  ;  My  refte  vrol  I  taJce, 

Now  day  is  come,  I  may  no  longer  wake; 

And  doun  he  layd  his  bed  and  fiept  til  primes 

And  afterward,  whan  that  he  faw  his  time. 

Up  rifeth  January,  butfreJbe  May 

Held  hire  in  chambre  til  the  fourth  day. 

As  ufage  is  of  wives  for  the  befte  ; 

For  every  labour  fomtime  mofte  han  refte. 

Or  elles  longe  may  he  not  endure  ; 

This  is  to  fay,  no  lives  creature, 

Be  it  of  fifli,  or  brid,  or  beft,  or  man. 

Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  wofnl  Damian, 
That  langureth  for  love,  as  ye  ftiul  here^ 
Therefore  I  fpeke  to  him  in  this  manere. 
I  fay,  O  fcly  Damian,  alas- ! 
Anfwer  to  this  demand  as  in  thiacas; 
How  ftialt  thou  to  thy  lady  freftie  May 
Tellen  thy  wo  ?  ftie  wol  alway  fay  nay  ; 
Eke  if  thou  fpeke  flie  wol  thy  wo  bewrein  t 
God  be  thin  help  !  I  can  no  better  fein. 

This  fike  Damian  in  Venus  fire 
So  brenneth  that  he  dieth  for  defire. 
For  which  he  put  his  lif  in  aventure. 
No  lenger  might  he  in  this  wife  endure^ 
But  prively  a  penner  gan  he  borwe, 
And  in  a  lettre  wrote  he  all  his  forwe, 
In  manere  of  a  complaint  or  a  lay, 
Unto  his  faire  frefhe  Lady  May, 
And  in  a  purfe  of  filk  heng  on  his  fherte 
He  hath  it  put,  and  layd  it  at  his  herte. 

The  mane  that  at  none  was  thilke  day 
That  January  hath  wedded  frefhe  May, 
In  ten  of  Taure  was  into  Cancer  gllden. 
So  long  hath  Maius  in  hire  chambre  abiden^ 
As  cuftome  is  unto  thife  nobles  alle. 
A  bride  flial  not  eten  in  the  halle 
Til  dayes  four,  or  three  days  at  the  lefte, 
Ypafied  ben,  than  let  hire  go  to  fefte. 
The  fourthe  day  complete  fro  none  to  none^ 
Whan  that  the  highe  melle  vi^as  ydone, 
In  halle  fat  this  January  and  May, 
As  frefh  as  is  the  brighte  fomers  day  ; 
And  fo  befel  how  that  this  goode  man 
Remembred  him  upon  this  Damian, 
And  fayde,  Seinte  Marie,  how  may  it  be 
That  Damian  entendeth  not  to  me  I 
Is  he  ay  fike  ?  or  how  may  this  betide  ?" 

His  fquiers,  v/hich  that  ftoden  ther  befidc, 
Excufed  him  becaufe  of  his  fiknefie, 
Which  letted  him  to  don  hisbefinelTe  ; 
Non  other  caufe  mighte  make  him  tary. 

That  me  forthinketh,  quod  this  January  ; 
He  ia  a  gentil  fquier  by  my  trouthe, 
If  that  he  died,  it  were  gret  harme  and  routhc ; 
He  is  as  wife,  difcret,  and  as  fecree, 
As  any  man  I  wote  of  his  degree, 
And  therto  manly  and  eke  fervifable, 
And  for  to  ben  a  thrifty  man  right  able. 
But  after  mete,  as  fone  as  ever  I  may, 
I  wol  myfelfe  vifite  him,  and  eke  May, 
To  don  him  all  the  comfort  that  1  can. 
And  for  that  word  him  blefled  every  man^ 
That  of  his  bountee  and  his  gentilleffc 
He  wolde  fo  comfyrtefi  in  fikiielTe 
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Mis  fquier,  for  it  was  a  gentil  dede, 

Dame,  quod  this  January,  take  good  hede 
At  after  mete  ye  with  your  women  alle, 
(Whan  that  ye  ben  in  chambre  out  of  this  halle) 
That  all  ye  gon  to  fee  this  Damian  ; 
Doth  him  difport,  he  is  a  gentil  man. 
And  telleth  him  that  I  vvol  him  vifite. 
Have  I  no  thing  but  relted  me  a  hte  : 
And  fpede  you  fafte,  for  I  wol  abide 
Til  that  ye  flepen  fafte  by  my  fide. 
And  with  that  word  he  gan  unto  him  calle 
A  fquier  that  was  marfhal  of  his  halle. 
And  told  him  certain  thinges  that  he  wolde. 

This  freilie  May  hath  ftreight  hire  way  yhold. 
With  all  hire  women,  imto  Damian  : 
Doun  by  his  beddes  fide  fit  flie  than, 
Comforting  him  as  goodly  as  fhe  may. 

This  Damian,  whan  that  his  time  he  fay, 
In  fecree  wife  his  purfe  and  eke  his  bill. 
In  which  that  he  ywritten  had  his  will. 
Hath  ptut  into  hire  hond  withouten  more, 
Save  that  he  fiked  wonder  depe  and  fore, 
And  foftely  to  hire  right  thus  fayd  he; 
Mercie,  and  that  ye  nat  difcover  me. 
For  I  am  ded  if  that  this  thing  be  kid.    • 

This  purfe  hath  flie  in  with  hire  bofome  hid. 
And  went  hire  way  :  ye  get  no  more  of  me  : 
But  unto  January  ycome  is  fhe. 
That  on  his  beddes  fide  fate  ful  foft. 
He  taketh  hire  and  kiffeth  hire  ful  oft. 
And  layd  him  doun  to  flepe,  and  that  anon. 
She  feined  hire  as  that  fhe  mufte  gon 
Ther  as  ye  wote  that  every  wight  mot  nede ; 
And  whan  fhe  of  this  bill  hath  taken  hede, 
She  rent  it  all  to  cloutes  at  the  laft. 
And  in  the  privee  foftely  it  caft. 

Who  fludieth  now  but  faire  frefhe  May  ? 
Adoun  by  olde  January  fhe  lay, 
That  flepte  til  the  cough  had  him  awaked. 
Anon  he  prayd  hire  ftripen  hire  al  naked, 
He  wolde  of  hire,  he  faid,  have  fom  plefance, 
And  faid  hire  clothes  did  him  encombrance. 
And  (he  obeieth  him,be  hire  lefe  or  loth. 
But  left  that  precious  folk  be  with  me  wroth. 
How  that  he  wrought  I  dare  nat  to  you  tell, 
Or  wheder  hire  thought  it  paradis  or  hell : 
But  ther  I  let  hem  werken  in  hir  wife 
Til  eveefong  rang,  and  that  they  muft  arife. 

Were  it  by  deftinee  or  aventure, 
Wfire  it  by  influence  or  by  nature, 
Or  conflellation,  that  in  fwiche  eftat 
The  heven  flood  at  that  time  fortunat. 
As  for  to  put  a  bill  of  Venus  werkes 
(For  alle  thing  hath  time,  as  fayn  thife  clerkes) 
To  any  woman  for  to  get  hire  love, 
I  cannot  fay  but  grete  God  above, 
That  knoweth  that  non  acSl  is  caufeles, 
He  deme  of  all,  for  I  wol  hold  my  pees. 
But  foth  is  this,  how  that  this  frefhe  May 
Hath  taken  fv/iche  impreffion  that  day 
Of  pitee  on  this  fike  Damian, 
That  fro  hire  herte  fhe  ne  driven  can 
The  remembrance  for  to  don  him  efe. 
Certain  (thought  Ihe)  whom  that  this  thing  difplefe 
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I  rekke  not,  for  here  I  him  afTurc 
To  love  him  heft  of  any  creature. 
Though  he  no  more  hadde  than  his  flrerte. 

Lo,  pitee  renneth  fone  in  gentil  herte  ; 
Here  may  ye  feen  how  excellent  franchife 
In  women  is  whan  they  hem  narv/e  avife. 
Som  tyraunt  is,  as  ther  ben  many  on. 
That  hath  an  herte  as  hard  as  any  fton. 
Which  wold  han  lette  him  fferven  in  the  place 
Wei  rather  than  han  granted  him  hire  grace. 
And  hem  rejoycen  in  hir  cruel  pride, 
And  reLken  not  to  ben  an  homicide. 

This  gentil  May,  fulfilled  of  pitee. 
Right  of  hire  hond  a  lettre  maketh  flie, 
In  which  fhe  granteth  him  hire  veray  grace  ; 
Ther  lacked  nought  but  only  day  and  place 
Wher  that  Ihe  might  unto  his  luft  fuffice; 
For  it  fhal  be  right  as  he  wol  devife. 

And  whan  fhe  faw  hire  time  upon  a  day 
To  vifiten  this  Damian  goth  this  May, 
And  fotilly  this  lettre  doun  fhe  threft 
Under  his  pilwe,  rede  it  if  him  left. 
She  taketh  him  by  the  hond,  and  hard  him  twifi:. 
So  fecretly  that  no  wight  of  it  will, 
And  bade  him  ben  all  hoi ;  and  forth  flie  went 
To  January  whan  he  for  hire  fent. 

Up  rifeth  Damian  the  nexte  monve, 
Al  paffed  was  his  fikneffe  and  his  forvve, 
He  kembeth  him,  he  proineth  him  and  piketh. 
He  doth  all  that  his  lady  luft  and  liketh  ; 
And  eke  to  January  he  goth  as  lowe 
As  ever  did  a  dogge  for  the  howe. 
He  is  fo  plefant  unto  every  man, 
(For  craft  is  all,  who  fo  that  don  it  can) 
That  every  wight  is  fain  to  fpeke  him  good  ; 
And  fully  in  his  ladies  grace  he  flood. 

Thus  let  I  Damian  about  his  nede, 
And  in  my  Tale  forth  I  wol  precede. 

Some  clerkes  holden  that  felicitee 
Stant  in  delit,  and  therefore  certain  he. 
This  noble  January,  with  all  his  might. 
In  honeft  wife  as  longeth  to  a  knight, 
Shope  him  to  liven  ful  delicioufly. 
His  houfing,  his  array,  as  honeflly 
To  his  degree  vi^as  maked  as  akinges. 
Amonges  other  of  his  honefl  thinges 
He  had  a  gardin  walled  all  with  fton. 
So  fayre  a  gardin  wot  I  no  wher  non  ; 
For  out  of  doute  I  veraily  fuppofe 
That  he  that  wrote  the  Romant  of  the  Rofe- 
Ne  coude  of  it  the  beautee  wel  devife  ; 
Ne  Priapus  ne  mighte  not  fuffife. 
Though  he  be  God  of  Gardins,  for  to  tell 
The  beautee  of  the  gardin,  and  the  well, 
Tiiat  ftoOjd  under  a  laurer  alway  grene  : 
Ful  often  time  he  Pluto  and  his  quene 
Proferpina  and  alle  hir  Faerie, 
Difporten  hem  and  maken  melodie 
Abuute  that  well,  and  daunced,  as  men  told. 

This  noble  knight,  this  January  the  old, 
Swiche  deintee  hath  in  it  to  walke  and  pley, 
That  he  wol  fuffre  no  wight  here  the  key 
Sauf  he  himfelf,  for  of  the  fmal  wiket 
He  bare  alv/sy  of  filver  a  ciiket, 
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With  which  v^han  that  RJm  lift  he  it  unfliette ; 
And  whan  that  he  wold  pay  his  wives  dette 
In  fomer  fefon  thider  wold  he  go, 
And  May  his  wif,  and  no  wight  but  they  two; 
And  thinges  which  that  were  not  don  a-bedde 
He  in  the  gardin  parfourmed  hem,  and  fpedde. 

And  in  this  tvife  many  a  mery  day 
Lived  this  January  and  freflie  May  : 
put  worldly  joyc  may  not  alway  endure 
To  January  ne  to  no  creature. 

O  foden  hap,  o  thou  Fortune  unftable  ! 
Like  to  the  fcorpion  fo  deceivahle, 
That  flatreft  with  thy  hed  whan  thou  wolt  {ting ; 
The  tayl  is  deth  thurgh  thLn  eveniming. 
O  brotel  joye  !  o  fwete  poyfon  queihte  ! 
O  monftre  !  that  fo  fotilly  canft  peinte 
Thy  giftes  under  hewe  offtedfaftnefle, 
That  thou  deceiveft  bothe  more  and  leffe, 
Why  baft  thou  January  thus  deceived. 
That  haddqft  him  for  thy  ful  frend  received  ? 
And  now  thou  haft  beraft  him  both  his  eyen. 
For  forwe  of  which  defireth  he  to  dyen. 

Alas  !  this  nohle  January  free, 
Amidde  his  luft  and  his  profperitee. 
Is  waxen  blind,  and  that  al  fbdenly. 
He  wepeth  and  he  waileth  pitouflyj , 
And  therwithall  the  fire  of  jaloufie 
(Left  that  his  wif  fliuld  fall  in  fom  foKe) 
So  brent  his  herte  that  he  wolde  fain 
That  fom  man  had  both  him  and  hire  yflain  } 
For  nother  after  his  deth  ne  in  his  lif 
Ne  wold  he  that  Ihe  were  no  love  ne  wif. 
But  ever  live  as  a  widewe  in  clothes  blake. 
Sole  as  the  turtle  that  hath  loft  hire  make. 
But  at  the  laft,  after  a  moneth  or  tway. 
His  forwe  gan  aflwagen,  foth  to  fay ; 
For  whan  he  wift  it  might  non  other  be. 
He  patiently  toke  his  adverlitee  ; 
Save  out  of  doute  he  ne  may  nat  forgon 
That  he  n'as  jalous  ever  more  in  on  ; 
Which  jaloufie  it  was  fo  outrageous. 
That  neither  in  halle,  ne  in  non  other  hous, 
Ne  in  non  other  place  never  the  mo, 
He  n'olde  fuffre  hire  for  to  ride  or  go 
But  if  that  he  had  honde  on  hire  alway ; 
■For  which  ful  often  wepeth  freflie  May, 
That  loveth  Damian  fo  brenningly. 
That  Ihe  mofte  either  dien  fodenly 
Or  elles  flie  mofte  han  him  as  hire  left  : 
She  waited  whan  hire  hei-te  wold  to-breft. 

Upon  that  other  fide  Damian 
Becomen  is  the  forwefullcft  man 
That  ever  was,  for  neither  night  ne  day 
Ne  might  he  fpeko  a  word  to  freflie  May, 
As  to  his  purpos,  of  no  fwiche  matere, 
But  if  that  January  muft  it  here, 
That  had  an  hand  upon  hire  evermo  ; 
But  natheles  by  writing  to  and  fro, 
And  privee  fignes,  wift  he  what  flie  ment, 
^nd  fhe  knew  eke  the  fin  of  his  entent. 

O  January  !  what  might  it  thee  availe 
Though  thou  might  feen  as  fer  as-ftiippes  faile  ? 
For  as  good  as  blind  to  deceived  be 
As  be  deceived  whan  a  man  may  fees 


Lo  Argus,  which  that  had  an  hundred  cyeBy 
For  all  that  ever  he  coude  pore  or  prien. 
Yet  was  he  blent,  and,  God  wot,  fo  ben  moj 
That  wenen  wifly  that  it  be  not  fo. 
Paffe  over  is  an  efe  ;  I  fay  no  more. 

This  freflie  May,  of  which  I  fpake  of  yore. 
In  warm  wex  hath  enprented  the  cliket 
That  January  bare  of  the  fmal  wiket. 
By  which  into  his  gardin  oft  he  went, 
And  Damian,  that  knew  all  hire  entent. 
The  cliket  contrefeted  prively  : 
Ther  n'is  no  more  to  fay,  but  haftily 
Som  wonder  by  this  cliket  ftial  betide. 
Which  ye  fliul  heren  if  ye  wol  abide. 

O  noble  Ovide !  foth  fayeft  thou,  God  wote. 
What  Height  is  it,  if  Love  be  long  and  bote. 
That  he  n'ill  find  it  out  in  fom  manere  i 
By  Pyramus  and  Thifbe  may  men  lere  ;• 
Though  they  were  kept  ful  long  and  ftreit  over  a^^ 
They  ben  accorded,  rowning  thurgh  a  wall, 
Ther  no  wight  coude  han  founden  fwiche  a Ilaightfij 
But  now  to  purpos.  Er  thit  dales  eighte 
Were  pafled  of  the  month  of  Juil,  befill 
That  January  hath  caught  fo  gret  a  will, 
Thurgh  egging  of  his  wif,  him  for  to  play 
In  his  gardin,  and  no  wight  but  they  tway. 
That  in  a  morwe  unto  this  May  faid  he. 
Rife  up,  my  wif,  my  love,  my  lady  free  ! 
The  turtles  vols  is  herd,  myn  owen  fwete  { 
The  winter  is  gon,  with  all  his  raines  wete. 
Come  forth  now  with  thin  eyen  columbine  ;• 
Wei  fairer  ben  thy  brefts  than  ony  wine. 
The  gardin  is  enclofi^d  aU  aboute ; 
Come  forth,  my  white  fpoufe,  for  out  of  donte 
Thou  haft  me  wounded  in  myn  herte,  o  wif ! 
No  fpot  in  thee  n'as  never  in  all  thy  lif. 
Come  forth,  and  let  us  taken  our  difport ;     " 
I  chefe  thee  for  my  wif  and  my  comfort. 

Swiche  olde  lewed  wordes  ufed  he. 
On  Damian  a  figne  made  de. 
That  he  fliuld  go  before  with  his  cliket. 
This  Damian  hath  opened  the  wiket. 
And  in  he  ftert,  and  that  in  fwiche  manere 
That  no  wight  might  ^m  fee  neyther  yhere^ 
And  ftill  he  fit  under  a  bufli.    Anon 
This  January,  as  blind  as  is  a  fton, 
With  Mains  in  his  hand,  and  no  wight  mo. 
Into  this  freflie  gardin  is  ago. 
And  clappet  to  the  wiket  fodenly. 

Now  wif,  quod  he,  here  n'is  but  thou  and  I," 
That  art  the  creature  that  I  beft  love  ; 
For  by  that  Lord  that  fit  in  heven  above 
I  hadde  lever  dien  on  a  knif 
Than  thee  offenden,  dere  trewe  wif. 
For  Geddcs  fajce  thinke  htiw  I  thee  chees, 
Not  for  no  covetife  doutcles. 
But  only  for  the  love  I  had  to  thee. 
And  though  that  I  be  old  and  may  not  fee, 
Beth  to  me  trewe,  and  I  wol  tell  you  why  ^ 
Certes  three  thinges  flial  ye  win  therby ; 
Firft  love  of  Crift,  and  to  yourfelf  honour. 
And  all  min  heritage,  toun  arid  tour  ; 
I  yeve  it  you,  maketh  chartres  as  you  left  5' 
This  ihal  l^s  don  tQ-morwe  er  fopne  reft. 
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£o  wl(ty  God  my  ion]e  bring  to  blifle  : 
1  pray  you  on  tliis  covenant  ye  me  kiffe. 
And  though  that  1  be  ja;lou8»wite  me  nought ; 
Ye  ben  fo  depe  enprgntf  d  in  my  thought, 
That  wjian  that  I  co;nfider  your  beautee, 
And  therwithall  the  unlikely  elde  of  me, 
I  may  not  certes,  though  I  fliulde  die* 
Forber^  to  ben  out  of  your  cpmpagnie 
For  veray  love ;  this  is  withouten  doute  : 
Now  kiiTe  m?,  wif,  and  let  us  rome  aboute. 

This  frefhe  May,  whan  She  thife  wqrdps  herd, 
Benignely  to  January  anfwerd, 
But  firft  and  forward  fhe  began  to  wepe  : 
I  have,  quod  Ihe,  a  foule  for  to  kepe 
As  wel  as  ye,  and  alfo  min  honour, 
And  of  my  wif  hood,  thilke  tepdre  flour 
Which  that  I  have  affured  in  your  hond, 
Whan  that  the  preeft  to  you  my  body  bond, 
Wherfore  I  wpl  anfwere  in  this  m^ner^, 
With  leye  of  you,myn  owen  lord  fo  dere. 
I  pray  to  God  that  never  daw  that  day 
That  I  ne  fta,rve,  as  foule  as  woman  may. 
If  ever  J  do  unto  my  kin  that  fh^me, 
Or  elles  I  empeire  fo  my  name 
Tha.t  I  be  falfe ;  ajid  if  I  do  that  lakke. 
Do  ftrlpen  me  and  put  me  in  a  f^kke, 
And  in  the  nexte  river  do  me  drenche  : 
I  am  a  gentil  woman  and  po  wenche. 
Why  fpeke  ye  thus  ?  but  men  ben  ever  untrewe. 
And  women  han  reprefe  of  you  ay  newe. 
Ye  con  non  otlier  daliance,  I  leve, 
But  fpeke  to  us  a,s  of  untrufl;  and  repreve. 

And  with  that  word  Ihe  faw  wher  Damiap 
Sat  in  the  bufli,  and  coughen  Ihe  began ; 
And  with  hire  finger  a  figne  made  Ihe 
That  Damian  fliulde  climb  up  on  a  tre 
That  charged  was  with  fruit,  and  up  he  Tyejnjt; 
For  veraily  he  knew  all  hire  entent. 
And  every  figne  that  flie  coude  make, 
Wel  bet  than  January  her  own  make ; 
For  in  a  Jettre  ihe  had  told  him  all 
Of  this  matere,  how  that  he  werken  ihall. 
And  tl^us  I  let  him  fitting  in  the  pery. 
And  January  and  May  roming  ful  mery. 

Bright  was  the  day,  and  blew  the  firmament ; 
Phebus  of  gold  his  firemes  doun  hath  fent 
To  gladen  every  flour  with  his  warninefle  ; 
He  was  that  time  in  Geminis  1  geffe. 
But  litel  fro  his  declination 
Of  Cancer,  Joves  exaltation. 
And  fp  befell  in  that  bright  morwe  tide, 
That  in  the  gardin,  on  the  ferther  fide, 
Pluto  that  is  the  King  of  Faerje, 
And.  many  a  ladie  in  his  compagnie 
Folwing  his  wif,  the  Queue  Proferpina, 
Which  that  he  ravislhed  out  of  Ethna, 
While  that  fhe  gadred  floures  in  the  mede, 
(In  Claudian  ye  may  the  fiory  rede, 
How  that  hire  in  his  grifely  carte  he  fette) 
This  King  of  Faerie  adoun  him  fette 
Upon  a  benche  of  tur\jes  frefhe  and  grene. 
And  right  anon  thus  faid  he  to  his  queue  : 

My  wif,  quod  he,  ther  may  no  wight  fay  nay, 
The  experiep.ce  Ip  preveth  it  eyery  day, 


The  trefon  which  that  woman  6,oS.\  to  man  : 
Ten  hundred  thoufand  ftories  tell  I  can 
Notable  of  your  untrouth  and  hratelnefie. 

O  Salpmon !  riche^  of  all  richeffe, 
Fulfilled  of  fapience  and  wordly  gloiie, 
Ful  worthy  ben  thy  wordes  to  memorie 
To  every  wight  that  wit  ^t\d  refon  can. 
Thus  praifeth  he  the  bpuntee  yet  of  man ; 
Among  a  thoufand  men  yet  fond  I  on. 
But  of  all  women  fond  I  never  non. 
Thus  faith  this  king, that ^neiArc  your  wik^ed^ieffc  s 
And  Jefus,ji//Vj  Sirach,  as  I  gqlfe. 
He  fpeketh  of  you  but  felden  reverence. 
A  wilde  fire,  a  corrupt  peililence, 
So  fall  upon  yo,ur  bodies  yet  to-nigh,t.; 
Ne  fee  ye  not  this  honourable  knight  ? 
Becauff,  ajlas!  that  he  is  ^)ind  and  old 
His  owen  man  fhal  make  hirn  cokewold  : 
Lo  wher  he  fit,  tJ,ie  lechour,  in  the  tree. 
Now  wol  I  graunten  of  my  majeftee 
Unto  this  olde  blinde  lyorthy  knight. 
That  he  flial  have  again  his  eyen  figh,t 
Whan  that  his  wif  wol  don  hiru  vilanie. 
Than  fhal  he  knpwen  all  hire  harlotrie. 
Both  in  reprefe  of  hire  and  other  b?o. 

Ye,  Sire,  qvod  Proferpine,  and  wol  ye  fo  J 
Now  by  my  mpdre  Ceres  foule  I  fwere 
That  I  fhal  yev?  hire  fuffiiknt  anfwere. 
And  alle  women  after  for  hif  e  fake, 
That  though  they  ben  in  any  gilt  ytake,     . 
With  face  bold  they  fhul  hemfelve  excufe. 
And  bf  re  hem  doun  that  wplden  hena  aceufe  3 
For  lacke  of  anfvvere  n,p,n  of  usfhuf  di.en. 
Al  had  ye  feen  a  thing  with  both  youjr  eyei?. 
Yet  ftiul  we  fo  vifage  it  hardely. 
And -vvepe,  and  fwere,  and  chiden,fubtilly. 
That  ye  fhul  ben  ^s  lewed  as  ben  gees, 

Wbat  rekketh  me  of  your  audtoritees  ? 
I  wote  wel  that  this  Jewe,  this  Salomon, 
Fond  of  us  women  fooles  rn^jiy  on  : 
But  though  that  he  ne  fpnd  no  good  wornati, 
Ther  hath  yfonden  many  an  o^ther  mjin 
Women  ful  good,  and  trewe  and  vertuous, 
Witneffe  on  hem  that  dweUe  in  Crifles  hpus^ 
With  martyrdom  they  preved  hir  conflance. 
The  Roman  geftes  ma,kei;i  remenibrapce 
Of  many  a  veray  trewe  wif  alfp. 
But,  Sire,  ne  be  not  wroth  al  be  it  fo, 
Though  that  he  faid  he  fond  no  good  yvptjiai) ; 
I  pray  you  take  the  fentence  of  the  man  : 
He  ment  thus,  that  in  foverein  bountee 
N'is  npn  but  Gpd,  no,  nouther  l>e  ne  fhe. 
Ey,  for  the  y.eray  Gpd  that  n'is  but  on. 
What  maken  ye  fo  moche  of  Salomon  ? 
Whsvt  though  he  made  a  tegiple,  Goddes  hqusJ 
What  though  he  were  riche  and  gloripus  ? 
So  made  he  eke  a  temple  of  falfe  goddes,; 
How  might  he  don  a  thiiig  that  triors  iorho^S  is  I 
Parde  as  faire  as  ye  his  name  emplaftre, 
He  was  a  lechour  and  an  idolaflre, 
And  in  his  elde  he  veray  God  forfoke  ; 
And  if  that  God  ne  hadde  (as  faithe  the  boke) 
Spared  him  for  his  fathers  fake,  he  flioldc 
Han  lofl  his  regne  rather  than  he  wolde. 


9^ 


tHE   MARCHANfES    TAL^. 


I  fete  nat  of  all  the  vilanie 
That  he  of  women  wrote  a  boterflie. 
1  am  a  woman  ;  nedes  mofte  I  fpeke, 
Or  fwell  unto  that  time  min  herte  breke  : 
For  fm  he  faid  that  we  ben  j  angler effes, 
As  ever  mote  I  brouken  hole  my  treffes, 
1  fhal  nat  fparen  for  no  curtefie 
To  fpeke  him  harm  that  fayth  us  vilanie. 

Dame,  quod  this  Pluto,  be  no  lenger  wroth, 
1  yeve  it  up  :  but  fin  I  fwore  min  oth, 
That  I  wold  graunten  him  his  fight  again, 
My  word  fhal  {land,  that  warne  I  you  certain  : 
1  am  a  king,  it  fit  me  not  to  lie. 
And  I,  quod  flie,  am  Qisene  of  Faerie, 
Hire  anfwere  llie  fhal  han  I  undertake  ; 
Let  us  no  more  wordes  of  it  make. 
Forfoth,  quod  he,  I  wol  you  not  contrary. 

Now  let  us  turn  again  to  January, 
That  in  the  gardin  with  his  faire  May 
Singeth  wel  merier  than  the  popingay  ; 
You  love  I  beft,  and  fhal,  and  other  non. 

So  long  about  the  alleyes  is  he  gon. 
Til  he  was  comen  again  to  thilke  pery 
Wher  as  this  D'amian  fitteth  ful  mery 
On  high,  among  the  frefhe  leves  grene. 

This  frefhe  May,  that  is  fo  bright  and  fhene, 
Gan  for  to  fike,  and  faid,  Alas,  my  fide  ! 
Now,  Sire,  quod  Ihe,  for  ought  that  may  betide, 
I  mofte  have  of  the  peres  that  I  fee. 
Or  I  mofte  die,  fo  fore  longeth  me 
To  eten  of  the  fmale  peres  grene  ; 
Help  for  hire  love  that  is  of  heven  quene. 
I  tell  you  wel  a  woman  in  my  plit 
May  have  to  fruit  fo  gret  an  appetit. 
That  fhe  may  dien  but  fhe  of  it  have. 

Alas  !  qnod  he,  that  I  n'adde  here  a  knave 
That  coude  climbe  :  alas!  alas!   (quod  he) 
For  I  am  blinde.     Ye,  Sire,  no  force,  quod  fhe  ; 
But  wold  ye  vouchefauf,  for  Goddes  fake. 
The  pery  in  with  your  armes  for  to  take, 
(For  wel  I  wot  that  ye  miftruften  me) 
Than  wold  I  climben  wel  ynough,  (quod  fhe) 
So  I  my  fote  might  fetten  on  your  back. 

Certes,  faid  he,  therin  fhal  be  no  lack. 
Might  I  you  helpen  with  min  herte  blood. 

He  ftoupeth  doun,  and  on  his  back  fhe  ftood, 
And  caught  hire  by  a  twift ;  and  up  fhe  goth. 
(Ladies,  I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  wroth  ; 
I  can  nat  glofe  ;  I  am  a  rude  man  :) 
And  fodenly  anon  this  Damian 
Gan  pullen  up  the  fmock,  and  in  he  throng,. 

And  whan  that  Pluto  faw  this  grete  wrong, 
To  January  he  yaf  again  his  fight. 
And  made  him  fee  as  wel  as  ever  he  might ; 
And  whan  he  thus  had  caught  his  fight  again 
Ne  was  ther  never  than  of  thing  fo  fain  ; 
But  on  his  wif  his  thought  was  ever  mo. 

Up  to  the  tree  he  call  his  eyen  two, 


And  faw  how  Damian  his  wife  had  dreflel 

In  fwiche  manere  it  may  not  ben  expreffed. 

But  if  I  wolde  fpeke  uncurteifly  ; 

And  up  he  yaf  a  roring  and  a  cry. 

As  doth  the  mother  whan;the  child  fhal  die  : 

Out !  helpe  !  alas  !  harow  !  he  gan  to  cry ; 

0  ftronge  lady  ftore,  what  doeft  thou  ? 
And  fhe  anfwered.  Sire,  what  aileth  you  .'• 
Have  patience  and  refon  in  your  minde, 

1  have  you  holpen  on  both  your  eyen  blinde. 
Up  peril  of  my  foule,  I  fhal  nat  lien, 

As  me  was  taught  to  helpen  with  your  eyen 
Was  nothing  better  for  to  make  >ou  fee 
Than  ftrogle  with  a  man  upon  a  tree  : 
God  wot,  I  did  it  in  ful  good  entent. 

Strogle  !  quod  he  ;  ye,  algate  in  it  went. 
Gode  yeve  you  both  on  fhames  deth  to  dien ; 
He  fwived  thee,  I  faw  it  with  min  eyen. 
And  elles  be  I  honged  by  the  halfe. 

Than  is,  quod  fhe,  my  medicine  al  falfe ; 
For  certainly  if  that  ye  mighten  fee. 
Ye  wold  not  fay  thife  wordes  unto  me. 
Ye  have  fom  glimfmg,  and  no  parfit  fights 

I  fee,  quod  he,  as  wel  as  ever  I  might 
(Thanked  be  God)  with  both  min  eyen  two. 
And  by  my  feith  me  thought  he  did  thee  fo. 

Ye  mafe,  ye  mafen,  good  Sire,  quod  fhe ; 
This  thank  have  I  for  I  have  made  you  fee  : 
Alas  !  quod  fhe,  that  ever  I  was  fo  kind. 

Now  Dame,  quod  he,  let  al  paffe  out  of  mind  5 
Come  doun,  my  lefe,  and  if  I  have  miffaid, 
God  helpe  me  fo  as  I  am  evil  appaid  : 
But  by  my  fadres  foule  I  wende  have  fein 
How  that  this  Damian  had  by  thee  lein, 
And  that  thy  fmock  had  lein  upon  his  breft. 

Ye,  Sire,  quod  fhe,  ye  may  wene  as  you  left :  ; 
But,  Sire,  a  man  that  weketh  of  his  flepe, 
He  may  not  fodenly  w^el  taken  kepe 
Upon  a  thing,  ne  feen  it  parfitly. 
Til  that  he  be  adawed  veraily  : 
Right  fo  a  man  that  lang  hath  blind  ybe. 
He  may  not  fodenly  fo  wel  yfee, 
Firft  whan  his  fight  is  newe  comen  agein. 
As  he  that  hath  a  day  or  two  yfein. 
Til  that  your  fight  yfateled  be  a  while, 
Ther  may  ful  many  a  fighte  you  begile. 
Beware,  I  pray  you,  for  by  heven  King 
Ful  many  a  man  weneth  to  fee  a  thing. 
And  it  is  all  another  tkan  it  femeth  : 
He  which  that  mifconceiveth  oft  mifdemeth. 

And  with  that  word  fhe  lep  doun  fro  the  tree. 
This  January  who  is  glad  but  he  ? 
He  kiffeth  hire  and  clippeth  hire  ful  oft,  * 
And  on  hire  wombe  he  ftroketh  hire  ful  foft, 
And  to  his  paleis  home  he  hath  hire  lad. 
Now,  goode  men,   I  pray  you  to  be  glad. 

Thus  endeth  here  my  Tale  of  Januarie  ; 
God  bleife  us,  and  his  moder  Seinte  Marie  i 
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By  Goddes  mercy,  fayde  cure  Hofte  tho. 
Now  fwiche  a  wif  1  preie  God  kepe  me  fro. 
Lo,  fwiche  fleightes  and  fubtilitees 
In  worn  en  ben ;  for  ay  as  befy  as  bees 
Ben  they  us  fely  men  for  to  deceive, 
And  from  a  fothe  wol  they  ever  weive  : 
By  this  Marchantes  Tale  it  preveth  wel. 
But  natheles,  as  trewe  as  any  ftele 
I  have  a  wif,  though  that  fhe  poure  be, 
But  of  hire  tonge  a  labbing  fhrewe  is  flie  ; 
And  yet  fhe  hath  an  hepe  of  vices  mo. 
Therof  no  force  ;  let  all  fwiche  thinges  go. 
But  wete  ye  what  ?  in  confeil  be  it  feyde, 
Me  reweth  fore  I  am  unto  hire  teyde ; 
For  and  I  ihulde  rekene  every  vice 
Which  that  fhe  hath,  ywis  I  were  to  nice; 


And  caufe  why,  it  fhulde  reported  he 
And  told  to  hire  of ^om  of  this  compagnie^ 
(Of  whom  it  nedeth  not  for  to  declare, 
Sin  women  connen  utter  fwiche  chaffare) 
And  eke  my  wit  fufficeth  not  therto     ' 
To  tellen  all ;  wherfore  my  Tale  is  do. 

Squier,  come  ner,  if  it  youre  wille  be. 
And  fay  fomwhat  of  love,  for  certes  ye 
Connen  theron  as  moche  as  any  man. 
Nay,  Sire,  quod  he,  but  fwiche  thing  as  I  can 
With  hertly  wille,  for  I  wol  not  rebelle 
Agein  your  luft,  a  Tale  wol  I  telle. 
Have  me  excufed  if  I  fpeke  amis  : 
My  wille  is  good ;  and  lo,  my  Tale  is  this. 
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At  Sarra,  in  the  lond  of  Tartaric, 
Ther  dwelt  a  king  that  werreied  Ruflie, 
Thurgh  which  ther  died  many  a  doughty  man. 
This  noble  king  was  cleped  Cambufcan, 
Which  in  his  time,  was  of  fo  gret  renoun, 
That  ther  n'as  no  wher  in  no  regioun 


#  TheKingof  Arabafendith  to  Cambufcan  Kins  of  Sar- 
ra a  horfe  and  a  fwdrd  of  rare  qualite,  and  to  his  daughter 
Canacea  glafs  and  a  ring,  by  the  virtue  whereof  (he  un- 
ilerftandeth  the  language  of  all  fov\'!es.  Much  of  tins 
Tale  is  either  lolt  or  elfc  never  finilhed  by  Chaucer. 
If/rry. 


So  excellent  a  lorde  in  alle  thing ;  "^ 

Him  lacked  nought  that  longeth  to  a  king. 

As  of  the  fedle  of  which  that  he  was  borne. 

He  kept  his  lay  to  which  he  was  yfworne. 

And  therto  he  was  hardy,  wife,  and  riche. 

And  pitous  and  jult,  and  alway  yliche, 

Trewe  of  his  word,  benigne  and  honourablcj 

Of  his  corage  as  any  centre  flable, 

Yong,  frefh,  and  ftrong,  in  armes  defii;ous. 

As  any  bacheler  of  all  his  hous. 

A  faire  perfon  he  was  and  fortunate. 

And  kept  alway  fo  wel  real  eftat. 
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That  ther  n'as  no  wher  fwiche  another  man. 

This  noble  king,  this  Tartre  Cambufcan, 
Hadde  two  fones  by  Elfeta  his  wif, 
Of  which  the  eldsft  fone  highte  Algarfif, 
That  other  was  ycleped  Camballo. 

A  doughter  had  this  worthy  king  alfo, 
That  yongeft  was,  and  highte  Canacc  : 
But  for  to  tellen  you  all  hire  beautee 
It  lith  not  in  my  tonge  ne  in  my  conning ; 
I  dare  not  undertake  fo  high  a  thing  : 
MIn  Engliih  eke  is  infufficient ; 
It  mufte  ben  a  rethor  excellent. 
That  coude  his  colours  longing  for  that  art, 
If  he  fhuld  hire  defcriven  ony  part : 
I  am  non  fwiche  ;  I  mote  fpeke  a$  I  can. 

And  fo  befel  that  whan  this  Cambufcan 
Hath  twenty  winter  borne  his  diademe, 
As  he  was  wont  fro  yere  to  yere  I  deme. 
He  let  the  fefte  of  his  nativitee 
Don  crien  thurghout  Sarra  his  citee 
The  lali  idus  of  March  after  the  yere. 

Phebus  the  fonne  ful  jolif  was  and  clere, 
Fer  he  was  nigh  his  exaltation 
In  Martes  face,  and  in  his  manfion 
tn  Aries,  the  colerike  hote  figne  : 
Ful  lufty  was  the  wether  and  benignc, 
For  -vj'hich  the  foules  again  the  fonne  fliene  : 
What  for  the  fefon  and  the  yonge  grene 
Ful  londe  fongen  hir  affediions : 
Hemfcmedhan  getten  hem  proteftions 
Again  the  fwerd  of  winter  kene  and  cold. 

This  Cambufcan,  of  which  I  have  you  told. 
In  real  veftiments,  fit  on  his  deis 
With  diademe,  ful  high  in  paleis, 
^nd  holt  his  fefte  fo  folempne  and  fo  riche, 
That  in  this  world  ne  was  ther  non  it  liche, 
Of  which  if  I  fhall  tellen  all  the  array, 
Than  wold  it  occupie  a  fomers  day ; 
And  eke  it  nedeth  not  for  to  devife 
At  every  cours  the  order  of  hir  fervice  j 
I  wol  not  tellen  of  hir  llrange  fewes, 
Ne  of  hir  fwannes  ne  hir  heronfewes  : 
Fke  in  that  lond,  as  tellen  knightcs  old, 
Ther  is  fom  mete  that  is  ful  deintee  hold. 
That  in  his  lond  men  recche  of  it  ful  fmal  s 
Ther  n'is  no  man  that  raay  reporten  al. 
I  wol  not  tarien  you,  for  it  is  prime, 
And  for  it  is  no  fruit,  but  lofte  of  time  ; 
Unto  my  purpos  I  wol  have  recours. 

And  ib  befelle,  that  after  the  thridde  cours, 
While  that  this  king  fit  thus  in  his  nobley, 
Herking  his  miniftralles  hir  thinges  pley, 
Beforne  him  at  his  bord  delicioufly, 
In  at  the  halle  dore  al  fodenly 
Ther  came  a  knight  upon  a  ftede  of  bras. 
And  in  his  hond  a  brod  mirrour  of  glas ; 
Upon  his  thombe  he  had  of  gold  a  ring, 
And  by  his  fide  a  naked  fwerd  hanging  j 
And  up  he  rideth  to  the  highe  bord. 
^n  all  the  halle  ne  was  ther  fpoke  a  word 
For  mervaille  of  this  knight ;  him  to  behold 
Ful  befily  they  waiten  yong  and  old. 

This  ftrange  knight  that  come  this  fodenly, 
^1  armed  fave  his  hed  ful  richely^ 
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Salueth  king  and  qtiene,  and  lordes  alle. 
By  order  as  they  faten  in  the  halle, 
With  fo  high  reverence  and  obfervancc. 
As  wel  in  fpeche  as  in  his  contenance. 
That  Gawain  with  his  olde  curtefie. 
Though  he  were  come  agen  out  of  Faerie, 
Ne  coude  him  not  amendeu'with  a  word  j 
And  after  this  beforn  the  highe  bord 
He  with  a  manly  vois  fayd  his  meffage. 
After  the  forme  ufed  in  his  langage, 
Withoutcn  vice  of  fiUable  or  of  letter  : 
And  for  his  tale  fhulde  feme  the  better, 
Accordant  to  his  wordes  was  his  chere. 
As  tccheth  art  of  fpeche  hem  that  it  ftre. 

•  Al  be  it  that  I  cannot  foune  his  ftile, 
Ne  cannot  climben  over  fo  high  a  ftile. 
Yet  fay  I  this,  as  to  comun  entent, 
Thus  much  amount  eth  all  that  ever  he  ment, 
If  it  fo  be  that  I  have  it  in  mind. 

He  fayd.  The  King  of  Arabie  and  of  Inde, 
My  liege  Lord,  on  this  folempne  day, 
Salueth  you  as  he  beft  can  and  may. 
And  fendeth  you,  in  honour  of  your  fefle, 
By  me,  that  am  al  redy  at  your  hefte. 
This  ftede  of  bras,  that  efily  and  wel 
Can  in  the  fpace  of  a  day  naturel 
(This  is  to  fayn,  in  four-and-twenty  houres)" 
Wher  fo  you  lift,  in  drought  or  elles  flioures, 
Beren  your  body  into  every  place 
To  which  your  herte  willeth  for  to  pace, 
Withouten  wemnje  of  you  thurgh  foule  or  falre'jT 
Or  if  you  lift  to  fleen  as  high  in  the  aire 
As  doth  an  egle,  whan  him  lift, 
This  fame  ftede  fhal  bere  you  evermore, 
Withouten  harme,  till  ye  be  ther  you  left, 
(Though  that  ye  flepen  on  his  back  or  reft) 
And  turne  again  with  writhing  of  a  pin ; 
He  that  it  vrrouglit  he  coude  many  a  gin  ; 
He  waited  many  a  conftellatioa 
Or  he  had  don  this  operation. 
And  knew  ful  many  a  Tele  and  marly  a'bondl 
This  mirrour  eke  that  I  have  in  min  hond 
Hath  fwiche  a  might  that  men  may  in  it  fee 
Wlian  ther  flial  falle  ony  adverfitee 
JJnto  your  regne  or  to  yourfelf  alfo. 
And  openly  who  is  your  friend  or  fo  ; 
And  over  all  tliis,  if  arty  lady  bright 
Hath  fet  hire  herte  on  any  maner  wight, 
If  he  be  falfe,  flie  fliall  hi^  trefon  fee. 
His  newe  love,  and  all  his  fubtiltee, 

!  So  openly,  that  ther  ftial  nothing  hide, 
Wherfore  again  this  lufty  fomer  tide- 

I  This  mirrour  and  this  ring,  that  ye  may  fe. 
He  hath  fent  to  my  Lady  Cahace, 

I  Your  excellente  doughter  that  is  hierie. 

I     The  vertue  of  this  ring,  if  ye  wol  liere, 

[Is  this,  that  if  hiri;  lift  it  for  to  were 

I  Upon  hire  thombe,  or  in  hire  purfe  it  here, 

;  Ther  is  no  foule  that  fleeth  under  heven 
That  ftie  He  Ihal  wel  undtrftond  his  fteven, 

i  Arid  know  his  niening  openly  and  plainC,  ■ 
And  anfwere  him  in  his  langage  again ; 
And  every  gras  that  groweth  upon  rote 
She  flial  eke  know,  and  wjiom  if  wol  do  bote. 
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A!l  be  his  woundes  never  fo  depe  and  wide. 

This  naked  fwerd,  that  hangeth  by  my  iide, 
Swiche  vertue  hath,  that  what  man  that  it  fmite, 
Thurghout  his  armure  it  wol  kerve  and  bite, 
Were  it  as  thicke  as  is  4  braunched  oke  ; 
And  what  man  that  is  wounded  with  the  ilroke 
Shal  never  be  hole,  til  that  you  lift  of  grace 
To  ftroken  him  with  the  platte  in  thilke  place 
Ther  he  is  hurt ;  this  is  as  much  to  fain 
Ye  moten  with  the  platte  fwerd  again 
Stroken  him  in  the  wound  and  it  wol  clofe. 
This  is  tlie  veray  foth  withouten  glofe  ; 
It  failleth  not  while  it  is  in  your  hold. 

And  whan  this  knight  hath  thus  his  tale  told 
He  rideth  out  of  halle,  and  doun  he  light. 
His  flede,  which  that  llione  as' fonne  bright, 
Stant  in  the  court  as  ftille  as  any  fton. 
This  knight  is  to  his  chambre  h:dde  anon. 
And  is  unarmed,  and  to  the  mete  yfette. 
Thife  prefents  ben  ful  richelich  yfette. 
This  is  to  fain,  the  fwerd  and  the  mirrour, 
And  borne  anon  into  the  highe  tour 
With  certain  officers  ordained  therfore  ; 
And  unto  Canace  the  ring  is  bore 
Solempnely,  ther  fhe  fat  at  the  table. 
But  fikerly,  withouten  any  fable. 
The  hors  of  bras,  that  may  not  be  remuecf, 
It  ftant  as  it  were  to  the  ground  yglued  : 
Ther  may  no  man  out  of  the  place  it  drive 
For  non  engine  of  windas  or  polive  : 
And  caufe  why,  for  they  con  not  the  craft. 
And  therfore  in  the  place  they  han  it  laft 
Til  that  the  knight  hath  taught  hem  the  manere 
To  voiden  him,  as  ye  fhal  after  here. 

Gret  was  the  prees  that  fwarmed  to  and  frq 
To  gauren  on  this  hors  that  ftondeth  fo ; 
For  it  fo  high  was,  and  fo  brod  and  long,. 
So  wel  proportioned  for  to  be  ftrong, 
Right  as  it  were  a  flede  of  Lumbardie, 
Therwith  fo  horfly  and  fo  quick  of  eye 
As  it  a  gentil-  Poilei^  courfer  were ; 
iFor  certes  fro  his  tayl  unto  his  ere 
Nature  ne  art  ne  coud  him  not  amend 
In  no  degree,  as  all  the  peple  wend. 

But  evermore  hir  mofte  wonder  was 
How  that  k  coude  gon  and  was  of  bras  : 
It  was  of  Faerie,  as  the  peple  femed  : 
Diverfe  folk  diverfely  han  demed  : 
As  many  beds  as  many  wittesben. 
They  murmured  as  doth  a  fwarme  of  been, 
And  maden  fkilles  after  hir  fantafies, 
Reherfing  of  the  olde  poetries. 
And  fayd  it  was  yiike  the  Fegafee, 
The  hors  that  hadde  winges  for  to  flee. 
Or  elles  it  was  the  Grekes  hors  Sinon, 
That  broughte  Troye  to  deftrucftion, 
As  men  moun  in  thife  olde  geftes  rede. 

Min  herte  (quod  on)  is  evermore  in  drede ; 
I  trow  fom  men  of  armes  ben  therin. 
That  ihapen  hem  this  citee  for  to  win  : 
It  were  right  good  that  al  fwiche  thing  were  know, 
Another  rov/rred  to  his  felaw  lov/, 
And  fayd,  He  lieth,  for  it  is  rather  like 
Aii  apparence  ymade  by  fora.  inag-iksy 
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As  jogclours  plaien  at  thife  feftes  grete. 

Of  fondry  doutcs  thus  they  jangle  and  tretc, 

As  lewed  peple  demen  comunly 

Of  thinges  that  ben  made  more  fubtilly 

Than  they  can  in  hir  lewedneffe  comprehende  : 

They  demen  gladly  to  the  badder  endc. 

And  fom  of  hem  wondr^a,'  on  the  mirrour 
That  born  was  up  in  to  the  maifter  tour. 
How  men  mighte  in  it  fwiche  thinges  fee. 

Another  anfwered  and  fayd,  It  might  wel  bs 
Naturelly  by  compofitions 
Of  angles  and  flie  reflections ; 
And  faide  that  in  Rome  was  fwiche  on. 
They  fpeke  of  Alhazen  and  Vitellon, 
And  Ariftotle,  that  writen  in  hir  lives 
Of  queinte  mirrours  and  of  profpedlives, 
As  knowen  they  that  han  hir  bookes  herd. 

And  other  folk  han  wondred  on  the  fwerd 
That  wolde  percen  thurghout  every  thing ; 
And  fell  in  fpeche  of  Telephus  the  king. 
And  of  Achilles  for  his  queinte  fpere. 
For  he  coude  with  it  bothe  hele  and  dere, 
'  Right  in  fwiche  wife  as  men  may  with  the  fwer^ 
Of  which  right  now  ye  have  yourfelven  kerd. 
They  fpeken  of  fondry  harding  of  metall. 
And  fpeken  of  medicines  therwithall, 
And  how  and  whan  it  fliuld  yharded  be,     / 
Which  is  unknow  algates  unto  me. 

Tho  fpeken  they  of  Canacees  ring. 
And  feiden  all  that  fwiche  a  wonder  thing 
Of  craft  of  ringes  herd  they  never  non. 
Save  that  he  Moifes  and  King  Salomon 
Hadden  a  name  of  conning  in  fwiche  art. 
Thus  fain  the  peple,  and  drawen  hem  apart. 

But  natheles  fom  faiden  that  it  was 
Wonder  to  maken  of  feme  alhen  glas,  ' 

And  yet  is  glas  nought  like  afhen  of  feme  ; 
But  for  they  han  yknowen  it  fo  feme, 
Therfore  cefeth  hir  jangling  and  hir  wonder. 
As  fore  wondren  fom  on  caufe  of  thonder, 
On  ebbe  and  floud,  on  goffomer  and  on  niift, 
And  on  all  thing  til  that  the  caufe  is  will. 

Thus  janglen  they,  and  demen  and  devife, 
Til  that  the  king  gan  fro  his  bord  arife. 

Phebus  hath  left  the  angle  meridional, 
And  yet  afcending  was  the  belle  real, 
The  gentil  Leon,  with  his  Aldrian, 
Whan  that  this  Tartre  king,  this  Cambufcan, 
Rofe  from  his  bord,  ther  as  he  fat  ful  hie  : 
Beforne  him  goth  the  loude  minflralcie, 
Til  he  come  to  his  chambre  of  parements, 
Ther  as  they  founden  divers  inftruments. 
That  it  is  like  an  heven  fbr  to  here. 

Now  dauncen  lufty  Venus  children  derc, 
For  in  the  Fifh  hir  lady  fat  ful  hie, 
And  loketh  on  hem  with  a  frendly  eye. 
This  noble  king  is  let  upon  his  trone, 
This  ftraunge  knight  is  fet  to  him  fill  fone, 
And  on  the  daunce  he  goth  with  Canace. 

Here  is  the  revell  and  the  jolitee 
That  is  not  able  a  dull  man  to  devife  : 
He  muft  han  knowen  Love  and  his  fervifc. 
And  ben  a  feftlich  man,  as  frelh  as  May, 
That  Ihulds  you  devifea  fv?iche  array. 

f 
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Who  coude  tellen  you  the  forme  of  daunces 
So  uncouth,  and  fo  freflie  contenaunces, 
Swiche  fubtil  lokings  and  diffimulings, 
For  dred  of  jalous  mennes  appcrceivings? 
No  man  but  Launcelot,  and  he  is  ded  ; 
Therfore  I  pafTc  over  all  this  luflyhed  ; 
I  fay  no  more,  but  in  t'».'s  jolineffe 
I  lete  hem  til  men  to  the  fouper  hem  drefle. 

The  fteward  bit  the  fpices  for  to  hie. 
And  eke  the  win,  in  all  this  melodic  ; 
The  ufhers  and  the  fquierie  ben  gon. 
The  fpices  and  the  win  is  come  anon  : 
They  ete  and  drinke,  and  whan  this  had  an  end 
Unto  the  temple,  as  refon  was,  they  wend  : 
The  fervice  don,  they  foupen  all  by  day. 

What  nedeth  you  reherfen  hir  array  ? 
Eche  man  wot  wel  that  at  a  kinges  fell 
5s  plentee  to  the  mofl:  and  to  the  left, 
And  deintees  mo  than  ben  in  my  knowing. 

At  after  fouper  goth  this  noble  king 
To  feen  this  hers  of  bras,  with  all  a  route 
Of  lordes  and  of  ladies  him  aboute. 
Swiche  wondring  was  ther  on  this  hors  of  bras. 
That  fm  the  gret  aflege  of  Troye  was 
Ther  as  men  wondred  on  an  hors  alfo, 
Ne  was  ther  fwiche  a  -wondring  as  was  tho. 
But,  finally,  the  king  alketh  the  knight 
The  vertue  of  this  courfer  and  the  might. 
And  praied  him  to  tell  his  governaunce. 

This  hors  anon  gan  for  to  trip  and  daunce. 
Whan  that  the  knight  laid  hond  up  on  his  rein. 
And  faide.  Sire,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fain, 
But  whan  you  lift  to  riden  any  where 
Ye  moten  trill  a  pin  ftant  in  his  ere, 
Which  I  fhal  tellen  you  betwixt  us  two. 
Ye  moten  nempne  him  to  what  place  alfo. 
Or  to  what  contree  that  you  lift  to  ride. 

And  whan  ye  come  ther  as  you  lift  abide. 
Bid  him  defcend,  and  trill  another  pin, 
(For  therin  lieth  the  effecSl  of  all  the  gin) 
And  he  wol  doun  defcend  and  don  your  will, 
And  in  that  place  he  wol  abiden  ftill ; 
Though  all  the  world  had  the  contrary  fwore. 
He  fhal  not  thennes  be  drawe  ne  be  bore  ; 
Or  if  you  lift  to  bid  him  thennes  gon, 
Trille  this  pin,  and  he  wol  vanifti  anon 
Out  of  the  fight  of  every  maner  wight, 
And  come  ag-en,  be  it  by  day  or  night, 
Whan  that  you  lift  to  clepen  him  again 
In  fwiche  a  guife  as  I  fliaj  to  you  fain  - 
Betwixen  you  and  me,  and  that  ful  fone. 
Ride  whan  you  lift,  ther  n'is  no  more  to  done. 

Enfourmcd  whan  the  king  was  of  the  knight, 
And  hath  conceived  in  his  wit  aright 
The  maner  and  the  forme  of  all  this  thing, 
Ful  glad  and  bllth  this  noble  doughty  king 
Repaireth  to  his  revel  as  beforne. 
The  bridel  is  in  to  the  tour  yborne. 
And  kept  among  his  jewels  lefc  and  dere  : 
The  hors  vanifht,  I  n'ot  in  what  manere, 
Out  of  hir  fight,  ye  get  no  more  of  me  : 
But  thus  I  lete  in  luft  and  jolitee 
This  Cambufcan  his  lordes  fefteying 
Tjj  that  wel  nigh  the  day  began  to  fprlng. 
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Pars  fecunia. 


The  aorice  of  digeftion,  the  flepe, 
Gan  on  hem  winke,  and  bad  hem  taken  kepe 
That  mochel  drinke  and  labour  wol  have  reft. 
And  with  a  galping  mouth  hem  all  he  keft. 
And  faid,  that  it  was  time  to  lie  adoun, 
For  blood  was  in  his  dominatioun  : 
Cheriftieth  blood,  natures  frend,  quod  he. 

They  thanken  him  galping,  by  two,  by  three ; 
And  every  wight  gan  drawe  him  to  his  reft. 
As  flepe  hem  bade  ;  they  toke  it  for  the  beft. 

Hir  dremes  fnal  not  now  be  told  for  me  ; 
Ful  were  hir  hedes  of  fumofitee. 
That  caufeth  dreme,  of  w^hich  ther  is  no  charge : 
They  flepen  till  that  it  was  prime  large. 
The  mofte  part,  but  it  were  Canace  ; 
She  v/as  ful  mefurable,  as  women  be  ; 
For  of  hire  father  had  flie  take  hire  leve 
To  gon  to  reft  fone  after  it  was  eve  ; 
Here  lifte  not  appalled  for  to  be. 
Nor  on  the  morwe  unfeftliche  for  to  fee, 
And  flept  hire  firfte  flepe,  and  than  awoke  : 
For  fwiche  a  joy  fhe  in  hire  herte  toke 
Both  of  hire  queinte  ring  and  of  hire  mirrour, 
That  twenty  time  ftie  chaunged  hire  colour. 
And  in  hire  flepe  right  for  the  impreflion 
Of  hire  mirrour  flie  had  a  vifion  ; 
Wherfore  or  that  the  fonne  gan  up  glide 
She  clepeth  upon  hire  maiftreffe  hire  befide. 
And  faide  that  hirs  lufte  for  to  arife. 

Thife  olde  women  that  ben  gladly  wife. 
As  is  hire  maiftreffe,  anfwerd  hire  anon. 
And  faid,  Madara,  w^hider  wol  ye  gon 
Thus  erly  \  for  the  folk  ben  all  in  reft. 

I  wol,  quod  fhe,  arifen  (for  me  left 
No  longer  for  to  flepe)  and  walken  aboute. 

Hire  maiftreffe  clepeth  w^omen  a  gret  route,, 
And  up  they  rifen  wel  a  ten  or  twelve  ; 
Up  rifeth  frefhe  Canace  hirefelve, 
As  rody  and  bright  as  the  yonge  fonne 
That  in  the  Ram  is  foure  degrees  yronne  \ 
No  higher  was  he  whan  fhe  redy  wa-s ; 
And  forth  fhe  walketh  efily  a  pas. 
Arrayed  after  the  lufty  fefon  fote 
Lightely  for  to  playe,  and  walken  on  fote, 
Nought  but  with  five  or  fixe  of  hire  meinie. 
And  in  a  trenche  forth  in  the  park  goth  fne. 

The  vapour  which  that  fro  the  erthe  glodc 
Maketh  the  fonne  to  feme  rody  and  brode ; 
But  natheles  jt  was  fo  faire  a  fight 
That  it  made  all  hu-  hertes  for  to  light, 
What  for  the  fefon  and  the  morwening. 
And  for  the  foules  that  flie  herde  fing, 
For  right  anon  file  wifte  what  they  ment 
Right  by  hir  fong,  and  knew  al  hir  entent. 

The  knotte  why  that  every  tale  is  tolde. 
If  it  be  taried  til  the  luft  be  colde 
Of  hem  that  ban  it  herkened  after  yore, 
The  favour  paffeth  ever  lenger  the  more 
For  fulfumneffe  of  the  prolixitee  ; 
And  by  that  fame  refon  thinketh_tne 
I  fliuld  unto  the  knotte  condefcende, 
And  maken  qf  hire  walldng  fone  ar\  endc^ 


THE    S  QU I : 

AmidJe  a  tree  fot'-dryj  as  white  as  chalk, 
As  Canace  was  playing  in  hire  walk, 
'Pher  fat  a  faucon  over  hire  hcd  ful  hie 
That  with  a  pitous  vois  fo  gan  to  crie, 
That  all  the  wood  refouned  of  hire  cry, 
And  beten  had  hirefeif  fo  pitoufly 
With  both  hire  winges  til  the  rede  blood 
Ran  cndelong  the  tree  ther  as  fhe  flood ; 
And  ever  in  on  alway  fhe  cried  and  fhright, 
And  with  hire  bek  hirefelven  fhe  fo  twight, 
That  ther  n'ls  tigre  ne  no  cruel  befl 
That  dwellcth  otlier  in  wood  or  in  foreft 
That  n'olde  han  wept,  if  that  he  wepen  coude, 
Por  forwe  of  hire,  fhe  fhright  alway  fo  loude. 

For  ther  was  never  yet  no  man  on  live, 
If  that  he  coude  a  faucon  wel  defcrive, 
That  herde  of  fwiche  another  of  fayrenefTe 
As  wel  of  plumage  as  of  gentileffe 
Of  faape,  of  all  that  might  yrekened  be  : 
A  faucon  peregrine  femed  fhe 
Of  fremde  iond,  and  ever  as  flie  flood 
She  fwouned  now  ;rid  now  for  lack  of  blood, 
Til  wel  neigh  is  fhe  fallen  fro  the  tree. 

This  faire  kinges  doughter  Canace, 
That  on  hire  finger  bare  the  queinte  ring, 
Thurgh  which  fhe  underflood  wel  every  thing 
That  any  foule  may  in  his  leden  fain. 
And  coude  anfvvere  him  in  his  leden  again, 
Hath  underflonden  what  this  faucon  feyd, 
And  wel  neigh  for  the  rcuthe  almoU  flie  deyd ; 
And  to  the  tree  fhe  goth  ful  haflily. 
And  on  this  faucon  loketh  pitoufly, 
And  held  hire  lap  abrode,  for  wel  fhe  wifl 
The  faucon  mufte  fallen  from  the  tv/ifl 
Whaji  that  fhe  fwouned  next,  for  faute  of  blood. 
A  longe  while  to  walten  hire  fhe  flood. 
Til  at  the  lafl  fhe  fpake  in  this  manere 
Unto  the  hauk,  as  ye  fhul  after  here  : 

V/hat  is  the  caufe,  if  it  be  for  to  tell, 
That  ye  ben  in  this  furial  peine  of  hell  ? 
Quod  Canace  unto  this  hauk  above ; 
Is  this  for  forv/e  of  deth  or  lofi'e  of  love  ? 
For  as  I  trow  thife  be  the  caufes  two 
That  caufen  mofl  a  gentil  herte  wo. 
Of  other  harme  it  nedeth  not  to  fpeke, 
For  ye  yourfelf  upon  yourfelf  awreke. 
Which  preveth  wel  that  other  ire  or  drede 
Mote  ben  enehefon  of  your  crael  dede. 
Sin  that  I  fe  non  other  wight  you  chace. 
For  the  love  of  God  as  doth  yourfelven  grace  j 
Or  what  may  be  your  helpe  ?  for  weft  ne  eft 
Ne  faw  I  never  er  now  no  brid  ne  befl 
That  ferde  with  himfelf  fo  pitoufiy. 
Ye  fie  me  with  your  forwe  veraily, 
1  have  of  you  fo  gret  compaffioun. 
For  Goddes  love  come  fro  the  tree  adbun, 
And  as  I  am  a  kinges  doughter  trewe^ 
If  that  I  veraily  the  caufes  knewe 
Of  your  difefe,  if  it  lay  in  my  might 
I  wold  amend  it  or  that  it  were  night, 
As  wifly  help  me  the  gret  God  of  kind  j 
And  herbes  fhal  I  right  ynough  yfind 
To  helen  with  your  hurtes  haflily. 

Tho  fhright  this  faucon  yet  more  pitoufly 
Than  ever  fhe  did,  and  fell  to  ground  anon, 
And  1  ith  afwoune  as  ded  as  Uth  a  llon^ 
Voi,  I,- 
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Til  Canace  hath  in  hire  lappc  hire  tatc 
Unto  that  time  flie  gan  of  fwoune  awake, 
And  after  that  flie  out  of  fwoune  abraide 
Right  in  hire  haukes  leden  thus  fhe  fayde  : 

'That  pitee  renneth  fone  in  gentil  herte 
(Feling  his  funilittide  in  peines  fmerte) 
Is  proved  alle  day,  as  men  may  fee 
As  wt  1  by  werke  as  by  au6lor;.tee. 
For  gentil  hcrte  kitheth  gcntilleffc. 
I  fee  wel  that  ye  have  oh  iiiy  dillreffe 
CompafTion,  my  faire  Canvice, 
Of  veray  womanly  benignitee 
That  Nature  in  your  principles  hath  fet; 
But  for  non  hope  for  to  fare  the  bet. 
But  for  to  obey  unto  your  herte  free. 
And  for  to  maken  other  ywar€  by  me, 
As  by  the  whelpe  chaflifed  is  the  leoh, 
Right  for  that  caufe  and  that  conclufion^ 
While  Ihat  I  have  a  leifer  and  a  fpacc, 
Min  harme  I  wol  confelTdn  er  I  pace. 
And  ever  while  that  on  hire  forwe  told 
That  other  wept  as  fhe  to  w^ater  wold, 
Til  that  the  faucon  bad  hire  to  be  flill, 
And  with  a  fihc  right  thus  fhe  faid  hire  till  3 

Ther  I  was  bred  (alas  that  ilke  day  !) 
And  foflred  in  a  roche  of  marble  gray 
So  tendrely,  that  nothing  ailed  me  ; 
1  ne  wifl  not  what  was  adverfitee 
Til  I  coud  flee  full  high  under  the  fkie. 

Tho  dwelled  a  tercelet  me  fafte  by 
That  femed  welle  of  alle  gentilleffe^ 
Al  were  he  ful  of  trefon  and  falfeneffej 
It  was  fo  wrapped  under  humble  chere, 
And  under  hew  of  trouth  in  fwiche  maiiercj 
Under  pkfance,  and  under  befy  peine,  -  ■"  ^ 

That  no  wight  coud  have  wend  he  coude  feinej-'J^- 
So  depe  in  greyn  he  died  his  coloures. 
Right  as  aferpent  hideth  him  under  floures, 
Til  he  may  fee  his  time  for  to  bite, 
Right  fo  this  god  of  Loues  hypocrite 
Doth  fo  his  ceremonies  and  obeifance,- 
And  kepeth'ir.  femblaunt  aMe  his  obfervance 
That  founeth  unto  gentiileiie  of  love. 
As  on  a  tombc  is  all  the  faiie  above. 
And  under  is  the  corps,  fwiche  as  ye  wote, 
Swiche  was  this  hypocrite  both  cold  and  hote^ 
And  in  this  wife  he  ferved  his  entent, 
That  fave  the  fend  non  wifl«  what  he  merit  $' 
Til  he  fo  long  had  weped  and  complained, 
And  many  a  yere  his  fervice  to  liie  fained, 
Til  that  mm  herte,  to  pitous  and  to  nice, 
Al  innocent  of  his  crowned  malice, 
For-fered  of  his  deth,  as  thoughte  me, 
tjpon  his  othes  and  his  feurctee 
Graunted  him  love  on  this  conditioun. 
That  evermo  min  honour  and  renoun 
Were  faved,  both  privee  and  apert ; 
This  is  to  fay,  that  after  his  clefert 
I  yave  him  all  min  herte  and  all  my  thoughf,- 
(God  wote  and  he  that  other  wayes  nought) 
And  toke  his  herte  in  chaunge  of  min  for  ay. 
But  foth  is  faid,  gon  fithen  is  many  a  day 
A  trewe  wight  and  S.  theef  thinken  not  onv 

And  whan  he  faw  the  thing  fo  fer  ygon^ 
That  I  had  granted  him  fully  my  love. 
In  iwkhs  a  feuife  a«  I  have  faiU  a^xw©, 
G 
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And  yeveli  him  my  trewe  herfe  as  free 
As  he  fwpre  that  he  yaf  his  herte  to  me, 
Anon  this  tigi-e,.ful  of  doubleneffe, 
Fell  on  his  knees  with  fo  gret  humblelTe, 
"With  fo  high  reverence,  as  by  his  cllere, 
So  like  a  gentil  lover  of  manere, 
So  raviflied,  as  it  femed,  for  the  joye. 
That  never  Jafon  ne  Paris  of  Troye, 
Jafon!  certes  ne  never  other  man 
.Sin  Lamech  wis,  that  alderfirft  began 
To  loven  two,  as  writen  folk  befornc, 
Ne  never  fithen  the  firft  nian  was  borne,- 
Ne  coude  nidn  by  twenty  thoufand  part 
Contrefete  the  fophimes  of  his-  art, 
Ne  were  Avorthy  to  unboclc  hi*  galoche, 
Ther  doubleneffe  of  faining  fliuld  approchc,- 
Ne  coude  fo  thankq  a  wight  as  he  did  me* 
llis  maner  was  an  heven  for  to  fee 
To  any  woman^  were  flie  never  fo  wife, 
So  painted  he  and  kempt  at  p6int  devife 
As  wel  his  Wordes  as  his  contenance  : 
And  I  fo  loved  him- for  his  obeifance. 
And  for  the  trouthe  I  denied  in  his  herte, 
That  if  fo  were  that  a-ny  thing  him  fmerte,. 
Al  were  it  never  fo  lite,  and  1  it  will, 
Me  thought  I  felt  deth  at  myn  herte  twift. 
And,  fhortlyy  fo-ferforth  this  thing  is  went,: 
That  nay  will  wa>s  his  willes  inftrument;i 
This  is  to  fay,-  m-y  will  obeied  his  will 
In  alle  thing,- as  fer  as  refon  filly 
Keping  the  boundes  of  my  -worlliip  ever  r 
Ne  never  had  I  thing  fo  lefe  ne  levef 
As  him,  God  wot,,  ne  never  fhal  no  mo. 

This  lafteth  lengerthan  a  yere  ar  two, 
That  1  fuppofed  of  him  no'ught  but  good  t 
But^  finally,  thus  at  the  Lift  it  ftood, 
That  Fortune  wolde  that  he  mufte  twin 
Out  of  that  place  which  that  I  was  in. 
AVher  me  was  woit  is  no  qucllion  ; 
1  cannot  make,  of  it  defcription  : 
For  o  thing  dare  I  tellen  boldely, 
I  know  what  is  the  peine  of  deth  therby,. 
Swiche  harmc  T  felt,-  for  he  ne  might  byleve.>  . 

So  on  a  day  of  me  he  toke  his  leve, 
So  forweful.eke,  that  I  wend  veraily 
That  he  had  felt  as  mochel  harme  as  I, 
Whan  that  I  herd  him  fpeke  and  law  his  hewe  i 
But  natheles  I  thought  he  y/a.s  fo  trewe. 
And  eke  that  he  repairen  fhidd  again 
Within  a  litel  while,  foth  for  to  fain. 
And  refon  wold  eke  that  he  raulle  go' 
For  his  honour,  as  often  happeth  fo,- 
That  I  made  vertue  of  neceflitee. 
And  toke  it  wel  fin  that  it  mufte  be. 
As  I  bcft  might  I  hid  fro  him  my  forwe, 
And  toke  him  by  the  hond,  Seint  John  to  borwe. 
And  faid  him  thus,  Lo,  I  am  youres  all, 
Beth  fwiche  as  I  have  ben  to  you  and  fhall. 

What  he  anfwerd  it  nedeth  not  reherfe  ; 
Who  can  fay  bet  than  he,  who  can  do  werfe  ? 
Whan  he  hath  al  wel  faid  than  hath  he  done ; 
Therfore  behoveth  him  a  ful  long  fpone 
That  flial  ete  with  a  fend;  thus  herd  I  fay. 

So  at  the  laft  he.  mufte  forth  his  way ;  . 
Whan  forth  he  fleeth,  til  he  come  ther  him  left. 
Whan  it  caa^e  him  to  purpos  for  to  rcfl. 
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I  trow  that  he  had  thilkc  text  in  miM^ 

That  alle  thing  repairing  to  his  kind 

Gladeth  himfelf ;  thus  fain  men  as  I  geffe  i 

Men  loven  of  propre  kind  newefangelneffe. 

As  briddes.don  that  men  incagesfede  ; 

For  though  thou  night  and  day  take  of  hem  hedc/ 

And  ftrew'  hir  cage  faire  and  foft  as  fiike. 

And  give  hem  fugre,  hony,  bred,  and  milke. 

Yet  right  anon  a:s  that  his  dore  is  up 

He  with  his  feet  wol  fpurnen  doun  his-  cup. 

And  to  the  wood  he  wol  and  wormes  etc. 

So  newefangel  b^n  they  of  hir  mete. 

And  loven  noveltees  of  propre  kind  ; 

No  gentilleffe  of  blood  ne  may  hem  bind. 

So  ferd  this  tercelet,  ala»  th-e  day  !' 
Though  he  were  gentil  borne,  and  frefti,  and  gay, 
And  goodly  for  to  fecn,  and  humble,  and  free. 
He  faw  upon  a  time  a  kite  flee. 
And  fodenly  he  loved  this  kite  fa 
That  all  his  love  is  clene  frpm  me  ago. 
And  hath  his  trouthe  falfed  in  this  wife. 
Thus  hath  the  kite  ;  -y  love  in  hire  fervice, 
And  I  am  lorn  withouten  remedy. 

And  with  that  word  this  faucon  gan  to  cry, 
And  fwouneth  eft  in  Canacees  barme. 
Gret  was  the  forwe  for  that  haukes  harme 
That  Canace  and  all  hire  women  made  j 
They  n'iften  how  they  might  the  faucon  glade  : 
But  Canace  home  bereth  hire  in  hiie  lap. 
And  foftely  in  plaftres  gan  hire  wrap 
Ther  as  Ihe  with  hir  bek  had  hurt  hirefelve. 

Now  cannot  Canace  but  herbes  delve 
Out  of  tl'ie  ground,  and  maken  falves  newe 
Of  herbes  precious  and  fine  of  h-ewe 
To  helen  with  this  hauk  :  fro  day  to  night 
She  doth  hire  befineffe  and  all  hire  might.^ 
And  by  hire  beddes  hed  llie  made  a-  mew. 
And  covered  it  with  velouettes  blew, 
In  figne  of  troiith  th-at  is  in  woman  fene^ 
And  all  without  the  mew  is  peinted  grene. 
In  which  were  peinted  all  thife  faLfefoules, 
As  ben  thjfe  tidifes,  tercelettes,  and  owles^ 
And  pies,  on  hem  for  to  cry  and  chide. 
Right  for  defpit  were  peinted  hem  befide. 

Thus  lete  1  Canace  hire  hauk  keping  : 
I  wol  no  more  as  now  fpeke  of  hire  ring. 
Til  it  coale  eft  to  ptirpos  for  to  fain, 
'  How  that  this  faucon  gat  hire  love  again 
Repentant,  as  the  ftory  telleth  us. 
By  mediation  of  Camballus, 
The  kinges  fone,  of  which  that  I  you  tdld  v 
But  hennesforth  I  wol  my  proceffe  hold 
To  fpeke  of  aventures  and  of  batailles. 
That  yet  was  never  herd  fo  gret  mervaillee, 

Firft  wol  I  tellen  you  of  a  Cambufcan, 
That  in  bis  time  many  a  citee  wan  ; 
And  after  wol  I  fpeke  of  Algarfif, 
How  that  he  wan  Theodora  to  his  wif. 
For  whom  ful  oft  in  gret  peril  he  was, 
Ne  had  he  ben  holpen  by  the  hors  of  bras  ; 
And  after  wol  I  fpeke  of  Camballo, 
That  fought  in  liftes  with  the  brethren  twa 
For  Canace,  er  that  he  might  hire  winne. 
And  ther  I  left  I  wol  again  beginnc. 
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In  faith,  Squier,  thou  haft  thee  vvel  yquit. 

And  gentiliy  :  I  preife  wel  thy  wit, 

<^od  the  Frankelein.  .Confidering  thin  youthe 

So  felingly  thou  fpekeft,  Sire,  1  aloue  the 

As  to  my  dome  ther  is  non  that  is  here 

Of  eloquence  that  flial  Be  thy  pare 

If  that  you  live  :  God  yeve  thee  goode  chance, 

And  in  vertue  fend  thee  continuance, 

For  of  thy  fpeking  I  have  gret  deintee. 

1  have  a  fonfe,  and  by  the  Trinitee 

It  were  me  lever  than  tvsrenty  pound  worth  lond, 

Though  it  right  now  were  fallen  in  my  hond. 

He  -v^ere  a  man  of  fwiche  difcretion 

As  that  ye  ben.  Fie  on  poffefiion 

But  if  a  man  be  vertuous  withal ! 

I  have  my  fone  fnibbcd  and  yet  Ihal, 

For  he  to  vertue  lifleth  not  to  entend, 

But  for  to  play  at  dis  and  to  difpend, 

And  lefe  all  that  he  hath,  is  his  ufage  ; 

And  ht  had  lever  talken  with  a  page 

Than  to  commune  with  any  gentil  wight 

Ther  he  might  leren  gentirleffe  aright. 

Straw  for  your  gentilleffe  !  quod  our  Hofte. 
"What?  Frankelein,  parde.  Sire,  wel  thou  wolt 
That  eche  bf  you  mote  tellen  at  the  leil 
A  Tale  or  two,  or  brek«n  his  beheft. 
That  know  I  wel.  Sire,  quod  the  Frankelein  I 
i  pray  you  haveth  me  not  in  difdain 


Though  I  to  this  man  fpeke  a  word  or  two. 

Tell  oh  thy  Tale  withouten  worded  mo. 

Gladly,  Sire  Hofte,  quod  he,  1  wol  obey 
Unto  your  \Vill ;  now  herkencth  v/ha,t  I  fey  : 
I  wol  you  not  contrarien  in  no  wife, 
As  fer  as  that  my  wittes  may  fuffice. 
I  pray  to  God  that  it  may  plefen  you, 
Than  wot  I  wel  that  is  good  ynow. 

Thife  olde  gentil  Bretons  in  hir  dayes 
Of  diverfe  aventures  maden  layes 
Rimeyed  in  hir  firfle  Breton  tonge, 
Wliich  layes  with  hire  inllruments  they  fonge, 
Or  elles  redden  hem  for  hir  plefance. 
And  on  of  hem  have  I  in  remembrance. 
Which  I  fhall  fayn  With  good  wille  as  1  can. 

But,  Sirefe,  becaufe  I  am  a  borel  man. 
At  my  beginning  firfl  I  you  befeche 
Havd  me  excufed  of  my  rude  fpeche  i 
I  lerned  never  rhetorike  certain  ; 
Thing  that  I  fpeke  it  mote  be  bare  and  plain  : 
I  flept  never  on  the  Mount  of  Pernafo, 
Ne  lerned  Marcus  TuUius  Cicero. 
Colours  ne  know  I  non,  withouten  dtede. 
But  fwiche  colours  as  growen  in  the  mede. 
Or  elles  fwiche  as  men  die  with  or  peinte  ; 
Colours  of  rhetorike  ben  to  me  queinte  ; 
My  fpirit  feleth  not  of  fwiche  matere  : 
But  if  you  luft,  my  Tale  fhul  ye  here. 
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In  Arriiorlk^,  that  called  is  Bretaighe, 

Ther  was  a  knight  that  loved  and  did  his  peine 

To  ferve  a  ladie  in  his  befte  wife. 

And  many  a  labour,  many  a  grfit  emprifcj 

He  for  his  lady  wrought  or  fhe  were  wonne, 

For  fhe  was  on  the  faireil  under  foiine, 

*  Aurelius,  after  much  labour  and  colt  beftowed  to  win 
the  love  of  Doripen,  another  man's  wife,  is  content  in  the 
end,  thro'i^h  "le  Rood  dealing  of  her  and  her  hufband, 
tolofe  both  his  labour  and  colt.  The  fcope  of  thit  T  le 
Icemecli  to  bj  a  contention  of  courtsfy.  Urr^u 


And  eke  therto  comen  of  fo  high  kinrede  . 
That  vvel  unnethes  durft  this  knight  for  drede- 
Tell  hire  his  wo,  his  peine,  and  his  diftrelTe  : 
But  at  the  laft  fhe  for  his  worthinefTe,    ,  ' 
And  namely  for  his  meke  obeyfance, 
Hath  fwiche  a  pitee  caught  of  his  penance. 
That  prively  fhe  fell  of  his  accoM 
To  take  him  for  hire  hufbond  and  hire  lord, 
(Of  fwiche  lordihip  is  ineh  han  over  hir  wives) 
And  J  for  tolede  tke  more  in  bliffe  hir  lives. 


G  i 
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Of  his  free  will  he  fWore  hire  as  a  knight 

That  never  in~all  his  lif  he  day  ne  night 

Ne  fiiulde  take  upon  him  no  maiftrie 

Ag^ins  hire  v»rill,  ne  kithe  liir   jaloafie, 

But  hire  obey,  and  folwe  hire  will  in  al, 

As  any  lover  to  his  lady  fluil, 

Save  that  the  name  of  foverainetee. 

That  wold  he  han  for  fliame  of  his  degree. 

She  thonked  hkn,  and  with  ful  gret  humblelTe 

She  faide,  Sire,  fm  of  your  gentilleffe 

Ye  profrcn  me  to  have  fo  large  a  reine, 

Ne  wolde  God  never  betwix  us  tweine, 

As  in  my  gilt,  were  either  werrc  or  ftrif  ; 

Sire,  I  wol  be  your  humble  trewe  wif, 

Have  here  my  trouth,  till  that  myn  herte  brefle. 

Thus  Ben  they  both  in  quiete  and  in  refte. 

for  o  thing,  Sires,  faufiy  dare  I  feie, 
That  frendes  everich  other  muft.obeie. 
If  they  wol  long  holden  compagnie  ; 
Love  wol  not  be  conftreined  by  maiilrie  : 
Whan  mailh-ie  cometh,  the  god  of  Love  anon 
Beteth  his  winges,  and,  farewel,  he  is  gon. 
Love,  is  a  thing  as  any  fpirit  free, 
Wcmesi  cf  kind  defiren  libertee. 
And  not  to  be  conftreined  as  a  thral  j 
And  fo  den  men,  if  fothly  I  fay  flial, 
Loke,,who  that  is  moft  patient  in  love 
He  is  at  his  avantage  all  abo.ve. 
Patience  is  an  high  vertue  certain, 
For  it  venquiilieth,  as  thife  clcrkes  fain, 
Thinges  that  rigour  never  fhulde  atteine. 
For  every  word  men  may  not  chide  or  pleine. 
Lerr!'3t-h.tofuftren,,or,  fo'.  mote  I  gon, 
Ye  fhul  it  Icrne  w&ether  ye  wol  or  non  ; 
For  in  this  world  certain  no  wiglit  ther  is 
That  he  ne  doth  or  fayth  fomtime  amis. 
liT,  fiknelTc,  or  conflellation,^ 
Win,  wo,,  or  changing  of  complexion, 
Caufeth  ful  oft  to  don  amis  o?  fpeken  i 
Oil  every  v/rong  a  man  may  not  be  wreken. 
After  the  time  mull  be  temperance 
To  every  wight  that  tan' of  governance  : 
And  therfore  hath  this  worthy  W.ife  knight 
(To  liven  in  cfe)  fuffrance  hire  Behrght, 
And  fhe  to  him  ful  wifiy  gan  to  fwere 
That  never  fhuld  therbe  dcfaute  in  here. 

Here  may  men  feen  an  himible  wife  accord  ; 
Thus  hath  flie  take  hire  fervant  and  hire  lord, 
Servant  in  leveand  lord  in  mariage. 
Than  was  he  both  in  lordfliip  and  fervage  ? 
Servac.'C  !  nay,  but  in  lordfhip  al  above, 
Sin  he  hath  both  his  lady  and  his  love  ; 
His  lady  certe3,,and  his  wif  alfo. 
The  which  that  kw  of  love  accordeth  to. 
And  whan  he  was  in  tliis  profperitee 
'Home  vi-ith  his  wif  he..goth  to  his  contree, 
i^ot  fer  fro  Penraark,  ther  his  dv/eliing  v/as, 
Wher  as  he  liveth  in  bliffe  and  in  folas. 

Who  coude  telle,  but  he  had  wedded  be. 
The  joye,  the  sfe,  and  the  proiperitee 
That  is  betwix  an  hiif!.";ol3d  ajid  his  wif  ? 
■^  yere  and  more  lafteth  this  bUsful  lif, 
'^l^ii  that  this  kn;ght,  of  which  I  fpake  of  thus, 
That  of  Cairrud  was  c]eped  Arviragus, 


Shope  him  to  gon  and  dwelle  a  yere  or  twalne 
In  Englelond,^hat  cleped  was  eke  Bretaigne, 
To  feke  in  armes  worfhip  and  honour, 
(For  all  his  luft  he  fet  in  fwiche  labour) 
And  dwclte  ther  two  yere  :  the  book  faith  thu$. 

Now  wol  I  flint  of  this  Arviragus, 
And  fpeke  I  wol  of  Dorigene  his  wif. 
That  lovcth  hire  hufbond  as  hire  hertcs-  lif. 
For  his  abfence  wepeth  fhe  and  fiketh. 
As  don  thife  noble  wives  whan  hem  liketh  : 
She  morneth,  waketh,  waileth,.  fafteth,  pleineth  t 
Defir  of  his  prefencc  hire  fo  diftraineth,    ■ 
That  all  this  wide  world  flie  fet  at  nought. 
Hire  frendes,  which  that  knew  hire  hevy  thoughti 
Comforten  hire  in  all  that  ever  they  may ; 
.  hey  prfechen  hire,  they  telle  hire  night  and  day 
That  caufelesfhe  fleth  hirefelf,  alas! 
And  every  comfort  poflible  'n  this  cas 

■  Ihey  don  to  hire  with  all  hire  befmeffe, 
Al  for  to  make  hire  leve  hire  hevineffe. 

By  proceffe,  as  ye  knowen  everich  on. 
Men  mowe  fo  longe  graven  in  a  Hon 
Til  fcm  figure  therin  emprented  be  : 
So  long  han  they  comforted  hire  til  ilie 
Received  liath,  by  hope  and  by  refon. 
The  emprenting  of  hir  confolation,  ,  . 

Thurgh  which  hire  grete  forvv'e  gan  afTuage  f    ,., 
She  may  not  alway  duren  in  fwiche  rage. 
And  eke  Arviragus,  in  all  this  care, 
Hath  fent  his  lettres  home  r.  T  his  welfare. 
And  that  he  wol  come  haftily  again, 
Or  elles  had  this  forwe  hire  hei'te  Hain. 

Hire  frendes  faw  hire  forwe  gan  to  Sake, 
And  preiden  hire  on  knees,  for  Goddes  iaiS) 
To  come  and  romen  in  hir  compagnie. 
Away  to  driven  hire  d-ke  fantafie  ; 
And,  finally,  fhe  granted  that  requefc. 
For  wel  fne  faw  that  it  was  for  the  beft,- 

Now  flood  hire  callel  faile  by  the  fee, 
And  often  with  hire  frendes  walked  fne,  « 
Hire  ta  difporten  on  the  bank  an  hie, 
Wher  as  fhe  many  a  fhip  and  barge  fie 
Saihng  hir  cours  wher  as  hem  lift  to  go  ; 
But  than  was  that  a  parcel  of  hire  wo. 
For  to  hirefelf  ful  oft,  alas !  faid  Ihe, 
Is  ther  HO  ftiip,  of  fo  many  as  I  fee, 
Wol  bringen  home  my  lord  :  than  were  my  hertt 
Al  v>-;irifhed'of  ;>:s  bitter  peines  fmerte. 

Another  time  wold  flie  fit  and  thinke, 
And  caft  hire  eycn  dounward  fro  the  brinke;. 
But  whan  flie  faw  the  grifly  rockes  blake, 
For  veray  fere  fo  wold  hire  herte  quake 
"fhat  on  hire  feet  flie  might  hire  not  fuftene  :• 
Than  wold  fae  fit  adoun  upon  the  grene, 
And  pitoufly  into  the  fee  behold, 
Ar.d  fay  right  thus,  with  careful:  fikes  cold  ; 

Eterne^  God !  that  thurgh  thy  purveance 
Ledeft  this  world  by  certain  governance. 
In  idel,  as  men  fain,  ye  nothing  make  : 
But,  Lord !  thife  grifly  fendly  rockes  blake. 
That  femen  rather  a  foule  confufioa 

■  Ofwerk  than. any  faire  creation 

Of  fwiche  a  parfit  wife  God  and  ftable. 
Why  han  ye  wrought  this  wcrk  unrefoEabk  t 
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For  by  tliis  weA  nortK,  foiuh,  ne  -^reft,  ne  eft, 
Ther  n'ls  yfollred  man,  ne  brici,  ne  beil : 
It  doth  no  good  to  my  wit,  but  anoyeth. 
See  ye  not,  Lord!  how  mankind  it  deftroyeth  ? 
An  hundred  thoufand  bodies  tf  mankind 
Han  rockcs  flain,  al  be  they  not  in  mind, 
Which  mankind  is  fo  faire  part  of  thy  werk. 
Thou  made  it  like  to  thyn  owen  merk. 
Than,  femeth  it,  ye  had  a  gret  chertee 
Toward  mankind ;  but  how  than  may  it  be 
That  ye  fwiche  menes  make  it  to  deftroycn, 
Which  menes  don  no  good,  but  ever  anoyen  ? 

■I  wote  wel  clerkes  wol  fain  as  hem  lefi;, 
By  arguments,  that  all  is  for  the  beft, 
Though  I  ne  can  the  caufes  nought  yknow  ; 
But  thilke  God  that  made  the  wind  to  blow 
As  kepe  my  lord ;  this  is  my  conclufion  ; 
To  clerkes  lete  I  all  difputifon  : 
But  wolde  God  that  all  thife  rockes  blake 
Were  fonken  into  helle  for  his  fake  : 
Thife  rockes  flee  min  herte  for  the  fere. 
Thus  wold  fhefay  v.'ith  many  a  pitous  tere. 

Hire  frendes  faw  that  it  was  no  difport 
To  romen  by  the  fee,  but  difcomfort, 
And  ihape  hem  for  to  plaien  fomwher  elles. 
They  leden  hire  by  rivers  and  by  welles, 
■And  eke  in  other  places  delitable ; 
They  dancen,  and  tr^ey  play  at  ches  and  tables. 
So  on  a  day,  right  in  the  morwe  tide. 
Unto  a  gardin  that  was  thcr  befidc, 
Inwnich  that  they  had  made  hir  ordinance 
Of  vitaille  and  of  otlier  purveauce, 
They  gon  and  plaie  hem  all  the  longe  day; 
And  this  was  on  the  fixte  morwe  of  May, 
Which  May  had  peinted  v/ith  his  fofte  Ihoures 
This  garden  ful  of  leves  and  of  floures : 
And  craft  of  mannes  bond  fo  curioufly 
Arr.._»,d  had  this  gardin  trewely, 
That  never  was  ther  gardin  of  fwiche  pris, 
Butif  it  were  the  veray  Paradis. 
The  odour  of  floures  and  the  frelhe  fight 
Wold  ban  ymaked  any  herte  light 
That  ever  was  born,  bat  if  to  gret  fikeneffe 
Or  to  gret  forwe  held  it  in  diftrelTe, 
So  ful  it  v/as  of  beautee  and  plefance. 

And  after  dinner  gonnen  they  to  dance 
And  flng  alfo,  fauf  Dorigene  alone. 
Which  made  alway  hire  complaint  and  hire  mcne. 
For  {he  ne  faw  him  on  the  dance  go 
That  was  hire  hufoond  and  hire  love  alfo  : 
But  natheles  Ihe  m.uft  a  time  abide. 
And  with  good  hope  let  hire  forwe  Hide. 

Upon  this  dance,  amonges  other  men, 
Danced  a  fquier  before  Dorigen 
I'hat  freflier  was  and  jolier  of  array, 
As  to  my  dome,  than  is  the  month  of  May, 
He  hngfcthjdanceth,  palling  any  man 
That  is  or  v/as  lin  that  the  world  began  ; 
Tlierv/ith  he  was,  if  m;n  fliuld  him  difcrive, 
On  of  the  befle  £uing  men  on  live ;  , 
Yong,  ilrong,  and  vertuo;;s,and  richc,and  wife. 
And  wel  beloved,  and  liolden  in  gret  prifc. 
And,  ftiortlv.  if  the  foth  I  tcllen  ih;il, 


This  lufly  fquier,  fervant  to  Venus, 
Which  that  ycleped  was  Aurehus, 
Had  loved  hire  bed  of  any  creature 
Two  yere  and  more,  as  was  his  aventure, 
But  never  dorft  he  tell  hire  his  grevance  : 
Withouten  cup  he  dranke  all  his  penance. 
He  was  difpeired  ;  nothing  dorft  he  fay, 
Sauf  in  his  fonges  fomewhat  wold  he  wray 
His  wo,  as  in  a  general  complaining; 
He  faid  he  loved  and  was  beloved  nothing. 
Of  fwiche  matere  made  he  many  layes, 
Songes,  complaintes,  roundels,  virelayes  ; 
How  that  he  dorfle  not  his  forwe  telle, 
But  languiflieth  as  doth  a  Furie  in  helle ; 
And  die  he  muft,he  faid,  as  did  Ecco 
For  Narciflus,  that  dorft  not  tell  hire  %vo. 

In  other  manner  than  ye  here  me  fay 
Ne  dorft  he  not  to  hire  his  wo  bewray, 
Sauf  that  paraventure  fomtime  at  dances, 
Ther  yonge  folk  kepen  hir  obfervances, 
It  may  wel  be  he  loked  on  hire  face 
In  fwiche  a  wife  as  man  that  axeth  grace  ; 
But  nothing  wifte  Ilie  of  his  entent. 
Nathelefs  it  happened  or  they  thennes  went, 
Becaufe  that  he  was  hire  neighebour, 
And  was  a  man  of  Vi^orlhip  and  honour, 
And  had  yknowen  him  of  time  yore, 
They  fell  ni  fpeche,  and  forth  ay  more  and  more 
Unto  his  purpos  drew  Aurelius, 
And  v/hen  he  faw  his  time  he  faide  thus : 
Madame  quod  he,  by  God  that  this  world  made, 
So  that  I  wift  it  might  your  herte  glade, 
I  v.'old  that  day  that  your  Arvii-agus 
Went  over  fee  that  I  Aurelius 
Had  went  ther  I  fliuld  never  come  again, 
For  wel  I  wot  my  fervice  is  in  vain  ; 
My  guerdon  n'is  but  brefting  of  min  herte. 
Madame,  rueth  -.'pon  my  peines  fmerte. 
For  with  a  word  ye  may  me  fleen  or  fave. 
Here  at  your  feet  God  wold  that  I  were  grave. 
I  ne  have  as  now  no  leifer  more  to  fey  : 
Have  mercy,  fwete  !  or  ye  wol  do  me  dcy. 

She  gan  to  loke  upon  Aurelius  : 
Is  this  your  will,  (quod  fhe)  and  fay  ye  thus  ? 
Never  erft  (quod  Ihe)  ne  vidft  I  what  ye  m.entj 
Bnt  now,  Aurelie,  I  know  your  entent. 
By  thilke  God  that  yaf  me  foule  and  lif 
Ne  Piial  I  never  ben  an  untrew  wif 
In  word  ne  werk,  es  for  as  I  have  wit ; 
i  wol  ben  his  to  whom  that  I  am  knit  : 
Take  this  for  final  anfwer  as  of  me. 
But  after  that  In  play  thus  faid  fhe  : 

Aurelie,  (quod  fhe)  by  high  God  above 
Yet  wol  I  granten  you  to  hem  your  love, 
(Sin  I  you  fee  fo  pitoufly  complaine.) 
l.oke,  what  day  that  endclong  Bretaigne. 
Ye  rernue  all  the  rockes  fton  by  fton, 
I'hat  they  ne  letten  fliip  ne  bote  to  gon  ; 
1  fiiy,  whan  he  han  made  the  coft  fo  clene 
Of  rockes  that  thcr  n'is  no  fl:on  yfene, 
Than  v/ol  I  love  you  beft  of  any  man  ; 
Have  here  my  trouth,  in  all  that  ever  I  can, 
I'or  Avcl  1  wote  that  it  flial  never  betide. 
L't  fv/i;l:e  folic  out  of  your  herte  glide  ; 
Giij 
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What  deintee  fliuld  a  man  h;r>-c;  in  his  lif 

For  to  go  love  another  mannes  wif 

That  hath  hire  body  whan  that  ever  him  liketh  ? 

Aurelius  ful  often  fore  fiketli : 
Is  ther  non  other  grace  in  you  ?  quod  he. 

No,  by  that  Lord,  quod  Ihe,  that  maked  me, 
Wo  was  Aurclie  whan  that  he  this  herd. 
And  with  a  forvve ful  lierfe  he  thus  anfwerd  ^ 

Madame,  quod  he,  this  were  impoihble  ; 
Than  mofle  I  die  of  foden  deth  horrible. 
And  with  that  word  the  turned  him  anon. 

Tho  come  hire  other  frendes  many  on, 
And  in  thg  alleyes  romed  up  and  doun, 
And  nothing  will  of  this  conclufioun, 
Ev't  fodenly  begonnen  revel  newe. 
Til  that   the  brighte  fonne  had  loll  his  hewe, 
For  she  orizont  had  reft  the  fonne  his  light, 
(This  is  as  much  to  fayn  as  it  was  night) 
And  honie  they  gon  in  mirthe  and  in  Tolas, 
Sauf  only  wrecche  Aurelius,  alas ! 
He  to  his  hous  is  gon  with  forweful  herte  ; 
He  faith  he  may  not  from  his  deth  afterte  : 
Him  femeth  that  he  felt  his  herte  cold. 
Up  to  the  heven  his  hondes  gan  he  hold, 
And  on  his  knees  bare  he  fet  him  doun. 
And  in  his  raving  faid  his  orifoun. 
For  veray  wo  out  of  his  wit  he  braide  ; 
^e  n'ifte  w-hat  he  fpake,  but  thus  he  faide  ; 
With  pitous  herte  his  rlaint  hath  he  begonne 
Unto  the  gpddes,  and  f;rft  unto  the  Sonne. 
He  faid,  Apollo  !  god  and  governour 
Of  every  plante,  herbe,  tree,  and  flour, 
That  yevefl  after  thy  declination 
To  eche  of  Kem  his  time  and  his  fefon, 
As  that  thin  herbergh  changeth  low  and  hie, 
Lord  Phebus  !  cafl  thy  rherciable  eie 
Op  wrecche  Aurelie,  which  that  am  but  lorr.c  : 
Lo,  Lord  !  my  lady  hath  my  deth  yfworne 
Withouten  gilt,  but  thy  benigriitee 
Upon  miy  dedly  herte  have  fom  pitee  : 
'tor  wel  I  wot  Lord  Phebus,  if  you  left, 
Te  may  me  helpen  fauf  my  lacy  beft. 
Now  voucheth  fauf  that  \  may  you  devife 
How  that  I  may  be  holpe,  and  in  what  wife. 

Your  blisful  fuller,  Lucina  the  fhene. 
That  of  the  fee  is  chief  goddefle  andqucne. 
Though  Neptiinus  have  deitee  in  the  fee, 
Yet  emperice  aboven  him  is  fhc  : 
Ye  knowe  wel.  Lord,  that  right  as  hire  defire 
Is  to  be  quicked  and'  lighted  of  your  fire, 
For  which  flie  folweth  you  ful  b'efily. 
Right  fo  the  fee  defireth  naturelly 
'to  fohven  hire,  as  flie  that  is  goddefle 
Both  iri  ths  fee  and  rivers  more  and  lefle  : 
WiierforeJLord  Phebus  !  this  is  my  rcipefl, 
Do  this  miracle,  or  do  min  herte  breft, 
'Fliat  now  next  at  this  oppofition. 
Which  in  the  figne  flial  he  of  the  Leon, 
As  prejeth  liire  fo  gret  a  flood  to  bring. 
That  five  fadome  at  the  lell  it  overfpring 
The  higheft  rock  in  Armorike  Eretaigne, 
And  let  this  flood  enduren  yeres  twaine ; 
Than  certes  to  my  lady  may  I  fay, 
Holdcth  your  heft,  therockes'ben  'away. 
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Lord  Phebus !  this  miracle  dotli  for  roc, 
Prey  hire  fhe  go  no  fafter  cours  than  ye  : 
I  fay  this,  preyeth  your  fufter  that  fhe  go 
No  fafter  cours  than  ye  tliife  yeres  two. 
Than  ftial  fhe  ben  even  at  ful  alway. 
And  fpring-flood  laften  bothe  night  and  day. 
And  but  ftie  vouchefauf  in  fwiche  manere 
To  graunten  me  nay  foveraine  lady  dere. 
Prey  hire  to  fmken  every  rock  adoun 
Into  hire  owen  derke  regioun 
Under  the  ground,  ther  Pluto  dwelleth  in, 
Or  nevermo  Ihal  I  my  lady  win. 

Thy  temple  in  Delphos  wol  I  barefoot  feke. 
Lord  Phebus  !  fee  the  teres  on  my  cheke. 
And  on  my  peine  have  fom  compaffioun. 
And  with  that  word  ip  fprwe  he  fell  adoun, 
And  longe  time  he  lay  forth  in  a  trance. 
His  brother,  which  that  knew  of  his  penance, 
Up  caught  him,  and  to  bed  he  hath  him  brought. 
Difpeired  in  this  turment  and  this  thought 
Let  I  this  woful  creature  lie, 
Chefe  he  for  me  whether  he  wol  live  or  die. 

Arviragus  with  hele  and  gret  honour 
(As  he  that  was  of  chevalrie  the  flour) 
Is  comen  home,  and  other  worthy  men  : 
Of  blisful  art  thou  now,  thpu  Dorigen  ! 
That  haft  thy  lufty  hufbond  in  thin  armes. 
The  frefhe  knight,  the  worthy  man  of  armes. 
That  loveth  thee  as  his  owen  hertes  lif. 
Nothing  lift  him  to  be  imaginatif 
If  any  wight  had  fpoke  while  he  was  oute 
To  hire  of  love ;  he  had  of  that  no  doubte  t 
He  not  entendeth  to  no  fwiche  matere. 
But  danceth,  jufteth,  and  maketh  mery  chere. 
And  thus  in  joye  and  blilTe  I  let  him  dwell. 
And  of  the  fike  Aurelius  wol  I  tell. 

In  langour  and  m  turment  furious 
Two  yere  and  more  lay  wrecched  Aureli'^s 
Er  any  foot  on  erthe  he  mighte  gon ; 
Ne  comfort  in  this  tim»e  ne  had  he  non 
Sauf  of  his  brother,  which  that  was  a  clerk  ; 
He  knew  of  all  this  wo  and  all  this  werk; 
For  to  non  other  creature  certain 
Of  this  matere  he  dorfte  no  word  fain  : 
Under  his  breft  he  bare  it  more  fecree 
Than  ever  did  Pamphilus  for  Galathee. 
His  breft  was  hole  withouten  for  to  feen. 
But  in  his  herte  ay  was  the  arwe  kene, 
And  wel  ye  knowe  that  of  a  furfanure 
In  furgerieis  perilous  the  cure. 
But  men  might  touch  the  arwe  or  come  thcrbyi 

His  brother  wepeth  and  waileth  prively. 
Til  at  the  laft  him  fell  in  remembrance 
That  while  he  was  at  Orleaunce  in  France, 
As  yonge  clerkes  that  ben  likerous 
To  reden  artes  that  ben  curious 
Seken  in  every  halke  and  every  heme 
Particuler  fciences  for  to  lerne, 
He  him  remembred  that  upon  a  day 
At  Orleaunce  in  ftudie  a  book  he  fay 
Of  magike  naturel,  which  his  felaw 
That  was  that  time  a  bacheler  of  law, 
Al  were  he  ther  to  lerne  another  craftj 
'  Had  prively  upon  his  dtflt  ylaft ; 
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Which  book  fpake  moche  of  operations 
Touching  the  eight-and-twenty  nianfions 
That  longen  to  the  mone,  and  fwiche  folic 
As  in  our  dayes  n'is  not  woi'th  a  flie ; 
For  holy  churches  feith,  in  our  beleve, 
Ne  fuffreth  non  illufion  us  to  greve. 
And  whan  this  book  was  in  his  remembranc£ 
Anon  for  joye  his  herte  gan  to  dance. 
And  to  himfelfhe  faiedprively, 
My  brother  Ihall  be  warifhed  hafdly  ; 
For  I  am  fiker  that  ther  be  fciences 
By  which  men  maken  divers  apperanccs 
Swiche  as  thife  fubtil  tregetoures  play ; 
For  oft  at  feftes  have  I  wel  herd  fay 
That  tregetoures,  within  an  halle  large. 
Have  made  come  in  a  water  and  a  barge. 
And  in  the  halle  rowen  up  and  doun  ; 
Some  fime  had  fenied  com  a  grim  leoun, 
And  fomtlme  floures  fpring  as  in  a  mede, 
Somtime  a  vine,  and  grapes  white  and  rede, 
Somtime  a  cafiel  al  of  lime  and  fton, 
And  whan  hem  liketh  voideth  it  anon  : 
Thusfemeth  it  to  every  mannes  fight. 

Now  than  conclude  I  thus ;  if  that  I  might 
At  Orleaunce  fom  olde  felaw  find 
That  hath  thife  mones  manfions  in  mind. 
Or  other  magike  naturel  above. 
He  fhuld  wel  make  my  brother  have  his  love; 
For  with  an  apparence  a  clerk  may  make, 
To  mannes  fight,  that  all  the  rockes  blake 
Of  Bretaigne  were  yvoided  everich  on. 
And  fhippes  by  the  brinke  comen  and  gon. 
And  in  fwiche  forme  endure  a  day  or  two  : 
Than  were  my  brother  warefhed  of  his  wo, 
Than  muft  fhe  nedes  holden  hire  behefl, 
Or  elles  he  Ih.al  fhame  hire  at  the  left. 

What  Ihuld  I  make  a  lenger  Tale  of  this  ? 
Unto  his  brothers  bed  he  comen  is. 
And  fwiche  comfort  he  yaf  him  for  to  gon 
To  Orleaunce,  that  he  up  fl;ert  anon, 
And  on  his  way  forthward  than  is  he  fare, 
In  hope  for  to  ben  liffed  of  his  care. 

Whan  they  were  come  almoft  to  tliat  cit0€. 
But  if  it  were  a  two  furlong  or  three, 
A  yonge  clerk  roming  by  himfelf  they  mette, 
W^hich  that  in  J^atine  thriftily  hem  grette  : 
And  after  that  he  fayd  a  wonder  thing  ; 
I  know,  quod  he,  the  canfe  of  your  coming  ; 
And  or  they  forther  any  foote  went 
He  told  hem  all  that  was  in  hir  entent. 

This  Breton  clerk  hipi  axed  of  felawes 
The  which  he  had  yknowen  in  olde  dawes, 
And  he  anfwered  him  that  they  dede  were, 
For  which  he  wept  ful  often  many  a  tere. 

Doun  of  his  hors  Aurelius  light  anon, 
And  forth  with  this  magicien  is  gpn 
Home  to  his  hous,  and  made  hem  wel  at  efe  : 
Hem  lacked  no  vitaille  that  might  hem  plefe. 
So  wel  arraied  hous  as  ther  was  on 
Aurelius  in  his  lif  faw  never  non. 

He  Ihewed  him,  or  they  went  to  foupere, 
Foreftes,  parkes,  ful  of  wilde  dere  : 
Ther  faw  he  hertes  with  hir  homes  hie, 
T-ie  greteft  that  were  ever  feen  v/ith  eie  j 


IINES  TALE.  ■  103 

He  faw  of  hem  an  hundred  flain  with  houndes 
And  fom  with  arwesbledeof  bitter  woundes; 
He  faw,  when  Voided  were  the  wilde  dere, 
1  hife  fauconers  upon  a  faire  rivere 
That  with  hir  haukes  han  the  heron  flain. 

Tho  faw  he  knightes  juften  in  a  plain  : 
And  after  this  he  did  him  fwiche  plefance. 
That  he  him  fliewed  his  lady  on  a  dance. 
On  which  himfelven  danced,  as  him  thought, 
And  whan  this  maiftcr,  that  this  magike  wrought. 
Saw  it  was  time,  he  clapped  his  hondes  two. 
And  farewel,  al  the  revel  is  ago  I 
And  yet  remued  they  never  out  of  the  hous, 
While  they  faw  all  thife  fightes  marvellous, 
But  in  his  ftudie,  ther  his  bookes  be, 
They  faten  ftill,  and  no  wight  but  they  three. 

To  him  this  maifter  called  his  fquier, 
And  fayd  him  thus.  May  we  go  to  fouper  ? 
Almoft  an  houre  it  is,  I  undertake, 
Sin  I  you  bade  our  fouper  for  to  make. 
Whan  that  thife  worthy  men  wenten  with  me 
Into  my  ftudie  ther  my  bookes  be, 

Sire,  quod  this  fquier,  whan  it  liketh  you. 
It  is  al  redy,  though  ye  wol  right  now. 

Go  we  than  foupe,  quod  he,  as  for  the  beft  ; 
Thife  amorous  folk  fomtlme  moft  han  reft. 

At  after  fouper  fell  they  in  tretee 
Wliat  fumme  fhuld  this  maifters  guerdon  be 
To  remue  all  the  rockes  of  Bretaigne, 
And  eke  from  Gerounde  to  the  mouth  of  Saine. 

He  made   it  ftrange,  and  fwore,  fo  God  him 
fave, 
Lefle  than  a  thoufand  pound  he  wold  not  have,  _ 
Ne  gladly  for  that  fumme  he  wol  not  gon. 

Aurelius  with  blifsful  herte  anon 
Anfwered  thus 7  Fie  on  a  thoufand  pound ! 
This  wide  world,  which  that  men  fayn  is  roflnd,  . 
I  wold  it  yeve,  if  I  were  lord  of  it. 
This  bargaine  Is  ful  drive,  for  we  ben  knit. 
Ye  ftiul  be  paled  trewely,  by  my  trouth; 
But  loketh,  for  non  negligence  or  flouth 
Ye  tarie  us  here  no  lenger  than  to  morwe. 
Nay,  quod  this  clerk,  have  here  my  faith  to  borwe. 

To  bed  Is  gon  Aurelius  whan  him  left. 
And  wei  nigh  all  that  night  he  had  his  reft. 
What  for  his  labour  and  his  hope  of  bliffe 
His  woful  herte  of  penance  had  a  lIlTe. 

Upon  the  morwe  whan  that  It  was  day 
To  Bretaigne  token  they  die  righte  way, 
Aurelie,  and  this  magicien  him  befide. 
And  ben  defcended  ther  they  wold  abide  : 
And  this  was,  as  the  bookes  me  remember. 
The  colde  frofty  fefon  of  December. 

Phebus  v/axe  old  and  hewed  Hke  Laton, 
That  in  his  bote  declination 
Shone  as  the  burned  gold  with  ftremes  bright ; 
But  now  in  Capricorne  adoun  he  light, 
Wher  as  he  flaone  ful  pale,  I  dare  wel  fain. 
The  bitter  frofte  with  the  fleet  and  rain 
Deftroyed  hath  the  grene  in  every  yerd  ; 
Janus  fit  by  the  fire  with  double  herd, 
And  drinketh  of  his  bugle;  horn  the  wine  ; 
Beforn  him  Itant  braime  of  the  tulked  fwinCj 

G  iiij  . 
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And  Newel  erieth  every  lufty  man. 

Aurelius  in  all  that  ever  he  can 
Poth  to  his  maifter  chere  and  reverence, 
And  praieth  him  to  don  his  diligence 
To  bringen  him  out  of  his  peines  i'merte, 
Qr  with  a  fwerd  that  he  wold  flit  his  herte. 

This  fotil  clerk  fwiche  routh  hath  on  this  man, 
That  night  and  day  he  fpedeth  him  that  he  can 
To  wait  a  time  of  his  concliifion  ; 
This  is  to  fayn,  to  make  illufion, 
By  fwiche  an  apparence  or  ioglerie, 
(I  can  no  termes  of  aftrologie) 
That  {he  and  every  wight  fliuld  wene  and  fay 
That  of  Bretaigne  the  rockes  were  away. 
Or  elles  they  were  fonken  under  ground. 
So  at  the  laft  he  hath  his  time  yfound 
To  make  his  japes  and  his  wretchednefle 
Of  fwiche  a  fuperftitious  curfedneffe. 
.His  tables  Toletanes  forth  he  brought, 
Ful  wel  corredled,  that  ther  lacked  nought, 
Nother  his  colledl  ne  his  expans  yeres, 
Nother  his  rotes  ne  his  other  geres, 
As  ben  his  centres  and  his  argumentes, 
And  his  proportioncl  convenientes. 
For  his  equations  in  every  thing  ; 
And  by  his  eighte  fperes  in  his  'werking 
He  knew  ful  wel  how  fer  Alnath  was  fliove 
Fro  the  hed  of  thilke  fix  Aries  above 
That  in  the  ninthe  fpere  confidered  is  ; 
Ful  fotilly  he  calculed  all  this. 
Whan  he  had  found  his  firfte  manfion 
He  knew  the  remenant  by  proportion, 
And  knew  the  rifmg  of  his  mone  wel, 
And  in  v/hos  face,  and  terme,  and  every  del ; 
And  knew  ful  wel  the  mones  manfion 
Accordant  to  his  operation  ; 
And  knew  alfo  his  other  obfervances. 
For  fwiche  illufions  and  fwiche  mefchances 
As  Hethen  folke  ufed  in  thilke  daies ; 
For  which  no  lehger  maketh  he  delaies. 
But  thurgh  his  magike,  for  a  day  or  tway, 
It  feemed  all  the  rockes  were  away. 

Aurelius,  which  that  defpeired  is 
Whether  he  fhal  han  his  love  or  fare  amis, 
Awaiteth  night  and  day  pn  this  miracle; 
And  whan  he  knew  that  ther  was  non  obftacle. 
That  voided  were  thife  rockes  everich  on, 
Doun  to  his  maifteres  feet  he  fell  anon. 
And  fayd,  I,  woful  wretch  Aurelius, 
Thanke  you,  my  lord,  and  lady  min  Vonus, 
That  nje  han  holpen  fro  my  cares  cold, 
And  to  the  temple  his  way  forth  hath  he  hold, 
Theras  he  knew  he  lliuld  his  lady  fee  ; 
And  whan  he  faw  his  time  anon  right  he 
With  dredful  herte  and  with  ful  hum.ble  chere 
Salued  hath  his  foveraine  lady  dere,    ' 

My  rightful  Lady,  quod  this  woful  man. 
Whom  I  moft  drede  and  love  as  I  beft  can, 
And  lothell  were  of  all  this  world  difplefe, 
Ne're  it  that  I  for  you  haye  fvv'iche  difefe 
That  I  muft  die  here  at  your  foot  anon, 
Nought  wold  I  tell  how  me  is  wo  begon  ; 
But  certes  other  muft  I  die  or  plalne  ; 
YejQc  me  giltelcs  for  vcray  peine  : 
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But  of  my  deth  though  that  ye  han  no  routh 


Avifeth  you  or  that  you  breke  your  trouth  : 
Repenteth  you,  for  thilke  God  above. 
Or  ye  me  flc,  becaufc  that  I  you  love  : 
For,  Jiltidame,  wel  ye  wote  vi^hat  ye  have  hightj 
Not  that  I  chalenge  any  thing  of  right 
Of  you  my  foveraine  Lady,  but  of  grace ; 
But  in  a  garden  yond,  in  fwiche  a  place. 
Ye  wote  right  wel  what  ye  hehighten  me, 
And  in  myn  bond  your  trouthe  plighten  ye 
To  Icve  me  beft :   God  wote  ye  faied  fo. 
Although  that  I  unworthy  be  tlierto. 
Madame,  I  fpeke  it  for  the  honour  of  yoit, 
More  than  to  fave  my  hertes  lii  right  now, 
I  have  don  fo  as  ye  commanded  me. 
And  if  ye  vouchcfauf  ye  may  go  fee. 
Doth  as  you  lift,  have  your  bcheft  in  nrind, 
For  quick  or  ded  right  ther  ye  fliul  me  find. 
In  you  lith  all  to  do  me  live  or  dey. 
But  vfiil  I  wote  the  rockes  ben  av/ey. 

He  taketh  his  leve,  and  fne  aftonied  flood  ; 
In  all  hire  face  n'as  o  drope  of  blood  : 
She  wened  never  han  come  in  fwiche  a  trappe. 

Alas !  quod  Ihe,  that  ever  this  Ihould  happe  [ 
For  wend  I  never  by  poflibilitee 
That  fwiche  a  monftre  or  mervaille  might  be  3 
It  is  again  the  proeefTe  of  Nature. 
And  home  fhe  goth  a  forweful  creature ; 
For  veray  fere  unnethes  may  flie  go.  ^ 

She  wepeth,  waileth,  all  a  day  or  two, 
And  fwouneth  that  it  routhe  was  to  fee, 
But  why  it  was  to  no  wight  tolde  fhe. 
For  out  of  toun  was  gon  Arviragus  ; 
But  to  hirefelf  Ihe  fpake,  and  faied  thus, 
With  face  pale,  and  with  ful  fory  chere. 
In  hire  complaint,  as  ye  fnul  after  here. 

Alas !  quod  fhe,  on  thee.  Fortune,  I  plain. 
That  unaware  haft  me  wrapped  in  thy  chain. 
Fro  whi<:h  to  efcapan  vv'ote  I  no  foccour 
Sauf  only  deth  or  elles  diflionour  : 
On  of  thife  two  behoveth  me  to  chefe.  | 
But  natheies,  yet  had  I  a  lever  lefe 
My  lif  than  of  my  body  have  a  fhame. 
Or  knov/  myfelven  falfe,  or  lefe  my  name  : 
And  witli  my  deth  I  may  be  quit  ywis  ; 
Hath  ther  not  many  a  noble  wif  or  this, 
Andmany  a  maid,  yflaine  hirefelf,  alas! 
Rather  than  with  hire  body  don  trefpas  ? 
Yes  certes ;  lo,  thife  ftories  here  witneffe. 

Whan  thirty  tyrants  ful  of  curfedneffe 
Had  flain  Phidon  in  Athens  at  the  feft. 
They  com.manded  his  doughtren  for  to  arrefl 
And  bringen  hem  beforne  him  defpit 
Al  naked,  to  fulfil  hire  foule  delit ; 
And  in  hir  fadres  blood  they  made  hem  dance 
Upon  the  pavement,  God  yeve  hem  mefchance  ! 
For  which  thife  v/oful  maidens,  ful  of  drede. 
Rather  than  they  wold  lefe  hlr  maidenhedc, 
They  priveiy  ben  ftert  into  a  welle. 
And  drcint  hemfelven,  as  the  bookes  telle. 

^They  of  A/Teff^ne  let  t-nquere  and  feke 
Of  Lacedomie  ilfty  maideiis  eke 
On  which  the  v>-olderi  doii  hir  leclierie  • 
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That  {he  ii'as,  flainc,  and  with  a  glad  entent 
Chees  rather  for  to  dicn  than  afient 
To  ben  oppreffed  of  hire  maidenhede. 
Why  fhiiid  I  than  to  dein  ben  in  drede  ? 

Lo  eke  the  tyrant  Ariftoclides, 
That  loved  a  maid  hight  Stimphalides, 
Whan  that  hire  father  flaine  was  on  a  night, 
Unto  Dianes  temple  goth  fiie  right, 
And  hente  the  image  in  hire  handes  two. 
Fro  which  image  wold  fhe  never  go; 
No  wight  her  handes  might  it  of  it  arrace 
Til  fhe  was  flaine  right  in  the  felve  place. 

Now  fm  that  maidens  luidden  fwiche  defpit 
To  be  deiouled  with  mannes  foule  dclit, 
Wei  ought  a  wif  rather  hirefelven  fie 
Than  be  defouled,  as  it  thinketh  me. 

What  ilial  I  fayn  of  Hafdrubales  wif, 
That  at  Cartage  beraft  hirefelf  hire  lif  ? 
For  whan  Ihe  faw  that  Remains  wan  the  toun. 
She  toke  hire  children  all,  and  flcipt  adoun 
Into  the  lire,  and  chees  rather  to  die 
Than  any  Romain  did  hire  valanie^ 

Hath  not  Lucrece  yflaine  hirefelf,  alas  ! 
At  Rome,  whan  that  flie  oppreffed  was 
Of  Tarquine  ?  for  hire  thought  it  was  a  (hame 
To  liven  whan  fhe  hadde  loll  hire  name. 

The  feven  maidens  of  Milefie  alfo 
Han  flaine  hemfelf,  for  veray  drede  and  wo. 
Rather  than  folk  of  Gaule  hem  fhuld  oppreffe. 

Mo  than  a  thoufand  llories,  as  I  geffe, 
Coude  I  now  tell  as  touching  this  matere,. 

Whan  Abradate  was  flain,  his  wif  fo  dere 
Hirefelven  flow,  and  let  hire  blood  to  glide 
In  Abradates  woundes  depe  and  wide, 
And  fayd,  My  body  at  the  lelle  way 
Ther  fllal  no  wight  defoulen  if  I  may. 

What  fliuld  I  mo  enfamples  hereof  fain  ? 
Sin  that  fo  many  han  hemfelven  flain, 
Wei  rather  than  they  v/old"defculed  be, 
I  wol  conclude  that  it  is  bet  for  me 
To  fle  myfelf  than  be  defouled  thus : 
I  wol  be  trewe  unto  Arviragus, 
Or  elles  fle  myfelf  in  fome  manere. 
As  Did  Demotiones  doughter  dere, 
Becaufe  flie  wolde  not  defouled  be. 

O  Sedafus  !  it  is  ful  gret  pitec 
To  reden  how  thy  doughtren  died,  alas  ! 
That  flowe  hemfelven  for  fwiche  maner  cas. 

As  gret  a  pitee  was  it,  or  wel  more, 
The  Theban  maiden  that  for  Nichanore 
Hirefelven  flow  right  for  fwiche  mcnere  wo. 
Another  Theban  mayden  did  right  fo, 
For  on  of  Macedoine  had  hire  opprefl"ed ; 
She  with  hire  deth  hire  maidenhed  redrelTed, 

What  Ihal  I  fain  of  Niccrates  wif,  , 

That  for  fwiche  cas  bereft  hirefelf  hire  lif? 

How  trewe  was  eke  to  Alcibiades 
His  love,  that  for  to  dien  rather  chees 
Than  for  to  fufli-e  his  body  unburied  be  ? 

Lo,  which  a  v/if  v/as  Alceile  eke  ?   (quod  flic) 
What  fayth  Hom.ere  of  good  Penelope  ? 
All  Greece  knoweth  of  hire  diaflitee. 

f  arde  of  Laodomia  is  wretten  thus, 
T^at  whan  at  Troye  %vas  flain  Prothefdaus 


No  lenger  wolde  flie  live  after  his  day. 

The  fame  of  noble  Portia  tell  I  may  ; 
Withouten  Brutus  coude  fhe  not  live. 
To  whom  ftie  had  all  whole  hire  herte  yeve. 

The  parfit  wif  hood  of  Artemifle 
Honoured  is  thurghout  all  Barbaric. 

O  Teuta  queue  !  thy  wifly  chafl:itee 
To  alle  wives  may  a  mirrour  be. 

Thus  plained  Dorigene  a  day  or  twey, 
Purpofing  ever  that  flie  wolde  dey ; 
But  natheles  upon  the  thridde  night 
Hume  came  Arviragus,  the  worthy  knight. 
And  axed  hire  why  that  flie  weep  fo  fore  ? 
And  file  gan  wepcn  ever  lenger  the  more. 
Alas,  quod  flie,  that  ever  I  was  yborne  ! 
Thus  have  1  faid,  (quod  flie)  thus  have  I  fwcrne, 
And  told  him  all,  as  ye  have  herd  before  : 
It  nedeth  not  reherfe  it  you  no  more. 

This  hufbond  with  glad  chere,  in  frendly  wife, 
Anfwerd  and  fayd  as  I  fhal  you  devife  ; 
Is  ther  ought  elles,  Dorigene,  but  this  ? 

Nay,  nay,  quod  fhe,  God,  helpe  me  fo,  as  wis 
This  is  to  much,  and  it  were  Goddes  will. 

Ye,  wif,  quod  he,  let  flepen  that  is  flill ; 
It  may  be  wel  paraventure^yet  to-day. 
Ye  flial  youi  trouthe  holden  by  my  fay  ; 
For  Godfo  wifly  have  mercy  on  me, 
I  had  wel  lever  ftiked  for  to  be. 
For  veray  love  which  that  I  to  you  have, 
But  if  ye  fhuld  your  trouthe  kepe  and  fave  : 
Trouth  is  the  hieft  thing  that  man  may  kepe. 
But  with  that  word  he  braft  anon  to  wepe. 
And  fayd  ;  I  you  forbede,  on  peine  of  deth. 
That  never  while  you  lafl;eth  lif  or  breth 
To  no  wight  tell  ye  this  mifaventure  ; 
As  I  may  beft  I  wol  my  v^'o  endure  : 
Ne  make  no  contenance  of  hevinefle. 
That  folk  of  you  may  demen  harme  or  geffe. 
And  forth  he  cleped  a  fquier  and  a  maid. 
Goth  forth  anon  with  Dorigene,  he  faid, 
And  bringeth  hire  to  fwiche  a  place  anon.  ' 

They  take  hir  leve,  and  on  hir  way  they  goU  f 
But  they  ne  wifl;en  why  fhe  thider  went ; 
She  n'olde  no  wight  tellen  hire  entent. 

This  fquier  which  that  highte  Aurelius, 
On  Dorigene  that  was  fo  amorous. 
Of  aventure  happed  hire  to  mete 
Amid  the  toun,  right  in  the  quickefl:  ftrete. 
As  flie  was  boun  to  go  the  way  forthright 
Toward  the  gardin,  ther  as  flie  had  hight ; 
And  he  was  to  the  gardinward  alfo. 
For  wel  he  fpicd  whan  flie  wolde  go 
Out  of  hire  ho  as  to  any  maner  place  : 
But  thus  they  met  of  aventure  or  grace. 
And  he  falueth  hire  with  glad  entent. 
And  axeth  of  hire  whiderward  flie  went. 

And  flie  anfwered  half  as  fhe  were  madj 
Unto  the  gardin,  as  myn  hufbond  bad, 
My  trouthe  for  to  hold,  alas  !  alas  ! 

Aurelius  gan  v/ondren  on  this  cas. 
And  in  his  herte  had  gret  compafllon 
Of  hire,  and  of  hire  lamentation, 
And  of  Arviragus,  the  worthy  knight. 
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So  lotli  him  was  his  wif  fliuld  breke  hire  trouthe  ; 

And  in  his  herte  he  caught  of  it  gret  routhe, 

Confidering  the  beft  on  every  fide, 

That  fro  his  hill  yet  were  him  lever  abide 

Than  do  fo  high  a  cherlifh  wretchedneffe 

Ageins  fraunchife  and  alle  gentilleffe 

for  which  in  few  wordes  fayd  he  thus  : 

Madame,  fay  to  your  Lord  Arviragus 
That  fin  I  fee  the  grete  gentilleffe 
Of  him,  and  eke  1  fee  wel  your  diflreffe, 
That  him  were  lever  havcifhame  (and  that  were 

nouthe) 
Than  ye  to  me  fhuld  breken  thus  your  trouthe, 
1  hadde  wel  lever  ever  to  fuffren  wo 
Than  to-depart  the  love  betwix  ypu  two. 
J  you  relefc,  Madame ;  into  your  hond 
Quit  every  feurement  and  every  bond 
That  ye  han  made  to  me  as  herebeforne 
JSin  tliilke  time  that  ye  were  yborne. 
Have  here  my  trouthe,  I  flial  you  never  repreve 
Of  no  behefl ;  and  here  1  take  my  leve 
As  of  the  trewefl  and  the  befle  wif 
That  ever  yet  1  knew  in  all  my  }if. 
But  every  wif  beware  of  hire  behefl:  j 
On  Dorigene  remembreth  at  the  left. 
Thus  can  a  fquier  don  a  gentil  dede 
As  wel  as  can  a  knight,  withouten  drede. 

She  thanketh  him  upon  hire  knees  bare, 
And  home  unto  hire  hufbond  is  fhe  fare. 
And  told  him  all  as  ye  han  herd  me  fayd ; 
And,  trufleth  me,  he  w^as  fo  wel  apayd 
That  it  were  impoflible  me  to  write. 

What  ftiuld  I  lenger  of  this  cas  endite  ? 
Arvira-gus  and  Dorigene  his  wif 
In  foveraine  bliffe  leden  forth  hir  lif, 
Never  eft  ne  was  ther  anger  hem  betwene  ; 
He  cherifhed  hire  as  though  fhe  were  a  quene. 
And  flie  was  to  him  trewe  for  evermore. 
Of  thife  two  folk  ye  get  of  me  no  more. 

Aurelius,  that  his  cofl  hath  all  forlorne, 
Curfeth  the  time  that  ever  he  was  borne. 
Alas  !  quod  he,  alas  that  I  behight 
Of  pured  gold  a  thoufand  pound  of  wight 
Unto  this  philofophre  !  how  ftial  I  do  i 
I  fee  no  more  but  that  I  am  fordo. 
Min  heritage  pote  1  nedes  fell. 
And  ben  a  beggar  here  I  n'ill  not  dvirell, 
And  fhamen  all  my  kinrede  in  this  place, 
But  I  of  him  may  geten  better  grace  : 
But  natheles  1  wol  of  him  affay 
At  certain  daies  yere  by  yere  tp  pay. 
And  thanke  him  of  his  grete  curtefic. 
My  trouthe  wol  I  kepe,  1  wol  not  lie. 


With  herte  fore  he  goth  unto  his  cofrCj- 
And  broughte  gold  unto  this  philfophre. 
The  value  of  five  hundred  pound  I  gefle. 
And  him  befecheth  of  his  gentilleffe 
To  graunt  him  daies  of  the  remenaunt. 
And  fayde ;  Maifter,  1  dare  wel  make  avauHt 
I  failled  never  of  my  trouthe  as  yet ; 
For  fikerly  my  dette  Ihal  be  be  quit 
Towardes  you,  how  fo  that  ever  I  fare 
To  gon  a  begging  in  my  kirtle  bare  : 
But  wold  ye  vouchen  fauf  upon  feurtee 
Two  yere  or  three  for  to  refpiten  me. 
Than  were  I  wel,  for  elles  mote  1  fell 
Min  heritage  ;  ther  is  no  more  to  tell. 

This  philofophre  fobrely  anfwerd. 
And  faied  thus,  whan  he  thife  wordes  herd  ; 
Have  1  not  holden  covenant  to  thee  ? 

Yes,  certes,  wel  and  trewely,  quod  he. 
Haft  thou  not  had  thy  lady  as  thee  liketh  ? 

No,  no,  quod  he,  and  forwefully  he  fiketh* 
What  was  the  caufe  ?  tell  me  if  thou  can. 

Aurelius  his  talc  anon  began, 
J'  nd  told  him  all  as  ye  han  herd  before  ; 
It  nedeth  not  reherfe  it  any  more. 
He  fayd,  Arviragus  of  gentilleffe 
Had  lever  die  in  forwe  and  in  diflreffe 
Than  that  his  wif  were  of  hire  trouthe  fals. 
The  forwe  of  Dorigene  he  told  him  als. 
How  loth  hire  was  to  ben  a  wicked  wif. 
And  that  fhe  lever  had  loft  that  day  hire  lif ; 
And  that  her  trouth  fhe  fwore  thurgh  innocence  j 
She  never  erft  hadde  herd  fpeke  of  apparence  : 
That  made  me  han  of  hire  fo  gret  pitee. 
And  right  as  freely  as  he  fent  hire  to  me 
As  freely  fent  I  hire  to  him  again. 
This  is  all  and  fom ;  ther  n'is  no  more  to  fain. 

The  philofophre  anfwerd  ;  Leve  brothre, 
Everich  of  you  did  gentilly  to  other  : 
Thou  art  ?  fquier,  and  he  is  a  knight. 
But  God  forbede,  for  his  blifsful  might. 
But  if  a  clerk  could  don  a  gentil  dede 
As  wel  as  any  of  you,  it  is  no  drede. 

Sire,  I  relefe  thee  thy  thoufand  pound, 
As  thou  right  now  were  crope  out  of  the  grount^,■ 
Ne  never  er  now  ne  haddeft  knowen  me  : 
For,  Sire,  I  wol  not  take  a  peny  of  thee 
For  all  my  craft,  ne  nought  for  ijiy  travaille  : 
Thou  haft  ypaied  wel  for  my  vitaille. 
It  is  ynough,  and  farewel,  have  good  day. 
And  toke  his  hors,  and  forth  he  goth  his  way. 

Lordings,  this  queftion  wold  I  axen  now, 
Which  was  the  mofte  free,  as  thinketh  you? 
Now  telleth  me  or  that  ye  further  wende, 
1 1  canBp  more,  my  Talc  is  at  an  ende. 
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1  E,  let  that  paffen,  quod  our  Hofte,  as  npw- 
Sire  Doftour  of  Phyfike,  I  prey  you. 
Tell  us  a  Tale  of  fom  honell  matere. 


It  flial  be  don,  if  that  ye  wol  it  here. 
Said  this  Docftcur,  and  his  Tale  began  anon. 
Now,  good  men,  quod  he,  herkeneth  everich  Qn. 


THE  DOCTOURES  TALE* 


Ther.  was,  as  telleth  Titus  Livius, 
A  knight  that  cleped  was  Virginius, 
Fulfilled  of  honour  and  worthinefle. 
And  ftrong  of  frendes,  and  of  gret  richefTe, 

This  knight  a  doughter  hadde  by  his  wif ; 
No  children  had  he  mo  in  all  his  lif. 
Paire  was  this  maid  in  excellent  beautee 
Aboven  every  wight  that  man  may  fee. 
For  Nature  hath  with  foveraine  diligence 
Yformed  hire  in  fo  gret  excellence 
As  though  fhe  wolde  fayn,  Lo,  I  Nature, 
Thus  can  I  forme  and  peint  a  creature, 
"Whan  that  me  lifl  :  who  c^n  me  coutfefete? 
Pigmalion  ?  not  though  he  ay  forge  and  bete. 
Or  grave,  or  peinte  ;  for  I  dare  wel  fain 
Apelles,  Xeuxis,  fhulden  werche  in  vain 
Other  to  grave,  or  peinte,  or  forge,  or  bete, 
If  they  prefumed  me  to  countrefete  : 
For  he  that  is  the  former  principal 
Hath  maked  me  his  vicaire  general 
To  forme  and  peinten  earthly  creatures 
Right  as  we  lift  ;  and  eche  thing  in  my  cure  is 
Under  the  mone  that  may  wane  and  waxe  ; 
And  for  my  werk  right  nothing  wol  I  axe  : 
My  lord  and  I  ben  ful  of  on  accord ; 
I  made  hire  to  the  worfhip  of  my  lord, 

«  Virginius  naycth  his  only  d^.u^hter  ratlier  than  ihe 
ffiall  be  defiled  by  the  letclieroufi  judge  Appms.  Sf. 


So  do  I  all  min  other  creatures, 

What  colour  that  they  han  or  what  figurcfc 

Thus  femeth  me  that  Nature  wolde  fay. 

This  maid  of  age  twelf  yere  was  and  tway 
In  which  that  nature  hadde  fwiche  delit ; 
For  right  as  fhe  can  peint  a  lily  whit 
And  red  a  rofe,  right  with  fwiche  peinture 
She  peinted  hath  this  noble  creature 
Er  fhe  was  borne  upon  hire  limmes  free, 
Wheras  by  right  fwiche  colours  Ihulden  be; 
And  phebus  died  hath  hire  treffes  grete 
Like  to  the  ftremes  of  his  burned  hcte. 
And  if  that  excellent  were  hire  beautee, 
A  thoufand  fold  more  vertuous  was  fhe. 
In  hire  ne  lacked  no  condition 
That  is  to  preife,  as  by  difcretion. 
As  wel  in  goft  as  body  chafl  was  flie. 
For  which  fhe  floured  in  virginitee 
With  all  humilitee  and  abftinence. 
With  all  attemperance  and  patience. 
With  meafure  eke  of  bering  and  array. 
Difcrete  fhe  was  in  anfwering  alway. 
Though  fhe  were  wife  as  Pallas,  dare  I  fain, 
Hire  facounde  eke  ful  womanly  and  plain  : 
No  countrefeted  terms  hadde  fhe 
To  femen  wife,  but  after  hire  degree 
She  fpake,  and  all  hire  werdes  more  and  lelTe 
Souping  in  vertue  and  in  gentilleffe. 

4 


i-oS 


THE  ©©CTOtrmS  TAL5E. 


Shamefaft  fiie  was  in  maidens  fhamefaftnefTe, 
Conllant  in  hei'te  out  of  idel  befineffe 
To  drive  hire  out  of  idel  flogardie. 
Bacchus  had  of  hire  mouth  right  no  maiflrie, 
For  wine  and  youthe  don  Venus  encrefe. 
As  men  in  fire  wol  caften  oile  and  grefe. 
And  of  hire  owen  vertue  unconflreined 
•She  hath  hirefelf  ful  often  fike  yfeined, 
For  that  fhe  wolde  fleen  the  compagnic 
Wher  likely  was  to  treten  of  folie. 
As  is  at  feftes,  at  revels,  and  at  dances 
That  ben  occafions  of  daliances. 
Swiche  thinges  maken  childraa  for  to  be 
To  fone  ripe  and  bold,  as  men  may  fee, 
Which  is  ful  perilous,  and  hath  ben  yore  ; 
For  al  to  fone  may  fhe  lerncn  lore 
Of  boldneffe  whan  fhe  woxen  is  a  wif. 

And  ye  maiftreffes  in  your  olde  lif, 
That  lordcs  daughters  han  in  governance, 
Ne  taketh  of  my  wordes  difplefance  : 
Thinketh  that  ye  ben  fet  in  governinges 
Of  lordes  doughters  only  for  two  thinges, 
Other  for  ye  han  kept  your  honeftee. 
Or  elles  for  ye  han  fallen  in  freeltee. 
And  knowen  wel  ynough  the  olde  dance, 
And  han  forfaken  fully  fwiche  mefchance 
For  evei-mo  ;  therefore  for  Chrifles  fake 
To  teche  hem  vertue  loke  that  ye  ne  flake. 

A  theef  of  venifon,  that  hath  forlaft 
His  likeroufneffe  and  all  his  olde  craft. 
Can  kepe  a  forcfh  beft  of  any  man  : 
Now  kepeth  hem  wel,  for  if  ye  wol  ye  can. 
Lioke  wel  that  unto  no  vice  affent, 
Xveft  ye  be  damned  for  your  wikke  entent. 
For  who  fo  doth  a  traytour  is  certain  : 
And  taketh  kepe  of  that  I  fhal  you  fain  ; 
Of  alle  trefon  foveraine  peflilence 
Is  whan  a  wight  betrayeth  innocaice. 

Ye  fathers,  and  ye  mothers  eke  alfo. 
Though  ye  han  children,  be  it  on  or  mo. 
Your  is  the  charge  of  all  hir  furveance. 
While  that  they  ben  under  your  governance  r 
Beth  ware  that  by  €nfample  of  your  living. 
Or  by  your  negligence  in  chaftifing. 
That  they  ne  perilh,  for  I  dare  w«l  faye 
If  that  they  don  ye  fhul  it  dere  abeye. 
Under  a  ftiepherd  foft  and  negligent 
The  wolf  hath  many  a  ftiepe  and  lamb  to-rent, 

Sufficeth  this  enfample  now  as  here. 
For  I  mote  turne  agcn  to  my  matere. 

This  maid,  of  which  I  tell  my  Talc  exprefTe, 
She  kept  hirefelf,  hire  neded'no  maiftreffe. 
For  in  hire  living  maidens  mightcn  rede. 
As  in  a  book,  every  good  word  and  dede 
That  longetli  to  a  maiden  vertuous : 
She  was  io  prudent  and  fo  bounteous, 
For  which  the  fame  out  fprong  on  every  fide 
Both  of  hire  beautee  and  hire  bountee  wide. 
That  thurgh  the  load  they  preifed  hire  ech  one 
That  loved  vertue,  fauf  Envie  alone, 
That  fory  is  of  other  manncs  wele, 
And  glad  is  of  his  forwe  and  his  unhele. 
The  Doclour  maketh  this  defcriptioun. 

This  maiden  on  a  day  went  in  the  tc.un 


Toward  a  temple,  with  hire  mother  derCj 
As  is  of  young  maidens  the  manere. 

Now  was  ther  than  a  juftice  in  that  tonn 
That  gov^rnour  was  of  that  regioun  ; 
And  fo  befell  this  juge  his  eyen  caft 
Upon  this  maid,  avifmg  hire  ful  fall 
As  fhe  £amc  foith  by  ther  this  juge  flood  : 
Anon  his  his  herte  changed  and  his  mood, 
So  was  he  caught  with  beautee  of  this  maid,- 
And  to  himfelf  ful  prively  he  faid. 
This  maiden  Ihal  be  min  for  any  man. 

Anon  the  fend  into  his  herte  ran. 
And  taught  him  fodenly  that  he  by  flight 
This  maiden  to  his  purpos  winnen  might ; 
For  certesby  no  force  ne  by  no  mede 
Him  thought  the  was  not  able  for  to  fpede ; 
For  fhe  was  ftrong  of  frendes,  end  eke  fhe 
Confermed  was  in  fwiche  foveraine  bountee 
That  wel  he  wift  he  might  hire  never  winn£ 
As  for  to  make  hire  with  hire  body  fmne : 
For  which  with  gret  deliberatioun 
He  fent  after  a  cherl  was  in  the  toun. 
The  which  he  knew  for  fotil  and  for  bold. 
This  juge  unto  this  cherl  his  tale  hath  told 
In  fecree  v^ife,  and  made  him  to  enfure 
He  Ihulde  tell  it  to  no  creature, 
And  if  he  did  he  fliulde  lefe  his  hede. 
And  whan  affented  was  this  curfed  rede. 
Glad  was  the  juge,  and  maked  him  gret  chere, 
And  yaf  him  yeftes  precious  and  dere 

Whan  fhapen  was  ail  hir  ccnfpiracie 
Fro  point  to  point,  how  that  hislecherie 
Parformed  fhulde  be  ful  fotiliy. 
As  ye  fhul  here  it  after  openly, 
Home  goth  this  cherl,  that  highte  Claudius; 
This  falfe  juge,  that  highte  Appius, 
(So  was  his  name,  for  it  is  no  fable. 
But  knowen  for  an  hiftoiial  thing  notable ; 
The  fentence  of  it  foth  is  out  of  doute) 
This  falfe  juge  goth  now  fafl  aboute 
To  haflen  his  delit  all  that  he  may. 
And  fo  befell,  fone  after  on  a  day 
This  falfe  juge,  as  telleth  us  the  ftorie. 
As  he  was  wont,  fat  in  his  conllflorie, 
And  yaf  his  domes  upon  fondry  cas. 
This  falfe  cherl  came  forth  a  ful  gret  pas. 
And  faide  ;  Lord,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 
As  doth  me  right  upon  this  pitous  bill. 
In  which  I  plaine  upon  Virginius ; 
And  if  that  he  wol  fayn  it  is  not  thus, 
I  wol  it  preve,  and  finden  good  witneffe 
That  foth  isthatmy  bilk  wol  exprefTe. 

The  juge  anfwerd,  Of  this  in  his  abfence 
I  may  not  yeve  diffinitif  fentence. 
Let  don  him  call,  and  I  wol  gladly  liere  : 
Thou  (halt  have  right  and  wrong  as  nowhei-e. 
Virginius  came  to  wete  the  juges  will, 
And  right  anon  was  red  this  curfed  bill  ; 
The  fentence  of  it  was  as  ye  fliul  here. 

To  you  my  Lord  Sire  Appius  fo  dere 
Shcweth  your  poure  fervant  Claudius 
Haw  that  a  knight  called  Virginius 
Agein  tlio  lawe,  agein  all  equitee, 
Holdethj  exprelTc  agein  the  will  of  mr, 


THE    DOCTOURES    TALE. 


ICf 


My  fervant  which  that  is  my  thral  by  right, 
Which  from  min  hous  was  ilolen  on  a  night 
While  that  fhe  was  ful  yong ;  1  wol  it  prcve 
By  witneffe,  Lord,  fo  that  it  you  not  grcve  : 
She  n'ishis  doughter  nought,  what  fo  he  fay; 
Wherfore  to  you,  my  Lord  the  juge,  I  pray; 
Yeld  me  my  thrat,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 
Lo,  this  was  all  the  fentence  of  his  bill. 
Virginius-  gan  upon  the  cherl  behold  ; 
But  haftily  cr  he  his  tale  told, 
And  wold  han  pre-ved  it  as  Ihuld  a  knight, 
And  eke  by  witneffing  of  many  a  wighti 
That  all  was  faife  that  faid  his  adversary, 
This  curfed  juge  wolde  nothing  tary, 
Ne  here  a  word  more  of  Virginius, 
But  yave  his  jugement,  and  faide  thus  : 

I  denie  anofi  this"  eherl  his  fervant  have; 
Thou  fhalt  no  lenger  in  thin  hoiis  hire  fave  ; 
Go  bring  hife  forth,  and  put  hire  in  our  ward  r 
The  cherl  flial  have  his  thral ;  thus  1  award. 
And  whan  this  worthy  knight  Virginius, 
Thurgh  fentence  of  this  juftice  Appius, 
Mufte  by  force  his  dere  doughter  yeven 
Unto  the  juge,  in  lecherie  to  liven. 
He  goth  him  home,  and  fet  him  in  his  hall, 
And  let  anon  his  dere  doughter  call ; 
And  with  a  face  ded  as  aftien  cold 
tJpon  hife  humble  face  he  gan  behold, 
With  fadres  pitee  Hiking  thurgh  hisherte, 
Al  wold  he  from  his  purpos  not  converte, 

Doughter,  quod  he,  Virginia  by  thy  name, 
Therben  two  waies,  other  deth  or  fliame, 
That  thou  muft  faiFre,  alas  that  I  was  bore  ! 
For  never  thou  defervedeft  wherfore 
To  dien  with  a  fvverd  or  with  a  knif. 
O  dere  doughter,  ender  of  my  lif  1 
Which  I  have  foflred  up  with  fwiche  plefance 
That  thou  were  never  out  of  my  remembrance ; 
O  doughter  !  which  that  art  my  lafte  wo. 
And  in  my  lif  my  lafle  joye  alfo  ; 
O  gemme  of  chaftitee  !  in  patience 
Take  thou  thy  deth,  for  this  is  my  fentence ; 
For  love  and  not  for  hate  thou  muft  be  ded ; 
My  pitous  hond  muft  fmiten  of  thin  hed. 
Alas  that  ever  Appius  thee  fay  ! 
Thus  hath  he  falfely  judged  thee  to-day. 
And  told  hire  all  the  cas,  as  ye  before 
Han  herd;  it  needeth  not  to  tell  it  more-. 
O  mercy,  dere  father  !  quOd  this  maid. 
And  with  that  word  fhe  both  hire  armes  laid 
About  his  necke,  as  fhe  was  wont  to  do, 
4The  teres  br^ft  ©«  Of  his  eyentwo) 


And  faid,  O  goode  father  flia]  I  die  ? 
Is  ther  no  grace  ?  is  ther  no  remedie  ? 

No  certes,  dere  doughter  min  !  quod  he. 
Than  yeve  me  leifer,  father  min  quod  fhe, 
My  deth  for  to  compla'ne  a  litelfpace  ; 
For  parde  Jepte  yave  his  doughter  grace 
For  to  comptaine  or  he  hire  flow,  alas ! 
And  God  it  wot  nothing  was  hire  trefpas. 
But  for  fhe  ran  hire  father  firft  to  fee, 
To  welcome  him  with  gret  folempnitee. 
And  with  that  word  flie  fell  afwoun  anon. 
And  after,  wha;n  hire  fwouning  v/as  agon. 
She  rifeth  up,  and  to  hire  father  faid  ; 
Bleffed  be  God  that  I  fhal  die  a  maid ! 
Yeve  me  my  deth  or  that  I  have  a  fliame  : 
Doth  with  your  child  your  wille  a  Goddes  name. 
And  with  that  word  fhe  pTaied  him  ful  oft 
That  with  his  fwerd  he  wolde  fmite  hire  foft  j 
And  with  that  word  afvvoune  again  fhe  fell. 
Hire  father,  with  ful  forweful  herte  and  will. 
Hire  hed  of  fmote,  and  by  the  top  it  hent. 
And  to  the  juge  he  gan  it  to  prefent, 
As  he  fat  yet  in  dome  in  confiftorie. 

And  whan  the  juge  it  faw,  as  faith  the  ftorie^ 
He  bad  to  take  him  and  anhang  him  fafl  : 
But  right  anon  a  thoufand  peple  in  thraft 
To  fave  the  knight  for  routh  and  for  pitee. 
For  knowen  was  the  falfe  iniquitee. 

The  peple  anon  had  fafpecSt  in  this  things 
By  maner  of  the  cherles  chalenging. 
That  it  was  by  the  affent  of  Appius 
They  wiften  well  that  he  was  lecherous  ; 
For  which  unto  this  Appius  they  gon. 
And  cafte  him  in  a  prifon  right  anon. 
Whereas  he  flow  hLmfelf ;  and  Claudius, 
That  fervant  ■rt'as  unto  this  Appius, 
Was  demed  for  to  hang  upon  a  tree. 
But  that  Virginius  of  his  pitee 
So  prayed  for  him  that  he  was  exiled. 
And  elles  certes  had  he  ben  beguiled  ; 
The  rernenant  were  anhanged,  more  and  leilCj 
That  were  confentant  of  this  curfednefle. 

Here  men  may  fee  how  fin  hath  his  merite  ; 
Beth  were,  for  na  man  wot  whom  God  wol  imit 
In  no  degree,  ne  in  which  maner  wife 
The  worme  of  confcience  may  agrife 
Of  wicked  lif,  though  it  fo  privee  be 
That  no  man  w6te  tiierof  fauf  God  and  he  ; 
For  be  he  lewed  man  or  elles  lered 
He  n'ot  how  fone  that  he  fhal  ben  afered  r 
Therfore  I  rede  you  this  confeil  take. 
Fcrf^ieth  finne  or  {mtte  ycu  forlikc, 
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Our  Hofte  gan  to  fwere  as  he  were  woodj 

Harrow  !  (quod  he)  by  nailes  and  by  blood 

This  was  a  falfe  cherl  and  a  falfe  juftice. 

As  fliameful  deth  as  herte  can  divife 

Come  to  thife  juges  and  hir  advocas. 

Algate  this  fely  naaide  is  flajn,  alas ! 

Alas !  to  dere  abought  Ihe  hire  beautee ; 

Wherfore  1  -fay  that  all  day  man  may  fee 

That  yeftes  of  Fortune  and  of  Nature 

Ben  caufe  of  deth  to  many  a  creature. 

Hire  beautee  was  hire  deth,  I  dare  wel  fain  : 

Alas!  fo  pitoufly  as  flie  was  flain. 

Of  bothe  yeftes  that  I  fpeke  of  now 

Men  han  ful  often  more  for  harm  than  prow. 

But  trewely,  min  owen  maifter  dere. 
This  was  a  pitous  Tale  for  to  heire ; 
But  natheles  pafle  over  is  no  force. 
I  pray  to  God  to  fave  thy  gentil  corps. 
And  eke  thyn  urinals  and  thy  jordanes, 
Thin  Ypoc^is,  and  eke  thy  Galianes, 
And  every  boift  ful  of  thy  letuarie 
God  bleffe  hem  and  our  Lady  Seint  Marie. 


So  mote. I  the  thou  art  a  propre  man, 

And  like  a  prelat,  by  Seint  Ronian. 

Said  I  not  wel  •'  I  cannot  fpeke  in  terine ; 

But  wel  I  wot  thou  doft  min  herte  to  erme, 

That  I  have  almoft  caught  a  cardiacle  : 

By  corpus  Domini  but  I  have  triacle. 

Or  elles  a  draught  of  moift  and  corny  ale* 

Or  but  I  here  anon  a  mery  Talcj 

Myn  herte  is  loft  for  pitee  of  this  maid. 

Thou  bel  amy,  thou  Pardoner  he  faid, 

Tel  us  fom  mirth  of  japes  right  anon. 

It  Ihal  be  don,  quod  he,  by  Seint  Ronioi. 
But  firft  (quod  he)  here  at  this  ale-ftake 
I  wol  both  drinke  and  biten  on  a  cake. 
But  right  anon  thife  gentiles  gan  to  crie ; 

Nay,  let  him  tell  us  of  no  ribaudrie  : 
Tell  us  fom  moral  thing,  that  we  mow  lere 
Som  wit,  and  thanne  wol  we  gladly  herCi 
I  graunte  ywis,  quod  he ;  but  I  muft  thinke 
Upon  fom  honeft  thing  while  that  I  drinke. 
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LoRDiNGS,  quod  he,  in  chirche  whan  I  preche, 
1  peine  me  to  have  an  hautein  fpeche. 
And  ring  it  out  as  round  as  goth  a  bell, 
For  \  can  all  by  rote  that  I  tell. 
My  tenie  is  alway  on,  and  ever  was. 
Radix  malarum  eft  cupiditas. 

Firft  I  pronounce  whennes  that  I  come, 
And  than  my  buUes  fliew  1  alle  and  fome  : 
Our  liege  lordes  fele  on  my  patente 
That  fhew  I  firft,  my  body  tqwarrente. 
That  no  man  be  fo  bold,  ne  preeft  ne  clerk, 
Me  to  difturbe  of  Criftes  holy  vvrerk  : 

*  A  company  of  rioters  confpire  to  kill    Death,   who 
^tfl.eth  thero  ons  after  another,    Si>dsht.^ 


And  after  that  than  tell  1  forth  my  tales. 
BuUes  of  popes  and  of  cardinales, 
Of  patriarkes  and  biflioppes,  I  IheVve, 
And  in  Latin  I  fpeke  a  wordes  fewe 
To  faffron  with  my  predication, 
And  for  to  ftere  men  to  devotion  : 
Than  fliew  I  forth  my  longe  criftal  ftones, 
Ycrammed  ful  of  cloutes  and  of  bones  ; 
Relikes  they  ben,  as  wenen  they  eqhon. 

Than  have  I  in  laton  a  fliulder  bone 
Whic^  that  was  of  an  holy  lewes  fliepe, 
'  Good  men,  fay  I,  take  of  my  wordes  kepc  « 
If  that  this  bone  be  waftie  in  any  well 
If  COW,  or  calf,  w  fliepe,  or  oxe,  fwell* 


THE   PARD'dNERES    tALE. 


iu 


That  ar.y  worm  hath  ete,  or  worm  yftonge, 
Take  water  of  that  well  and  wafh  his  tonge, 
And  it  is  hole  anon  ;  and  forthermore, 
Of  pockes  and  of  fcab,  and  every  fore, 
Shal  every  ftiepe  be  hole  that  of  this  well 
Drinketh  a  dranght :  take  kepe  of  that  I  tell. 
If  rfiat  the  good  man  that  the  beftes  oweth 
Wol  every  wfike,  er  that  the  cok  him  croweth, 
Icifling  ydrinken  of  this  well  a  draught, 
As  thilke  holy  Jew  our  eldres  taught. 
His  befles  and  his  Itore  Ihal  mukipiie  : 
And,  Sires,  alfo  it  heleth  jaloufie  ; 
For  though  a  man  be  fatlc  in  jalous  rage. 
Let  maken  with  this  water  his  potage. 
And  never  ihal  he  more  hi»  wif  millrift, 
Though  he  the  foth  of  hire  defaute  wilt, 
Al  had  fhe  taken  preeftes  two  or  three. 

Here  is  a  mitaine  eke  that  ye  may  fee  : 
He  that  his  hand  wol  put  in  this  mitaine 
He  fhal  have  multiplying  of  his  graine. 
Whan  he  hath  fowen,  be  it  whete  or  otes, 
So  that  he  offer  pens  of  elles  grotes. 

And  m€n  and  women,  o  thiilg  warne  I  y^u^ 
If  any  wight  be  in  this  chirche  now 
That  hatii  don  finne  horrible,  fo  that  he 
Dare'  not  for  fhame  of  it  yfhriven  be  ; 
Or  any  woman,  be  Ihe  yong  or  old. 
That  bath  ymade  hire  hufbond  cokewold, 
Swichc  folk  fhul  han  no  power  ne  no  ^ace 
To  offer  to  my  relikes  in  this  place  : 
And  who  fo  findeth  him  oxit  of  fwiche  blame 
He  wol  come  up  and  offer  in  Goddes  nanie, 
And  I  afibyle  him  by  the  audtoritee 
Which  that  by  bulle  ygranted  was  to  me. 

By  this  gaude  have  I  w^onnen  yere  by  yere 
An  hundred  mark  fin  I  was  Pardonere. 
I  Honde  like  a  clerk  in  my  pulpet, 
And  whan  the  Icwed  peple  is  doun  yfet 
I  preche  fo  as  ye  han  herd  before. 
And  tell  an  hundred  falfe  japes  more  : 
Than  peine  I  me  to  ftretchen  forth  my  necke. 
And  eft  and  weft  upon  the  peple  I  becke. 
As  doth  a  dove  fitting  upon  a  berne  : 
Myn  hondes  and  my  tonge  gon  fo  yerne, 
That  it  is  joye  to  fee  my  befineffe. 
Of  avarice  and  fwiche  curfedneffe 
Is  all  my  preching,  for  to  make  hem  free 
To  yevc  liir  pens,  and  namely  unto  me-; 
For  min  entente  is  not  but  for  to  winne. 
And  nothing  for  correiftion  of  finne  : 
I  recke  never  whan  that  they  be  beried 
Though  that  hir  foules  gon  a  blake  beried. 

For  certes  many  a  predication 
Cometh  oft  time  of  evil  entention ; 
Som  for  plefance  of  folk  and  flaterie. 
To  ben  avanced  by  hypocrifie  ; 
And  fom  for  vaine  glorie,  and  fom  for  hate  : 
For  whan  I  dare  non  other  wayes  debate. 
Than  wol  I  fting  him  with  my  tonge  fn^erte 
In  preching,  fo  that  he  fhal  not  afterte 
To  ben  defamed  falfely,  if  that  he 
Hath  trefpafed  to  my  brethren  or  to  me  : 
For  though  I  telle  not  his  propre  name. 
Men  fliai  \yel  knowen  that  it  is  the  fame 


By  fignes,  and  by  other  circumftances. 

Thus  quite  I  folk  that  don  us  difpiefances. 

Thus  fpit  I  out  my  venime  under  hewe 

Of  holineffe,  to  feme  holy  and  trewe. 

But  fhortly  min  entente  I  wol  devife  ; 

I  preche  of  nothing  btit  for  covetife, 

Therfore  my  teme  is  yet,  and  ever  was, 

Radix  mahrum  eft  cupiditas. 

Thus  can  I  preche  again  the  fame  vice 

Which  that  I  lafe,  and  that  is  avarice. 

But  though  myfelf  be  gilty  in  that  finne. 

Yet  can  I  maken  other  folk  to  twinne 

From  avarice,  and  fore  hem  to  repente ; 

But  that  is  ix)t  my  principal  entente  ; 

1  pr<;che  nothing  but  for  covetife. 

Of  this  matere  it  ought  ynough  fuffife. 
Than  tell  I  hem  enfamples  many  on 

Of  olde  ftories  longe  tim.e  agon, 

For  lewed  peple  loven  tales  olde  ; 

Swiche  thinges  can  they  wel  report  and  holde. 

What  ?  trowen  ye  that  whiles  I  may  preche 
Andwinnen  gold  andfilver  for  I  teche, 

That  I  v/ol  live  in  poverte  wilfully  ? 
Nay,  nay;  I  thought  it  never  trewcly  ; 
For  I  wol  preche  and  beg  in  fondry  londes, 
I  wol  not  do  no  labour  with  min  hondes, 
Ne  make  bafkettes  for  to  live  therby, 
Becaufe  I  wol  not  beggen  idelly. 
I  wol  non  of  the  apoftles  contrefete ; 
I  wol  have  money,  woUe,  chcfe,  and  whete, 
Al  were  it  yeven  of  the  poureft  page. 
Or  of  the  poureft  widewe  in  a  village, 
Al  fliulde  hire  children  fterven  for  famine  :' 
Nay,  I  woldrinke  the  licour  of  the  vine,' 
And  have  a  joly  wenche  in  every  toun. 

But  herkeneth,  Lordings,  in  conclufioun. 
Your  liking  is  that  I  fliall  tell  a  Tale. 
Now  I  have  dronke  a  draught  of  corny  ale. 
By  God  I  hope  I  fhal  you  tell  a  thing 
That  fhal  by  refon  ben  at  your  likincr; 
For  though  myfelf  be  a  ful  vicious  man, 
A  moral  Tale  yet  I  you  tellen  can, 
Which  I  am  wont  to  prechen  for  to  winne. 
Now  hold  your  pees,  my  Tale  I  wol  beo-iung. 

In  Flandres  whiiom  was  a  compagnie 
Of  yonge  folk  that  haunteden  folic, 
As  hazard,  riot,  ftewes,  and  tavernes, 
Wheras  with  harpes,  lutes,  and  giternes. 
They  dance  and  plaie  at  dis  bothe  day  and  ni«-ht 
And  ete  alfo  and  drinke  over  hir  might, 
Thurgh  which  they  don  the  devil  facrificc, 
Within  the  devils  temple,  in  curfed  wife, 
By  fuperfluitee  abhominable. 
Hir  othes  benfo  gret  and  fo  damnable 
That  it  is  grifly  for  to  here  hem  fwere. 
Our  blisful  Lordes  body  they  to-tere  ; 
Hem  thought  the  Jewes  rent  him  not  ynouTh ; 
And  cche  of  hem  at  others  finne  lough. 
And  right  anon  in  comen  tombefteres 
Fetia  and  fm'ale,  and  yonge  fruitefteres. 
Singers  with  harpes,  haudes,  wafereres. 
Which  ben  the  veray  devils  officeres. 
To  kindle  and  blow  the  fire  of  Iccherie. 

!  That  is  annexed  unto  glutonic» 
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The  holy  writ  take  I  to  my  wltneffe 
That  luxurie  is  in  wine  and  di-onkeneffe. 

Lo,  how  that  dronken  Loth  unkindely 
Lay  by  his  daughters  two  unwetingly  ; 
So  dronke  he  was  he  n'ifte  what  he  wrought, 

Herodes,  who  fo  wel  the  ftories  fought, 
Whan  he  of  wine  replete  was  at  his  feftc, 
Right  at  his  owen  table  he  yave  his  hcflc 
To  fleen  the  Baptift  John  ful  gilteles. 

Seneca  faith  a  good  word  douteles ; 
He  faith  he  can  no  diflerence  find 
Betwix  a  man  that  is  out  of  his  mind 
And  a  man  whiche  that  is  dronkelew; 
But  that  woodneffc,  yfallcn  in  a  flirev/, 
Perfevereth  lenger  than  doth  dronkeneffe. 

O  glotonie  !  fidl  of  curfedneffs, 
O  caufe  firil  of  our  confufion  ! 
O  original  of  our  damnation  ! 
Til  Crill  had  bought  us  with  his  blood  again  : 
Loketh  how  dere,  fhortly  for  to  fain, 
Abought  was  thilke  curfed  vilanie  : 
Corrupt  was  all  this  world  for  glotonie. 

Adam  our  father,  arid  his  wif  alfo, 
Fro  Paradis  to  labour  and  to  wo 
Were  driven  for  that  vice,  it  is  no  drede; 
For  while  that  Adam  fafted,  as  I  rede, 
He  was  in  Paradis,  and  whan  that  he 
Ete  of  the  fruit  defended  on  a  tree, 
Anon  he  v/as  out  cafl:  to  wo  and  peine. 

0  glotonie  !  on  thee  wcl  ought  us  plaine. 
O  !  will  a  man  how  many  maladies 

Folwen  of  exceffe  and  of  glotoniss, 
He  wolde  ben  the  more  mefurable 
Of  his  diete,  fitting  at  his  table. 
Alas !  the  liiorte  throte,  die  tendre  mouth, 
Maketh  that  eft  and  weft,  and  north  and  fouth, 
In  erthe,  in  air,  in  water,  men  to  fwinke 
To  gete  a  gloten  deintee  mete  and  drinke. 
Of  this  matere,  O  Poule  !  wel  canft  thou  trete  : 
Mete  unto  wombe,  and  wombe  eke  unto  mete, 
Shal  God  deftroien  bothe,  as  Paulus  faith. 
Alas !  a  foule  thing  is  it  by  my  faith. 
To  fay  this  word,  and  fouler  is  the  dede. 
Whan  man  fo  drinketh  of  the  v/hite  and  rede 
That  of  his  throte  he  maketli  his  privee 
Thurgh  thilke  curfed  fuperfluitee. 

The  apoftle  faith  weping  ful  pitoufly, 
Ther  walken  many  of  which  you  told  have  I ; 

1  fay  it  now  v/eping  with  pitous  vols 
That  they  ben  enemies  of  Cviftes  crois. 

Of  whiche  the  end  is  deth ;  womb  is  hir  God  : 

O  wombe,  o belly!  ftinking  is  thy  cod, 

Fulfilled  of  dong  and  of  coirupticun  ; 

At  either  end  of  thee  foule  is  the  foun. 

How  gret  labour  and  coft  is  thee  to  find ! 

Thife  cokes  how  theyftamp,and  ftreine^anogrlnd, 

And  turnen  fubftance  into  accident. 

To  fulfill  all  thy  likerous  talent ! 

Out  of  the  hardy  bones  knocken  they 

The  mary,  for  they  caicen  nought  away 

That  may  go  thurgli  the  gullet  foft  and  fete  : 

.Of  fpiceric,  of  leef,  of  barke,  and  rote, 

Shal  ben  hisfaufe  ymaked,  by  delit 

To  make  him  yet  a  newer  appetit : 


NE  RES   TALE. 

Bat  certes  he  that  haunteth  fwiche  delice* 
Is  ded  while  that  he  liveth  in  tho  vices. 

A  lecherous  thing  is  wine,  and  dronkeneffe 
Is  ful  of  ftriving  and  of  wretdiedneffe, 
O  dronken  man!  disfigured  is  thy  face. 
Sour  is  thy  breth,  foul  art  thou  to  enbrace. 
And  thurgh  thy  dronken  nofe  femeth  the  foun 
As  though  thou  faideft  ay  Sampfoun!  Sampfouh! 
And  yet,  God  wot,  Sampfoun  dronknevernowinef- 
Thou  faleft  as  it  were  a  ftiked  fvvine  ; 
Thy  tonge  is  loft,  and  all  thin  honeft  cure, 
For  dronkeneffe  is  veray  fepulture 
Of  mannes  v/it  and  his  difcretion. 
In  whom  that  drinke  hath  domination 
He  can  no  coufeil  kepe,  it  is  no  drede. 
Now  kepe  you  fro  the  white  and  fro  the  rede. 
And  namely  fro  the  v/hite  wine  of  Lepe, 
That  is  to  fell  in  vifliftrete  and  in  Chepe, 
This  wine  of  Spaigne  crepeth  fubtilly 
In  other  wines  growing  fafte  by, 
Of  which  ther  rifeth  fwiche  fumofitee, 
That  whan  a  nian  hath  dronken  draughtes  thre?,^ 
And  weneth  that  he  be  at  home  in  Chepe, 
He  is  in  Spaigne,  right  at  the  toun  of  Lepe, 
Not  at  the  P^ochell,  ne  at  Burdeux  toun. 
And  thanne  wol  he  fay  Sampfoun  !  Samfoun  ! 

But  herkeneth,  Lordings,  o  word,  I  you  pray^ 
That  all  the  foveraine  adtes,  dare  I  fay. 
Of  viftories  in  the  Olde  Teftament, 
Thurgh  veray  God  that  is  omnipotent. 
Were  don  in  abilinence  and  in  prayere  j 
Loketh  the  Bible,  and  there  ye  mow  it  lere. 

Loke,  Attila  the  grete  conquerour        ! 
Died  in  his  flepe  with  fcame  and  difnonour, 
Bkding  ay  at  his  nofe  in  dronkeneffe  : 
A  capitaine  fliulde  live  in  fobreneffe. 

And  over  all  this  avifeth  you  right  wel 
What  was  commanded  unto  Lamuel ; 
Not  Samuel,  but  Lamuel,  fay  I. 
Redeth  the  Bible,  and  find  it  exprefly 
Of  wine  yeving  to  hem  that  have  juftice. 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  may  wel  fuffice. 

And  now  that  I  have^fpoke  af  glotonie, 
No'.v  wol  I  you  defenden  hafardrie. 
I-Iafard  is  veray  nioder  of  lefinges. 
And  of  deceite  and  curfed  forfweringes, 
Blafpheming  of  Crift,  nianflaughter,  and  wafrslf* 
Of  catel,  and  of  time  ;  and  forthermo 
It  i'^  repreve,  and  contrary  of  honour 
For  to  ben  hold  a  comnaun  hafardour, . 
And  ever  the  higher  he  is  of  eftat 
The  more  he  is  holden  defolat. 
If  that  a  prince  ufeth  hafardcrie. 
In  alle  governance  and  policie 
He  is,  as  is  by  commun  opinion, 
Yhold  the  lefi'e  in  reputation. 

Stilbon,  that  v;as  a  wife  embaffadour, 
Was  fent  to  Corinth  with  ful  gret  honour 
Fro  Calid«ne,  to  maken  hem  alliance  ; 
And  wlian  he  cam-e  he  happed  him  par  chance 
That  all  the  greteft  that  were  of  that  lond 
Yplaying  atte  hazard  he  hem  fond  ; 
For  which,  as  fone  as  that  it  mJghte  be. 
He  Hals  him  home  ag-ein  to  his  contree^ 


THE    PAft-DbN 

Ani  fayde  ther,  t  wbl  not  lefe  my  name, 
Nc  wol  not  take  on  me  fo  gret  defame., 
You  for  to  allie  unto  non  hafardours : 
Sendeth  foni  other  wife  embafladours, 
¥or  by  my  trouthe  me  were  liver  die 
Than  I  you  fhuld  to  hafardours  allie ; 
For  ye,  that  ben  lb  glorious  in  honours, 
Shal  not  allie  you  to  non  hafardours, 
As  by  my  wille,  ne  as  by  my  tretee. 
This  wife  philofophre  thus  fayd  he. 

Loke  eke  how  to  the  King  Demetrius 
The  king  of  Parthes,  as  the  book  fayth  us, 
Sent  him  a  pair  of  dis  of  gold  in  fcorne, 
For  he  had  nfed  hafard  therbeforne, 
For  which  he  held  his  glory  and  his  renouri 
At  no  value  or  reputatioun. 
Lordes  may  finden  other  maner  play 
Honeft  ynough  to  drive  the  day  away. 

Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  othes  falfe  and  grete 
A  word  or  two,  as  oide  bookes  trete. 
Gret  fvvering  is  a  thing  abhominable. 
And  falfe  fwering  is  yet  more  reprevable. 
The  highe  God  forbad  fwering  at  al, 
Witneffe  on  Mathew ;  but  in  fpecial 
Of  fwering  fayth  the  holy  Jeremie, 
Thou  fhalt  fwere  foth  thin  othes,  and  not  lie, 
And  fwere  in  dome,  and  eke  in  rightwifneffe. 
But  idel  fwering  is  a  curfedneffe. 

Behold  and  fee  that  in  the  firfte  table 
Of  highe  Gciddes  heftes  honourable 
How  that  the  fecond  heft  of  him  is  this, 
Take  not  my  nanle  in  idle  or  amis, 
JL.O,  rather  he  forbedeth  fwiche  fwering 
Than  homicide  or  many  an  other  thing. 
1  fay  that  as  by  ordre  thus  it  flondeth. 
This  knoweth  he  that  his  heftes  underftondeth 
How  that  the  fecond  heft  of  God  is  that  J 
And  forthermOre,  I  wol  the  tell  all  plat 
That  vengeance  ftial  not  parten  from  his  hous 
That  of  his  othes  ii  outrageous. 
By  Goddes  precious  herte,  and  by  his  nailes, 
And  by  the  blood  of  Crift  that  is  in  Hailes, 
Seven  is  my  chance,  and  thin  is  cink  and  treyc^ 
By  Goddes  armes  if  thou  falfly  pleye 
This  dagger  fhal  thurghout  thin  herte  go. 
This  fruit  cometh  of  the  bicchel  bones  two, 
Forfwering,  ire,  falfeneffe,  and  homicide. 

Now  for  the  love  of  Crift,  that  for  us  dide, 
Leteth  your  othes  bothe  gret  and  fmale. 
But,  Sires,  nOW  wol  1  tell  you  forth  my  Tale. 

Thife  riotoures  three  of  which  I  tell. 
Long  erft  or  prime  rong  of  any  bell. 
Were  fet  hem  in  a  taverne  for  to  drinke> 
And  as  they  fat  they  herd  a  belle  clinke 
Beforn  a  corps  was  caried  to  his  grave ; 
That  on  of  hem  gan  callen  to  his  knave, 
Go  bet,  quod  he,  and  axe  redily 
What  corps  is  this  that  paffeth  here  forth  by, 
And  loke  that  thou  report  his  name  wel. 

Sire,  quod  this  boy,  it  nedeth  never  a  del ; 
It  was  me  told  or  ye  came  here  two  houres ; 
He  was  parde  an  old  felaw  of  youres, 
And  fodenly  he  was  yflain  to-night, 
For  dronke  as  he  fat  on  his  bench  upright  * 
Vol.  I. 
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Ther  came  a  privee  tliccf  men  clepen  Deth, 
That  in  this  contree  all  the  peple  lleth. 
And  with  his  fpere  he  fmote  his  herte  atwo, 
And  went  his  way  withouten  wordes  "lo- 
He  hath  a  thoufand  flain  this  peftikriCe  ; 
And,  maifter,  or  ye  come  in  his  prefe^ce 
Me  thinketh  that  it  were  ful  necefilirie 
For  to  beware  of  fwiche  an  adverfarie  • 
Beth  redy  for  me  to  mete  him  evermore  ? 
Thus  taughte  me  my  dame  ;  I  f::y  no  mo''^' 

By  Seinte  Marie,  fayd  tliis  tavernere, 
The  child  fayth  fcfth,  for  he  hath  flain  this  yefe, 
Hens  over  a  milcj  within  a  gret  village, 
Both  man  and  woman,  child,  and  hyne  and  page^ 
I  trowe  his  habitation  be  there  i 
To  ben  avifed  gret  wifdom  it  were 
Or  that  he  did  a  man  a  diflionour. 

Ye,  Goddes  armes,  quod  this  riotour. 
Is  it  fwiche  peril  with  him  for  to  mete  ? 
j  I  fnal  him  feke  by  ftile  and  eke  by  ftrete, 
I  make  a  vow  by  Goddes  digne  bones. 
Herkeneth,  felav/es,  v/e  three  ben  alle  ones} 
Let  eche  of  us  hold  up  his  bond  to  other 
And  eche  of  us  becomen  others  brother 
And  we  wol  flen  this  falfe  tniitour  Deth  : 
He  ihal  be  flain,  he  tliat  fo  many  fleth 
By  Goddes  dignitee,  or  it  be  night. 

Togeder  han  thife  three  hir  trouthes  plighs 
To  live  and  dien  eche  of  hem  for  other 
As  though  he  were  his  owen  boren  brother. 
And  up  they  ftert  al  dronken  in  this  ratre. 
And  forth  they  gon  towards  that  villaoe 
Of  which  the  taverner  had  fpoke  beforn, 
And  many  a  grifly  oth  than  have  they  fwornj 
And  Criiies  blelTed  bt)dy  they  to-rent, 
Deth  flial  be  ded,  if  that  We  may  him  hent. 
Whan  they  han  gon  not  fully  half  a  mile. 
Right  as  they  wold  han  troden  over  a  flile. 
An  olde  man  and  a  poure  with  hem  mette  : 
Thisolde  man  ful  mckcly  hem  grette. 
And  fayde  thus ;  Now,  Lordes,  God  you  fee  ! 

The  proudeft  of  thife  riotoures  three 
Anfweidagen;  What?  cherl,  with  fory  s^race, 
Wliy  art  thou  all  forwrapped  favc  thy  face  ? 
Why  liveft  thou  fo  longe  in  fo  gret  age  ? 
This  oldc  man  gan  loke  in  his  vifagc, 
And  fayde  thus  ;  For  I  ne  cannot  finde 
A  man,  though  that  I  walked  into  Inde, 
Neither  in  citee  ne  in  no  village, 
That  wolde  change  his  youthe  for  min  age  j 
And  therefore  mote  I  han  min  age  ftiU 
As  longe  time  as  it  is  Goddes  will. 
Ne  Deth,  alas  !  ne  wil  not  han  my  lif  ; 
Thus  walke  I  jike  a  tefteles  caitif. 
And  on  the  ground^  which  is  my  modres  gate, 
I  knocke  with  my  ftaf  erlich  and  late, 
And  fay  to  hire,  Leve  mother,  let  me  in. 
Lo,  how  I  vanilh,  fleih,  and  blood,  and  fkin, 
Alas !  whan  ftiul  my  bones  ben  at  refte  ? 
Mother,  with  yoj  Vi7oId  I  changen  my  chgfte, 
That  in  my  chambre  longe  time  hath  be. 
Ye,  for  an  hercn  clout  to  wrap  in  me. 
But  yet  to  me  ihe  wol  not  don  that  grace,-. 
For  which  ful  pale'and  welked  is  my  i-ACn'l 
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Btit,  Sires,  to  you  it  is  no  curtefie 
To  fpcke  unto  an  olde  man  vilauie, 
But  he  trefpafe  in  word  or  dies  in  dedc. 
In  holy  writ  ye  moun  yourlelven  rede 
Ageins  an  olde  man  hore  upon  his  hede 
Ye  fliuld  arife  :  therefore  I  yeve  you  rede 
Ne  doth  unto  an  olde  man  non  harm  now, 
ISfo  more  than  that  ye  wold  a  man  did  you 
In  age,  if  that  ye  may  fo  long  abide  ; 
And  God  be  with  you  where  you  go  or  ride  ; 
I  mofle  go  thider  as  I  have  to  go. 

Nay,  olde  cherl,  by  God  thou  flialt  not  fo, 
Sayde  this  other  hiifardour  anon  ; 
Thou  partefi  not  fo  lightly,  by  Seint  John. 
Thou  fpafee  right  novir  of  thilke  traitour  Deth, 
That  in  this  contree  all  our  frendes  ileth ; 
Have  here  my  trouth,  as  thou  art  his  efpie, 
Tell  wher  he  is,  or  thou  flialt  it  able 
By  God  aiid  by  the  holy  fac3:'ement. 
For  fothly  thou  art  on  of  his  afTent 
To  lien  us  yonge  folk,  thou  falfe  thefe. 

Now,  Sires,  quod  he,  if  it  be  you  fo  lefe 
To  finden  Deth,  tourne  up  this  croked  way. 
For  in  that  grove  I  left  him  by  my  fay 
TJnder  a  tree,  and  ther  he  wol  abide, 
Ne  for  your  bofl  he  wol  him  nothing  hide. 
Se  ye  that  oke  ?  right  ther  ye  fhuln  him  find. 
God  fave  you  that  bought  agen  mankind, 
And  you  amende  1  Thus  fayd  this  olde  man. 

And  everich  of  thife  riotoures  1-an 
Til  they  came  to  the  tree,  and  ther  they  found 
Of  Floreins  firre  of  gold  ycoined  round 
Wei  nigh  and  eighte  bufhels,  as  hem  thought : 
No  lenger  than  after  Dethe  they  fought, 
But  eche  of  hem  fo  glad  was  of  the  fight. 
For  that  the  Floreins  ben  fo  faire  and  bright. 
That  doim  they  fette  hem  by  the  precious  hord  : 
The  werfte  of  hem  he  fpake  the  firfle  word. 

Brethren,  quod  he,  take  kepe  what  I  fhal  fay; 
My  wit  is  gret  though  that  I  bourde  and  play. 
This  trefour  hath  Fortune  unto  us  yeven. 
In  mirth  and  jolitee  our  lif  to  liven, 
And  lightly  as  it  cometh  fo  wol  we  fpend. 
Ey,  Goddes  precious  dignitee  !  who  wend 
To-day  that  we  fhuld  han  fo  faire  a  grace .' 
But  might  this  gold  be  caried  fro  this  place 
Home  to  myn  hous,  or  elles  unto  youres, 
(For  wel  I  wote  that  all  this  goid  is  cures) 
Thanne  were  we  in  high  felicitec ; 
But  trewely  by  day  it  may  not  be, 
Men'  wolden  fay  that  we  were  theeves  flirong, 
And  for  our  owen  trefour  don  us  hong. 
This  trefour  muft  ycaried  be  by  night 
As  wifely  and  as  fleighly  as  it  might ; 
"Wherfore  I  rede  that  cut  among  cs  alle 
We  drawe,  and  let  fee  wher  the  cut  wol  falle  ; 
And  he  that  hath  the  cut,  with  herte  blith, 
Shal  rennen  to  the  toun,  and  that  ful  fwith, 
And  bring  us  bred  and  win  ful  prively  ; 
And  two  of  us  flial  kepen  fubtilly 
This  trefour  wel ;  and  if  he  wol  not  tarien. 
Whan  it  is  night  we  wol  this  trefour  carien 
^y  on  affent  wher  as  us  thinketh  befl;. 

That  on  of  hem  the  cwt  brought  in  his  feft, 


And  bad  him  drawe,  and  loke  wher  it  woId  kilff;^ 
And  it  fell  on  the  yongefl  of  hem  alle. 
And  forth  toward  the  toun  he  went  anon  : 
And  al  fo  fone  as  that  he  was  agon 
That  on  of  hem  (pake  thus  unto  that  other  ; 
Thou  wotefl:  wel  thou  art  my  fworen  brother. 
Thy  profite  wol  1  tell  the  right  anon,    « 
Thou  woft  wel  that  our  felaw  is  agon. 
And  here  is  gold,  and  that  ful  gret  plentee, 
That  flial  departed  ben  among  us  three  ; 
But  natheles,  if  I  can  fliape  it  fo 
That  it  departed  were  among  us  two, 
Had  I  not  don  a  frendes  turn  to  thee  ? 

That  other  anfwerd,  I  n*ot  how  that  may  be  '/ 
He  wote  wel  that  the  gold  is  with  us  tweye. 
What  lliuln  we  don,  what  fhuln  we  to  himfeye? 
Shal  it  be  confeil  ?  fayde  the  firfle  fhrewe. 
And  I  fhal  tellen  thee  in  wordcs  fewe 
What  we  Ihul  don,  and  bring  it  wel  aboute. 

I  grante,  quod  that  other,  out  of  doute. 
That  by  my  trouth  I  wol  thee  not  bewreie. 

Now,  quod  the  firft,  thou  wofl  wel  we  tea 
And  tweie  of  us  fhal  flrenger  be  than  on.  [tweicih 
Loke,  whan  that  he  is  fet  thou  right  anon 
Arife,  as  though  thou  woldeft  with  him  play, 
And  I  fhal  rive  him  thurgh  the  fides  tway 
While  that  thou  ftrogleft  with  him  as  in  game. 
And  with  thy  dagger  loke  thou  do  the  lame ; 
And  than  fhal  this  gold  departed  be. 
My  dere  frend  !  betwixen  thee  and  me  ; 
Than  moun  we  bothe  our  lufles  al  fulfille. 
And  play  at  dis  right  at  our  owen  wille. 
And  thus  accorded  ben  thife  fhrewes  tweye 
To  flen  the  thridde,  as  ye  han  herde  me  feye. 

This  yongeft,  which  that  wente  to  the  toun, 
Ful  oft  in  herte  he  rolleth  up  and  doun 
The  beautee  of  thife  Floreins  new  and  bright. 
O  Lord  !  quod  he,  if  fo  were  that  I  might 
Have  all  this  trefour  to  myfelf  alone, 
Ther  n'is  no  man  that  liveth  under  the  trone 
Of  God  that  fhulde  live  fo  mery  as  I. 
And  at  the  lalt  the  fend  our  enemy 
Putte  in  his  thought  that  he  fhuld  poifon  beye^ 
With  which  he  mighte  flen  his  felaws  tweye  ; 
For  why  ?  the  fend  fond  him  in  fwiche  living 
That  he  had  leve  to  forwe  him  to  bring ; 
For  this  was  outrely  his  ful  entente, 
To  flen  hem  both  and  never  to  repente. 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wold  he  tary. 
Into  the  toun  unto  a  potecary. 
And  praied  him  that  he  wolde  fell 
Some  poifon,  that  he  might  his  ratouns  qucU ; 
And  eke  ther  was  a  polkat  in  his  hawe 
That,  as  he  fayd,  his  capons  had  yflawe  ; 
And  fayn  he  wolde  him  wrcken,  if  he  might, 
Of  vermine  that  deliroied  hem  by  Hight, 

The  potecary  anfwerd,  Thou  flialt  havcj 
A  thing,  as  wifly  God  my  foule  fave. 
In  all  this  world  ther  n'is  no  creature 
That  ete  or  dronke  hath  of  this  confedure. 
Not  but  the  mountance  of  a  come  of  whete. 
That  he  ne  flial  his  lif  anon  forlete, 
Ye,  fterve  he  flial,  and  that  in  lefl'e  while 
Than  thou  wolt  gon  a  pas  not  but  a  mile  ; 
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This  poifon  IS  fo  ftrong  and  violent. 

This  curfed  man  hath  in  his  hond  yhent 
This  poifon  in  a  box,  and  fwithe  he  ram 
Into  the  nexte  ftrete  unto  a  man, 
And  borwed  of  him  large  botelles  three, 
And  in  the  two  the  poifcn  poured  he  ; 
The  thridde  he  kepte  clene  for  his  drinke, 
For  all  the  night  he  fliope  him  for  to  fwinkc 
In  carying  of  the  gold  out  of  that  place. 

And  whan  this  riotour  with  fory  grace 
Hath  filled  with  win  his  grete  bottelles  three 
To  his  felawes  agen  repaireth  he. 

What  nedeth  it  thereof  to  fermon  more  ? 
For  right  as  they  had  caft  his  deth  before, 
Right  fo  they  han  him  flain,  and  that  anon. 
And  whan  that  this  was  don,  thus  fpake  that  on; 
Now  let  us  fit  and  drinke,  and  make  us  mery. 
And  afterward  we  wiln  his  body  bery. 
And  with  that  word  it  happed  him  par  cat 
To  take  the  botelle  ther  the  poifon  was, 
And  dronke,  ajid  yave  his  felaw  drinke  alfo, 
For  which  anon  they  ftorven  bothe  twok 

But  certes  I  fuppofe  that  Avicenne 
Wrote  never  in  no  canon  ne  in  no  fennc 
Mo  wonder  fignes  of  emp'oifoning 
Than  had  thife  wretches  two  or  hir  ending»    • 
Thus  ended  ben  thife  homicides  two, 
And  eke  the  falfe  empoifoner  alfo. 

O  curfedneffe  of  all  curfedneffe  ; 
O  traitours  homicide  !  o  wickedneffe  ! 

0  glotonie,  -luxurie,  and  hafardrie  ! 
Thou  blafphemour  of  Crift  with  vilanic 
And  othes  grete  of  ufage  and  of  pride ! 
Alas !  mankinde,  how  may  it  betide 

That  to  thy  Creatour,  which  that  thee  wrought, 
And  with  his  precious  herte-blood  thee  bought. 
Thou  art  fo  falfe  and  fo  unkind  ?  alas  ! 

Now,  good  men,  God  foryeve  you  your  trefpas, 
'And  v^are  you  fro  the  fmne  of  avarice, 
Min  holy  pardon  may  you  all  warice, 
So  that  ye  offre  nobles  or  flarlinges. 
Or  elles  filver  broches,  fpones,  ringes. 
Boweth  your  hed  under  this  holy  bulle. 
Cometh  up,  ye  wives,  and  offreth  of  your  wolle  • 
Your  names  I  entre  here  in  my  roll  anon  j 
Into  the  bliffe  of  heven  fliul  ye  gon  : 

1  you  affoile  by  min  highpowere. 

You  that  wiln  offre,  as  clene  and  eke  as  clerc 
As  ye  were  borne.     Lo,  Sires,  thus  I  preche' 
And  Jefu  Crift,  that  is  our  foules  leche, 
So  graunte  you  his  pardon  to  receive. 
For  that  is  belt,  I  wol  you  not  deceivci 
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But,  Sires,  o  word  forgate  I  In  my  Tale  j 
I  have  relikes  and  pardon  in  my  male 
As  faire  as  any  man  in  Engelond, 
Which  were  me  yeven  by  the  Popes  hond. 
If  any  of  you  wol  of  devotion 
Offren,  and  han  my  abfolution, 
Cometh  forth  anon,  and  kneleth  here  adoun, 
And  mekely  receiveth  my  pardoun  ; 
Or  elles  taketh  pardon  as  ye  wende, 
Al  new  and  freftie  at  every  tonnes  ende, 
So  that  ye  offren  alway  newe  and  newe 
Nobles  or  pens  which  that  ben  good  and  trewcj 
It  is  an  honour  to  everich  that  is  here 
That  ye  moun  have  a  fuffifant  Pardonere 
To  affoilen  you  in  contree  as  ye  ride 
For  aventurcs  which  that  moun  betide. 
Paraventure  ther  may  falle  on  or  two 
Doun  of  his  hors,  and  breke  his  necke  atwo. 
Lojce,  which  a  feurtee  is  it  to  you  alle 
That  I  am  in  your  felawftiip  yfalle. 
That  may  affoile  you  both  more  and  leffe, 
Whan  that  the  feule  fhal  fro  the  body  paffe. 
I  rede  that  our  Hofte  flial  beginne. 
For  he  is  moft  envoluped  in  finne. 
Come  forth,  Sire  Hofte,  and  offre  firft  anon, 
And  thou  Ihalt  kiffe  the  relikes  everich  on, 
Ye  for  a  grote  :  unbokel  anon  thy  purfe. 

Nay,  nay,  quod  he  ;  than  have  I  Criftes  curfc. 
Let  be,  quod  he  ;  it  ftial  not  be,  fo  the  ich. 
Thou  woldeft  make  me  kiffe  thin  oldc  brech. 
And  fvvere  it  were  a  relike  of  a  feint. 
Though  it  were  with  thy  foundement  depeint : 
But  by  the  crois  which  that  Seint  Heleine  fond 
I  wolde  I  had  thin  coilons  in  min  hond 
Inftede  of  relikes  or  of  feintuarie. 
Let  cut  hem  of,  I  wol  thee  help  hem  carle : 
They  ftiul  be  flirined  in  an  hogges  tord. 

This  Pardoner  anfvvered  not  a  word ; 
So  wroth  he  was  no  worde  ne  wolde  he  fay. 

Now,  quod  our  Hofte,  I  wol  no  lenger  play 
With  thee,  ne  with  non  other  angry  man.  ^    " 

But'  right  anon  the  worthy  knight  began, 
(Whan  that  he  faw  that  all  the  peple  lough) 
No  more  of  this,  for  it  is  right  ynough. 
Sire  Pardoner,  be  mery  and  glad  of  chert ; 
And  ye.  Sire  Hofte,  that  ben  to  me  fo  der'e, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  kiffe  the  Pardoner ; 
And,  Pardoner,  \  pray  thee  draw  thee  ner, 
And  as  we  diden  let  us  laugh  and  play. 
Anon  they  kiffed,  and  riden  forth  hir  way. 
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OtjR  Hoflre'upon  hisftirroips  ftode  atioh, 
And  faide,  Good  men,  herfceneth  everich  on< 
This  was  a  thrifty  Tale  for  the  nones. 
Sire  ParJfh  ^'feeft,  quod  he,  for  Goddes holies 
Tell  us  a  Tale,  as  was  thy  forward  yore ; 
1  fee  wel  that  ye  lerned  nien  in  lore 
Can  mochel  good,  by  Goddes  dignitee. 
The  Pei-fon  him  anfwerd,  Btnediiitt ! 
What  eileth  the  nian  fo  finfully  to  fwere  ? 
,    Our  Hofte  anfwerd,  O  Jankih  !  be  ye  there  ? 
Kow  good  tnen,  qurtd  our  Hofle,  herkneth  to  me  ? 
i  fmell  a  Loller  in  the  wind,  Iquod  he  ; 
Abideth  for  Gcddes  digne  paffion, 
for  we  fliiil  han  a  predieatidn  : 


This  Loller  here  wol  precheh  u»  fomwhat. 

Nay,  by  my  fatheirs  foule,  that  flial  he  natj 
Saydc  the  Shipinan  ;  here  flial  he  nat  prechc^ 
He  flial  no  gofpel  glofen  here  ne  teche. 
We  leven  all  in  the  gret  God,  quod  he  : 
He  wolde  fbwen  fotn  difficultee, 
Or  fpringen  cockle  in  our  clene  corne  ; 
And  therefore  Hofte,  I  warne  thee  befornc 
My  joly  body  flial  a  Tale  telle, 
And  I  ftial  clinken  you  fo  mery  a  belle 
That  I  flial  waken  all  this  compagnie ; 
But  it  flial  not  ben  of  philofophiej  ^ 

Ne  of  phyfike,  ne  tetmes  qiieinte  of  lawe : 
■'  Ther  is  but  titel  Latin  in  mjr  mawe. 


tHE  SHIPMANNES  tale. 


A  Marchaftt  whilom  dwelled  at  Seint  Denffc 
That  riche  was,  for  which  men  held  hini  wife  ; 
A  wif  he  had  of  excellent  beautee, 
And  compaignable  and  revelous  Ivas  fhe. 
Which  is  a  thing  that  caufeth  more  difpence 
Than  worth  is  all  the  chere  and  reverence 
That  men  hem  don  at  feftes  and  at  dances  : 
Swifche  falutations  and  conterianccs 
PafTen  as  doth  a  fhadwe  upon  the  wal ; 
But  wo  is  him  that  payen  mote  for  all. 
The  fely  hufbond  algate  he  mote  pay, 
Sic  riiote  us  clothe  and  he  ftiote  us  array 
All  for  his  owen  worfliip  richely, 
In  which  array  we  danccn  jolily  i 
And  if  that  he  may  not  paraventiirei 
Or  elles  luft  not  fwiche  difpence  endurC|r 
But  diinketh  it  is  wafied  afld  ylofty 
"3  han  mote  ane^her  payen  for  our  offfl:, 


Or  kne  us  gold,  and  tliat  is  perilous. 

TJiis  noble  march^nt  held  a  worthy  holK/ 
For  which  he  had  all  day  fo  grot  repaire 
For  his  largeflej  and  for  his  wif  was  faire. 
That  wonder  is.     But  hefkeneth  to  my  Tales 

Amonges  all  thife  gefles  gret  and  fmale 
Ther  was  a  mbiik,  a  faire  man  and  a  bold, 
I  trow  a  thritty  winter  he  was  oldj 
That  fever  in  on  was  drawing  to  that  places 
This  yonge  monk,  that  was  fo  faiie  of  face^ 
Acquainted  was  fo  with  this  goode  njaii, 
Sithen  that  hire  firfte  knowlege  began. 
That  in  his  hous  as  familier  was  he 
-As  it  poflTible  is  any  frend  to  be. 
And  for  as  mftchel  us  this  goode  mah 
And  eke  this  monk  of  which  that  I  begaii! 
Were  bothe  two  yborne  in  o  village, 
t  The  monk  him  claimcth  as  for  cofinagcj 
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And  he  again  him  fayd  not  ones  nay. 
But  was  as  glad  thcrof  as  foule  of  day. 
For  to  his  herte  it  was  a  gret  plefance^ 
Thus  ben  they  knit  with  etcrne  alliance. 
And  eche  of  hem  gan  other  for  to  enfurc 
Of  I  brotherhed  while  that  hir  lif  may  dure. 

Free  was  Dan  John,  and  namely  of  difpcnce. 
As  in  that  hous,  and  ful  of  diligence 
To  don  plefance,  and  alfo  gfet  collage  ; 
He  not  forgate  to  yave  the  lefte  page 
In  all  that  ho«s,  but  after  hir  degree 
He  yave  the  lord  aud  fithen  his  meinee. 
Whan  that  he  came,  fom  maner  honeft  thing, 
For  which  they  were  as  glad  of  his  coming 
As  foule  is  fayn  whan  that  the  fonne  up  rifeth. 
No  more  of  this  as  now,  for  it  fufficeth. 

But  fo  befell  this  marchaijt  on  a  day 
Shope  him  to  maken  redy  his  array 
Toward  the  t.oun  of  Brugges  for  tp  fare^ 
To  byen  ther  a  portion  of  ware, 
For  which  he  hath  to  Paris  fent  anon 
A  meffager,  and  praied  hath  Dan  John 
That  he  fhuld  come  to  Seint  Denis,  and  pleie 
With  him  and  with  his  wif  a  day  or  tweie. 
Or  he  to  Brugges  went,  in  all  wife. 

This  noble  monk,  of  which  I  you  devife, 
Hath  of  his  abbot  as  him  lift  licence, 
(Becaufe  he  was  a  man  pf  high  prudence. 
And  eke  an  officer  out  for  to  ride 
To  feen  hir  granges  and  hir  bernes  wide) 
And  un*s)  Seint  Denis  he  cometh  anon. 

Who  was  fo  welcome  as  my  Lord  Dan  John, 
Our  derc  coufm^  fol  o  f  curtefie  ? 
With  him  he  brought  a  jubbe  of  Malvefie, 
And  eke  another  ful  of  fine  Vernage, 
And  volatile,  as  ay  was  his  ufage. 
And  thus  1  let  hem  ete,  and  drinke,  and  pleye. 
This  marchant  and  this  monk,  a  day  or  tweye. 

The  thridde  day  this  marchant  up  arifeth, 
And  on  his  nedes  fadly  him  avifeth, 
And  up  into  his  countour  hous  goth  he. 
To  reken  with  himfelven,  welmay  be. 
Of  thilke  yere  how  that  it  with  him  flood. 
And  how  that  he  difpended  had  his  good. 
And  if  that  he  encrefed  were  or  non. 
His  bopkes  and  his  bagges  many  on 
He  layeth  beforn  him  on  his  counting  bor4. 
Ful  riche  was  his  trefour  and  his  hord. 
For  which  ful  fafte  his  countour  dore  he  fhet, 
And  eke  he  n'olde  no  man  fliuld  him  let 
Of  his  accountes  for  the  mene  time  j 
And  thus  he  fit  til  it  was  paffed  prime.. 

Dan  John  was  rifen  in  the  mor>ve  alfo,^ 
And  in  the  gardin  walked  to  and  fro. 
And  hath  his  thinges  fayd  ful  curteiily. 

This  goode  wif  came  walking  prively 
Into  the  gardin  ther  he  walketh  foft. 
And  him  falueth,  as  ftie  bath  don  oft : 
A  maiden  child  came  in  hire  compagnie, 
Which  a,s,  hire  luft'  flie  may  governe  ^nd  gie. 
For  yet  under  the  yerde  was  the  maide. 

O  deje  coufin  min  !  Dan  John,  flie  faide, 
What  aileth  you  fo  rathe  for  to  arife  ? 

Nece,  ^uod  be,  it  pught  yflpugh  fofiife 
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Five  houres  for  to  flepc  upen  a  night, 

But  it  were  for  an  olde  appalled  wight, 

As  ben  thife  wedded  men,  that  lie  and  dare, 

A»  in  a  fourme  fitteth  a  wery  hare 

Were  al  forftraught  with  houndes  gret  and  f^alc* 

But,  dere  nece !  why  be  ye  fo  pale  ? 

I  trowe  certes  that  our  goode  man 

Hath  you  laboured  fith  this  night  began, 

That  you  were  nede  to  reften  haftilj^. 

And  with  that  vrord  he  lough  ful  merily. 

And  of  his  owe;i  thought  he  wexe  all  red. 

This  faire  wif  gan  for  to  fhake  hire  hed. 
And  faied  thus ;  Ye,  God  WOte  all,  quod  fiie  : 
Nay,  cofin  min,  it  ftant  not  fo  with  me ; 
For  by  that  God  that  ya,.ve  me  foule  and  lif 
In  all  the  reameof  Fraunce  is  ther  no  wif 
That  laffe  luft  hath  to  that  fory  play, 
For  I  may  fmg  alas  and  wala  \va 
That  I  was  borne  !•  but  to  no  wight  (quod  fhc) 
Dare  I  not  tell  how  that  it  ftant  with  me ; 
Wherfore  I  thinke  out  of  this  lond  to  wende^ 
Or  elles  of  myfelf  to  make  an  ende. 
So  ful  am  I  of  drede  and  eke  of  caxe. 

This  monk  began  upon  this  wif  to  ftare, 
And  fayd,  Alas  !  my  nece,  God  forbede 
That  ye  for  any  forwe  or  any  drede 
Fordo  yourfelf :  but  telleth  me  your  grefe, 
Parayenture  I  may  in  your  mifchefe  • 

Confeile  or  helpe ;  and  therfore  telleth  me 
All  your  annoy,  for  it  fhal  ben  fecree  ;  ] 

For  on  my  portos  here  I  make  an  oth 
That  never  in  my  lif,  for  lefe  ne  loth,  '  i 

Ne  ftial  I  of  no  confeil  you  bewray. 

The  fame  agen  to  you,  quod  fhe,  I  fay. 
By  God  and  by  this  portos  I  you  fwere. 
Though  men  me  wolden  all  in  pieces  tei'C, 
Ne  fhall  I  never,  for  to'  go:»  to  helle, 
Bewrey  o  word  of  thing  that  ye  me  tell ; 
Nought  for  no  cofinage  ne  alliance. 
But  veraily  for  love  and  affiance. 
Thus  ben  they  fvvorne,  and  hereupon  they  kiftcj^ 
And  eche  of  hem  told  other  what  hem  lifte,. 

Cofm,  quod  ftie,  if  that  I  had  a  fpace, 
.,  As  I  have  non,  and  namely  in  this  place. 
Than  wold  I  tell  a  legend  of  my  lif, 
What  I  have  fuffred  fith  I  was  a  wif 
With  min  hufbond,  al  be  he  your  cofin. 

Nay,  quod  this  monk,  by  God  and  Seint  Martii^i, 
He  n'is  no  more  cofi,n  unto  mc 
Than  is  the  leef  that  hangeth  on  the  tree  ; 
I  clej;.:  him  fo,  by  Seint  Denis  of  France, 
To  ban  the  more  caufe  of  acquaintance 
Of  you,  which  I  have  loved  fpecially 
Aboven  alle  women  fikerly  ; 
This  fwere  I  yoy  on  my  proieflioun. 
Telleth  your  grefe,  left  that  he  come  adoun,. 
And  hafteth  you,  and  goth  away  anon. 

My  dere  love  !  quod  ftie,  o  my  Dan  John  ^ 
Ful  lefe  were  me  this  confeil  for  to  hide, 
But  out  it  mote,  I  may  no  linger  abide, 

Myn  hufbond  is  to  me  the  wcrfte  man- 
That  ever  was  fith  that  the  world  begafti 
But  fith  I  am  a  wif,  it  fit  npt  me 
To  teli.en  iio  wight  of  our  privctcft 
Riij 
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Neither  in  bed  ne  in  non  other  place  ; 

God  fliilde  I  fliulde  it  tellen  for  his  grace  : 

A  wif  ne  fhal  riot  fayn  of  hire  hulbond 

But  all  honour,  as  I  can  underftond ; 

Save  unto  you  thus  moch  I  tellen  fhal  ; 

As  helpe  me  God  he  is  nought  worth  at  all. 

In  no  degree  the  value  of  a  flic. 

But  yet  me  greveth  moft  his  nigardie  : 

And  wel  ye  wot  that  women  naturally 

Defiren  thinges  fixe  as  well  as  I ; 

They  wolden  that  hir  hufbondes  fhulden  be 

Hardy,  and  wife,  and  riche,  and  therto  free, 

Andbuxome  to  bis  wif,  and  frefh  a-bedde, 

Eut  by  that  ilke  Lord  that  for  us  bledde, 

For  his  honour  myfelven  for  to  array, 

A  Sonday  next  I  mulle  nedes  pay 

An  hundred  franks,  or  elles  am  I  lorne  ; 

Yet  were  me  lever  that  J  were  unbornc 

Than  were  don  a  fclandre  or  vilanie. 

And  if  niin  hufbond  eke  might  it  efpie 

I  n'ere  but  loft ;  and  therfore  I  you  prey 

Lene  me  this  fumme,  or  elles  mote  I  dey  ; 

Dan  John,  I  fay,  lene  me  this  hundred  frankes  j 

Parde  I  wol  not  faille  you  my  thankes, 

If  that  you  lift  to  do  that  I  you  pray  ; 

For  at  a  certain  day  I  wol  you  pay, 

And  do  to  you  what  plefance  and  fervicc 

That  I  may  don,  right  as  you  lift  devife; 

And  but  I  do  God  take  on  me  vengeance 

As  foul  as  ever  had  Genelon  of  France. 

This  gentil  monk  anfwered  in  this  manere  ; 
Now  trewely,  min  owen  lady  dere  ! 
I  have  (quod  he)  on  you  lb  grete  a  routhe. 
That  I  you  fwere,  ^nd  plighte  you  my  trouthe, 
That  whaji  your  hufbond  is  to  Flandres  fare 
I  wol  deliver  you  out  of  this  care, 
For  I  wol  bripgen  you  an  hundred  frankes. 
And  v/ith  that  word  he  caught  her  by  the  flankes. 
And  hire  embraced  hard,  and  kifte  hire  oft. 
Goth  now  your  way,  quod  he,  al  ftille  and  foft. 
And  let  us  dine  as  fone  as  that  ye  may, 
For  by  my  kalender  it  is  prime  of  day  : 
Goth  now,  and  beth  as  trewe  as  I  fhal  be. 

Now  elles  God  forbede.  Sire,  quod  fhe. 
And  forth  fhe.goth  as  joly  as  a  pie. 
And  bad  the  cokes  that  they  fliuld  hem  hie. 
So  that  m?n  mighten  dine,  and  that  anon. 
Up  to  hire  hufbond  is  this  wif  ygon, 
And  knbcketh  at  his  countpur  boldely. 
S^i  ejl  la  ?  quod  he;  Peter,  it  am  I, 
Quod  fhe.  What,  Sire,  how  longe  wol  ye  faft? 
How  longe  time  wol  ye  reken  and  caft 
Your  fummes,  and  your  bookes,  and  your  thinges .' 
The  dejil  have  part  of  all  fwichc  rekeninges! 
Ye  ban  ynpugh  parde  of  Goddes  fonde. 
Come  doun  to-rday,  and  let  your  bages  ftonde, 
Ne  be  ye  notafhamed  that  Dan  John 
Shal  fafting  all  this  day  elenge  gon  ? 
What !  let  us  here  a  maffe,  and  go  we  dine, 

Wif,  quod  this  man,  litel  canft  thou  divine 
The  curious  beiinefle  that  we  have ; 
For  of  us  chapmen,  all  fo  God  me  fave, 
And  by  that  lord  that  cleped  is  Seint  Ive, 
Scarflv  amonges  tv.'enty  ten  Haal  thrive 


Continuelly,  lafting  untd  cure  age. 

We  moun  wel  maken  chere  and  good  vifage. 

And  driven  forth  the  world  as  it  may  be, 

And  kepen  oure  eftat  in  privetee 

Til  we  be  ded,  or  elles  that  we  play 

^  pilgrimage,  or  gon  out  of  the  way  : 

And  therfore  have  I  gret  necelTitee 

Upon  this  qUeinte  world  to  avifen  me  ; 

For  evermore  mote  we  ftond  in  drede 

Of  hap  and  fortune  in  our  chapmanhede. 

To  Flanders  woll  go  to-morwe  at  day,^ 
And  come  agein  as  fone  as  ever  I  may. 
For  which,  my  dere  wif !  1  thee  befeke 
As  be  to  every  wight  buxom  and  meke^ 
And  for  to  kepe  our  good  be  curious. 
And  honeftly  governe  wel  our  hous. 
Thou  haft  ynough  in  every  maner  wife 
That  to  a  thrifty  houfhold  may  fuffice. 
Thee  lacketh  non  array  ne  no  vitaille  ;     -■ 
Of  filver  in  thy  purfe  fhalt  thou  not  faille. 
And  with  that  word  his  countour  dore  he  fhettCj 
And  doun  he  goth ;  no  lenger  wold  he  lette ; 
And  haftily  a  maffe  was  ther  faide. 
And  fpedily  the  tables  were  ylaide, ' 
And  to  the  diner  fafte  they  hem  fpedde. 
And  richely  this  monk  the  chapman  fedde. 

And  after  diner  Dan  John  fobrely 
This  chapman  toke  apart,  and  prively 
He  faid  him  thus ;  Cofm,  it  ftondeth  fo 
That  wel  I  fee  to  Brugges  ye  wol  go  ; 
God  and  Seint  Auftin  fpede  you  andgideJ 
I  pray  you,  cofin,  wifely  that  ye  ride  ; 
Governeth  you  alfo  of  your  diete 
Attemprely,  and  namely  in  this  hete. 
Betwix  us  two  nedeth  no  ftrange  fare  : 
Farcwel,  cofin,  God  fhilde  you  fro  care ! 
If  any  thing  ther  be  by  day  or  night. 
If  it  lie  in  my  power  and  my  might, 
That  ye  me  wol  command  in  any  wife. 
It  fhal  be  don  right  as  ye  wol  devife. 

But  o  tiling  or  ye  go,  if  it  may  be ; 
I  wolde  prayen  you  for  to  lene  me 
An  hundred  frankes  for  a  weke  or  tweye, 
For  certain  beftes  that  I  mufte  beye, 
To  ftoren  with  a  place  that  is  oures, 
(God  help  me  fo  I  wold  that  it  were  youres) 
I  fhal  not  faille  furely  of  my  daj'-, 
Not  for  a  thoufand  frankes,  a  mile  way. 
But  let  this  thing  be  fecree,  I  you  preye ; 
For  yet  to-night  thife  beftes  mote  I  beye. 
And  fare  novy  wel,  min  owen  cofm  dere  ! 
Grand  mercy  of  your  coft  and  of  your  chere. 

This  noble  marchant  gentilly  anon 
Anfwerd  and  faid,  0  cofin  min,  Dan  John ! 
Now  fikerly  this  is  a  fmal  requefte  ; 
My  gold  is  youres,  whan  that  it  you  lefte, 
And  not  only  my  gold  but  my  chaffare  : 
Take  what  you  left,  God  flailde  that  ye  fpare. 
But  o  thing  is,  ye  know  it  wel  ynough 
Of  chapmen  that  hir  money  is  hir  plough  : 
We  moun  creancen  while  we  ban  a  name, 
But  goodies  for  to  ben  it  is  no  game. 
Pay  it  agen  whan  it  lith  in  your  efe  : 
After  my  might  Im\  fayn -wold  I  you  flefe.  •       "• 


THE   SHIPMANNES   TALE. 


119 


Thife  hundred  frankes  Fct  he  forth  anon, 
And  prively  he  toke  hem  to  Dan  John  : 
JMo  wightin  al  this  world  wifl:  of  this  lone 
Saving  this  marchant  and  Dan  John  alone. 
They  drinke,  and  fpeke,  and  rome  a  while  and 
Til  that  Dan  John  rideth  to  his  abbeye         [pleye. 

The  morwe  came,  and  forth  this  marchant  rideth 
To  Flandres  ward  ;  his  prentis  wel  him  gideth 
Til  he  came  in  to  Brugges  merily. 
Now  goth  this  marchant  fafte  and  befily 
About  his  nede,  and  bieth,  and  creanceth  ; 
He  neither  playeth  at  the  dis  ne  danceth, 
But  as  a  marchant,  fhortly  for  to  tell, 
He  ledeth  his  lif ;  and  ther  I  let  him  dwell. 

The  Sonday  next  the  marchant  was  agon 
To  Seint  Denis  yeomen  is  Dan  John, 
With  croune  and  berde  all  frelh.and  newe  yfliave. 
In  all  the  hous  ther  n'as  fo  litel  a  knave, 
Ne  no  wight  elles,  that  he  n'as  ful  fain 
For  that  my  Lord  Dan  John  Was  come  again. 
And  Ihortly  to  the  point  right  for  to  gon. 
This  faire  wif  accordeth  with  Dan  John 
That  for  thife  hundred  frankes  he  fliuld  all  night 
Haven  hire  in  his  armes  bolt  upright : 
And  this  accord  parformed  was  in  dede. 
In  mirth  all  night  a  befy  lif  they  lede 
Til  it  was  day,  that  Dan  John  yede  his  way. 
And  bad  the  melnie  farewel,have  good  day  : 
For  non  of  hem,  ne  no.  wight  in  the  toun, 
Hath  of  Dan  John  right  non  fufpeftioun  : 
And  forth  he  rideth  home  to  his  abbey, 
Or  wher  him  lifte ;  no  more  of  him  I  fey. 

This  marchant,  whan  that  ended  was  the  faire, 
To  Seint  Denis  he  gan  for  to  rf  paire. 
And  with  his  wif  he  maketh  fefte  and  chere. 
And  telleth  hire  that  chafFare  is  fo  dere 
That  nedes  mufle  he  make  a  chevifance 
For  he  was  bonde  in  a  recognifance 
To  payen  twenty  thoufand  iheldes  anon  ; 
For  which  this  marchant  is  to  Paris  gon 
To  borwe  of  certain  frendes  that  he  hadde 
A  certain  frankes,  and  fom  with  him  he  laddc. 
And  whan  that  he  was  come  in  to  the  toun, 
For  grct  chiertee  and  gret  aifedtioun 
Un;o  Dan  John  he  goth  him  firil  to  pleye. 
Not  for  to  axe  or  borwe  of  him  moneye, 
But  for  to  wete  and  feen  of  his  welfare. 
And  for  to  tellen  him  of  his  chafFare^ 
As  frendes  don  whan  they  ben  mette  in  fere. 

Dan  John  him  maketh  fefte  and  mcry  chere. 
And  he  him  tolde  agen  ful  fpecially 
How  he  hajd  wel  ybought  and  gracioufly 
(Thanked  be  God)  all  hole  his  marchandife. 
Save  that  he  niuft  in  alle  manere  wife 
Maken  a  chevifance,  as  for  his  befte, 
And  than  he  ftiilde  ben  in  joye  and  refte, 
Dan  John  anfwcred,  Certps  I  am  fain 
That  ye  in  hele  be  comen  home  again  ; 
And  if  that  I  were  riche,  as  have  I  bliffe, 
Of  twenty  thoufand  fheldes  Ihuld  ye  not  mifle, 
For  ye  fo  kindely  this  other  day 
Lente  me  gold,  and  as  I  can  and  may 
I  thanke  you,  by  God  and  by  Seint  jamc, 
^ut  natheies  }t9k^  pnto  o|ir  dame, 


Your  wif,  %/■  home,  the  fame  gold  again 
Upon  7«ur  benche ;  flie  wote  it  wel  certain. 
By  certain  tokenes  that  I  can  hire  tell. 
Now  by  your  lev**  I  may  no  lenger  dwell ; 
Our  abbot  wol  out  of  this  toun  anon, 
And  in  his  compagnie  I  mufte  gon. 
Grete  wel  our  dame,  min  owen  nece  fwete  ! 
And  farewel,  dere  cofin  ^  til  we  mete. 

This  marchant,  which  that  was  ful  ware  and 
Creanced  hath,  and  paide  eke  in  Paris  [wile, 

To  certain  Lumbardes,redy  in  hir  bond, 
1  he  fumme  of  gold,  and  gate  of  hem  his  bondj 
And  home  he  goth  mery  as  a»popingay. 
For  wel  he  knew  he  ftood  in  fwiche  array 
That  nedes  mufte  he  winne  in  that  viage 
A  thoufand  frankes  above  all  his  coftage. 

His  wif  ful  redy  mette  him  at  the  gate. 
As  flie  was  wont  of  old  ufage  algate ; 
And  all  that  night  in  mirthe  they  ben  fette. 
For  he  was  riche,  and  clerely  out  of  dette. 
Whan  it  was  day,  this  marchant  gan  embrace 
His  wif  all  newe,  and  kifte  hire  in  hire  face. 
And  up  he  goth,  and  maketh  it  ful  tough. 
No  more,  quod  flie  ;  by  God  ye  have  ynough  £ 
And  wantonly  agen  with  him  ftie  plaide. 
Til  at  the  laft  this  marchant  to  hire  faide  : 

By  God,  quod  he,  I  am  a  litel  wrothe 
With  you  my  wif,  although  it  be  me  lothe  ; 
And  woie  ye  why  ?  by  God,  as  that  I  g«Cc 
That  ye  ban  made  a  manere  ftrangeneCc 
Betwixen  me  and  my  cofin  Dan  John. 
Ye  {huj.d  have  warned  me  or  I  had  gon 
That  he  you  had  an  hundred  frankes  paide 
By  redy  token,  and  held  him  evil  apaidc 
For  that  I  to  him  fpake  of  chevifance  . 
(Me  femed  fo  as  by  his  contenance) 
But  natheles,  by  God  our  heven  king 
I  thoughte  not  to  axe  of  him  no  thing, 
I  pray  thee,  wif,  ne  do  thou  no  more  fo  ; 
Tell  me  alway,  er  that  I  fro  thee  go. 
If  any  dettour  hath  in  min  abfence 
Ypaid  thee,  left  thurgh  thy  negligence 
I  might  him  axe  a  thing  that  he  hath  paide. 

This  wif  was  not  aferde  ne  afFraide, 
But  boldely  flie  faid,  and  that  anon, 
Mary !   I  defie  that  falfe  monk  Dan  John  ; 
I  kepe  not  of  his  tokenes  never  a  del : 
He  toke  me  certain  gold,  I  wote  it  wel. 
What !  evil  thedome  on  his  monkes  fnoute  j 
For  God  it  wot  I  wend  withouten  doute 
That  he  had  yeve  it  me  becaufe  of  you, 
To  don  therwith  min  honour  and  my  prow 
For  cofmage  and  eke  for  ieUt  chere 
That  he  hath  had  ful  often  times  here  : 
But  fith  I  lee  I  ftonde  in  fwiche  disjoint 
I  wol  anfwere  you  fliortly  to  the  point. 

Ye  have  mo  flakke  dettours  than  am  I  j 
For  I  wol  pay  you  wel  and  redily 
Fro  day  to  day  ;  and  if  fo  be  I  faille, 
I  am  your  wif,  fcore  it  upon  my  taile. 
And  I  flial  pay  as  fone  as  ever  1  may  ; 
For  by  my  trouth  I  have  on  min  array, 
And  not  in  wafte,  beftowed  it  every  del ;, 
And  for  I  have  beftowed  it  fo  wel 
U  ui] 


Por  your  honour,  for  Goddes  fake  I  fay- 
As  beth  not  wrothe,but  let  us  laugh  and  play 
Ye  fhal  my  joly  body  ban  to  wedde  ; 
By  God  I  n'ill  not  pay  you  but  a-bedde  : 
foryeve  it  me,  min  owen  fpoufe  dere  ! 
'J'urne  hitherward,  and  maketh  better  cherc,. 

This  marchant  faw  ther  was  no  remedy. 
And  for  to  cfcidv  it  n'evc  b^it  a  foly, 
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Sith  that  the  thing  may  not  amended  be. 
Now  wif,  he  faid,  and  1  foryeve  it  thee  ; 
But  by  thy  lif  be  ne  no  more  fo  large  ; 
Kepe  bet  my  good ;  this  yeve  I  thee  in  charg^fj 
Thus  endeth  now  my  Tale,  and  God  us  fenda 
Taling  ynough  unto  our  lives  end«. 


TH^   ?RIOR?:SSE§   pRO1^0Gtr% 
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VV  EI,  faid,  by  corfus  2)oj;7?«/,  quod  our  Hofte  » 
Now  ionge  mote  thou  failen  by  the  cofte. 
Thou  gentll  maifter,  gentil  marinere. 
God  give  the  monke  a  thoufand  laft  quad  yer^ 
A  ha  !  felawes,  beth  ware  of  fwicl^e  a  jape. 
The  monke  put  in  the  mannes  hode  an  ape^ 
And  in  his  wifes  eke,  by  Seint  Auftin. 
Draweth  no  monkes  more  into  your  in. 

But  now  p*ffe  over,  and  let  us  feek  aboutfi 
Who  (hall  now  tellen  firft  of  all  this  route 


Another  Tale  ;  and  with  that  word  he  faidf^ 
As  curteifly  as  it  had  been  a  niaid  ; 

My  Lady  Priorefle^^by  your  leve. 
So  that  I  wift  I  fhuld  you  not  agrevc, 
I  wolde  demen  that  ye  tellen  fhold 
A  Tale  next,  if  fo  were  that  ye  wold. 
Now  wol  ye  vochefauf,  may  Lady  dere  > 

Gladly,  quod:  %  ^  and  faide  as  ye  ftiul  here* 


fffM  rvhii' 
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O  Lord  our  Lord  !  thy  name  how  mervelllovs 
Is  in  this  large  world  yfprad  !  (quod  flie) 
For  not  al  only  thy  laude  precious 
Parfourmed  is  by  men  of  ^ignitee. 
But  by  the  mouth  of  children  thy  bountee 
Parfourmed  is,  for  on  the  breft  fouking 
§ometime  ftiewen  they  thin  herying. 

Wherfore  in  laude,  as  I  can  beft  and  may. 
Of  thee  and  of  the  white  lily  flour 
Which  that  thee  bare,  and  is  a  maide  alway. 
To  tell  a  ftorie  I  will  do  my  labour ; 
Not  that  I  may  encrelbn  hire  honour, 
For  flie  herfelven  is  honour  and  rote 
lOf  bountee,  next  hire  fone,  and  foules  bote. 

O  mother  maide !  o  maide  and  mother  fre  I 
O  bufiie  uiibrent !  brenning  in  Moyfes  fight, 
That  ravifliedeft  doun  fro  the  deitee, 
Thurgh  thin  humblefle,  the  goft  thst  in  the  alight 
Of  whos  vertue,  whan  he  thin  herte  light^ 
Conceived  was  the  fathers  fapience, 
Helpe  me  to  tell  it  in  thy  reverence. 

Lady  !  thy  bountee,  thy  magnificence. 
Thy  vertue  and  thy  gret  bumilitee, 


ffrry. 


A  miracle  of  a  Cluiftian  ^hild  mw^erei  by  the  Jews,  / 


Ther  may  no  tongue  expreffe  in  no  fcience;'. 
For  fomtime,  Lady !  or  men  pray  to  thee 
Thou  goft  beforn  of  thy  benignitee 
And  getcft  us  the  light  of  thy  prayere 
"^0  giden  us  unto  thy  fone  fo  dere. 

My  conning  is  fo  weke,  o  blisful  Queue  t 
For  to  declare  thy  grete  w<)rthinefl"e. 
That  I  ne  may  the'  weightc  not  fuftene  ; 
But  as  a  child  of  twelf  moneth  old  or  lefle. 
That  can  unnethes  any  word  exprelTe, 
Right  fo  fare  I,  and  therefore  I  you  pray 
Gideth  my  fong  that  I  Ihal  lof  you  fay. 

Ther  was  in  Afie,  in  a  gret  citee, 
Amonges  Criften  folk  a  Jew  erie, 
Suftened  by  a  lord  of  that  oontrec, 
For  foule  ufure  and  lucre  of -vilanie 
Hateful  to  Crift  and  to  his  compagnie, 
Andthurgh'thellretemen  mi|Thten  rideandwcndc  ■ 
For  it  was  free,  and  open  at  <',yther  ende. 

A  litel  fcole  of  Crifl:en  follk  ther  ftood 
Doun  at  the  ferther  end,  in  vj-hich  ther  were 
Children  an  hepe  comen  of  C  riften  blood. 
That  lerned  in  that  fcole  yerc  by  yere 
Swiche  manere  dofjtrine  as  iqen  ufsd  there_j 


ia»'- 


THE    PRIORESSES-  TALft 


This  is  to  fay,  to  fingen  and  to  rede, 
As  fmale  children  don  in  hir  childhede. 

Among  thife  children  was  a  widewes  fonc, 
A  litel  clergion,  fevene  yere  of  age, 
That  day  by  day  to  fcole  was  his  wonc. 
And  eke  alfo,  wheras  he  fey  the  image 
Of  Criftes  moder,  had  he  in  ufage. 
As  him  was  taught,  to  knele  adoun,  and  fay 
A'ue  Marie  as  he  goth  by  the  way. 

Thus  hath  this  widewe  hire  litel  fone  ytaught 
Our  blisful  Lady,  Criftes  mother  dere. 
To  worfhip  ay,  and  he  forgate  it  naught. 
For  fely  childe  wol  away  fone  lere. 
But  aye  whan  I  remembre  on  this  matcrc 
Seint  Nicholas  flant  ever  in  my  prefence. 
For  he  fo  yong  to  Crift  did  reverence, 

This  litel  childe  his  litel  book  lerning, 
As  he  fat  in  the  fcole  at  his  primere, 
He  Alma  Redempttris  herde  fmg. 
As  children  lered  hir  antiphonere. 
And  as  he  dorfl  he  drow  liim  nere  and  nere. 
And  herkened  ay  the  words  and  the  note. 
Til  he  the  firfte  vers'coude  atby  rote. 

Nought  wift  he  what  this  Latin  was  to  fay. 
For  he  fo  yonge  and  tendre  was  of  age ; 
But  on  a  day  his  felaw  gan  he  pray 
To  expounden  him  this  fong  in  his  language. 
Or  telle  him  why  this  fong  was  in  ufage  : 
This  prayde  he  him  to  conftrue  and  declare 
Ful  oft  time  upon  his  knees  bare. 

His  felaw,  which  that  elder  was  than  he, 
Anfwered  him  thus  ;  This  fong  I  have  herd  fay, 
Was  maked  of  our  blisful  Lady  fre. 
Hire  to  falue,  and  eke  hire  for  to  prey 
To  ben  our  help  and  focour  whan  we  dey. 
I  can  no  more  expound  in  this  matere  : 
I  lerne  fong  ;  I  can  but  fmal  grammere. 

And  is  this  fong  maked  in  reverence 
Of  Criiles  moder  ?  faid  this  innocent : 
Now  certes  I  wol  don  my  diligence 
To  conne  it  all  or  CrifbemafTe  be  went. 
Though  that  I  for  my  primer  ihal  be  fhent, 
And  fhal  be  beten  thries  in  an  houre. 
J  wol  it  cpnne  our  Ladie  for  to  honoupe. 

His  felaw  taught  him  homeward  prively 
Fro  day  to  day  til  he  coude  it  by  rote, 
And  than  he  fong  it  wel  and  boldely 
Fro  word  to  word  according  with  the  note  ; 
Twies  a  day  it  paffed  thurgh  his  throte, 
To  fcoleward  and honjieward  whanhe  wente ^ 
On  Criftes  moder  fet  was  his  entente. 

As  I  have  faid,  thurghout  the  Jewerie 
This  lite}  child,  as  he  came  to  and  fro, 
Ful  merily  than  wold  he  fing  and  crie 
O  Alma  Redemptoris  '.  ever  mo. 
The  fweteneffe  hath  his  herte  perfed  fo 
Of  Criftes  moder,  that  to  hire  to  pray 
He  cannot  flint  of  fnjging  by  the  way, 

Our  firfle  fo,  the  ferpent  Sathanas, 
That  hath  in  Jewes  herte  his  wafpes  nefl. 
Up  fwale  and  faid,  O  Ebtaike  peple,  alas  ! 
Is  this  to  you  a  thing  that  is  honefl:. 
That  fwiche  a  boy  ihal  walken  as  him  lefle 
In  your  defpit,  and  fmg  of  fwiche  fentence. 
Which  is  again  our  law?s  fevefcace  \ 


From  thennesforth  the  Jewes  han  confpirej 
This  innocent  out  of  this  world  to  chace  : 
And  homicide  thereto  han  they  hired, 
That  in  an  aleye  had  a  privee  place. 
And  as  the  child  gan  forthby  for  to  pace 
This  curfed  Jew  him  hent  and  held  him  faft. 
And  cut  his  throte,  and  in  a  pit  him  caft. 

I  fay  that  in  a  wardrope  they  him  threwc 
Wher  as  thife  Jewes  purgen  hir  entraille. 
O  curfed  folk  !  of  Herodes  alle-newe. 
What  may  your  evil  entente  you  avaiUe  ? 
Mordre  wol  out,  certein  it  wol  not  faille; 
And  namely  ther  the  honour  of  God  flial  fpredc 
The  blood  out  crieth  on  your  curfed  dede. 

O  martyr  fouded  in  virginitee  ! 
Now  maift  thou  fmge  and  folwen  ever  in  on 
The  white  Lamb  celeftial,  quod  fhe. 
Of  which  the  gret  evangelift  Seint  John 
In  Pathmos  wrote,  which  fayth  that  they  that  go^ 
Beforn  this  Lamb,  and  fing  a  fong  al  newe, 
That  never  flefhly  woman  they  ne  knewe. 

This  poure  widewe  awaiteth  al  that  night 
After  hire  litel  childe,  and  he  came  nought. 
For  which  as  fone  as  it  was  dayes  light, 
With  face  pale  of  dredeand  befy  thought 
She  hath  at  fcole  and  elles  wher  him  fought, 
Til  finally  fhe  gan  fo  fer  afpie 
That  he  lafl  feen  was  in  the  Jewerie. 

With  modres  pitee  in  hire  breft  enclofed 
She  goth,  as  fhe  were  half  out  of  hire  mindfr, 
To  every  place  wher  fhe  hath  fuppofed 
By  likelihed  hire  litel  child  to  finde  ; 
And  ever  on  Criftes  moder  meke  and  kinde 
She  cried,  and  at  the  lafle  thus  flae  wrought. 
Among'  the  curfed  Jewes  flie  him  fought. 

She  freyneth  and  fhe  praierii  pitoufly 
To  every  Jew  that  dwelled  in  thilke  place 
To  telle  hire  of  hire  child  went  ought  forth  by; 
They  fayden  Nay ;  but  Jefu  of  his  grace  "^ 

Yave  in  hire  thought,  within  a  little  fpace. 
That  in  that  place  after  hire  fone  Ihe  cride 
Ther  he  was  caflen  in  a  pit  befide. 

O  grete  God,  that  parformefl  thy  laude 
By  mouth  of  innocentes,  lo  here  thy  might  I 
This  gem  of  chaftitee,  this  emeraude. 
And  eke  of  martirdome  the  ruble  bright, 
Ther  he  with  throte  ycorven  lay  upright 
He  Alma  Redimptotls  gan  to  |inge 
So  loude,  that  all  the  place  gan  to  ringe. 

The  Crifleufolk  that  thurgh  theltrete  wente 
In  comen  for  tp  wondre  upon  this  thing, 
And  haflifly  they  fpr  the  provoft  fente  ; 
He  came  anon  withouten  tarying, 
And  hprieth  Crift,  that  is  of  heven  king. 
And  eke  his  moder,  honour  of  mankind, 
And  after  thaj  the  Jewes  let  he  binde 

This  child  with  pitous  lamentation 
Was  taken  up,  finging  his  fong  alway. 
And  with  honour  and  gret  proceflion 
They  carien  him  unto  the  next  abbey  j 
His  moder  fwouning  by  the  here  lay  ; 
Unnethes  might  the  peple  that  was  tliere. 
This  newe  Rachel  bringen  fro  his  here. 

With  turment  and  with  fhameful  deth  eche  Cd  ' 
This  j)rovoft  4oth  thife  Jev.'ss  fcr  to  ftcrvc 
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That  of  this  moder  wifte,  and  that  anon  : 
He  n'olde  no  fwichc  curfedneffe  obferve  : 
Evil  ftial  he  have  that  evil  wol  deferve  ; 
Therfor  with  wild  hois  he  did  hem  drawe, 
And  after  that  he  heng  hem  by  the  lawe. 

Upon  his  here  ay  lith  this  innocent 
Beforn  the  auter  while  the  mafle  laft, 
And  after  that  the  abbot  with  his  covent 
Han  fpedde  hem  for  to  berie  him  ful  faft  : 
And  whan  they  holy  water  on  him  caft 
Yetfpakethischildjwhanfpreint  was  theholy  water, 
And  fang,  0  Alma  Redemptorh  Mater  ! 

This  abbot,  which  that  was  an  holy  man, 
As  monkies  ben,  or  elles  ought  to  be, 
This  yonge  child  to  conjure  he  began, 
And  faid;  O  dere  child  1 1  haffe  thee, 
In  vertue  of  the  holy  trinitee. 
Tell  me  \tfhat  is  thy  caufe  for  to  fing, 
Sith  that  thy  throte  is  cut  to  my  feming. 
My  throte  is  cut  unto  my  nekke  boii, 
Saide  this  child,  and  as  by  way  of  kinde 
1  fiiuld  have  deyd,  ye  longe  time  agon. 
But  Jefu  Crift,  as  ye  in  bookes  finde, 
Wol  that  this  glory  laft  and  be  in  mindc. 
And  for  the  worfliip  of  his  moder  dere. 
Vet  may  I  fing  0  Alma  loude  and  clere. 

This  welle  of  mercie,  Grilles  moder  fwete, 
I  loved  alway,  as  after  my  conning  ; 
And  whan  that  I  my  lif  Ihulde  forlctc 
To  me  flie  came,  and  bad  me  for  to  fing 
This  antem  veraily  in  my  dying, 


As  ye  ban  herde  ;  and  whan  that  I  had  fonge 
Me  thought  flie  laid  a  grain  upon  my  tonge. 

Wherfore  I  fing,  and  fing  I  mote  certain,    , 
In  honour  of  that  blisful  maiden  free, 
Til  fro  my  tonge  of  taken  is  the  grain. 
And  after  that  thus  faide  fhe  to  me  ; 
My  litel  child,  than  wol  I  fetchen  thee, 
Whan  that  the  grain  is  fro  thy  tongue  ytake  : 
Be  not  agafte,  I  wol  thee  not  forfake. 

This  holy  monk,  this  abbot  him  mene  I, 
His  tonge  out  caught,  and  toke  away,  the  graioj 
And  he  yave  up  the  gofl  ful  foftely. 
Aiid  whan  this  abbot  had  this  wonder  feia 
His  fake  teres  trilled  adoun  as  reyne, 
And  groff  he  fell  al  platte  upon  the  ground. 
And  ftill  he  lay  as  he  had  ben  ybound. 

The  covent  lay  eke  upon  the  pavement 
Weping  and  herying  Criftes  moder  dere  ; 
And  after  that  they  rifen,  and  forth  ben  went. 
And  toke  away  this  martir  fro  his  here. 
And  in  a  tombe  of  marble  ftones  clere 
Enclufen  they  his  litel  body  fwete  : 
Ther  he  is  now  God  lene  us  for  to  mete. 

O  young  Hew  of  Lincoln  !  flain  alfo 
With  curfed  Jewes,  as  it  is  notable. 
For  it  n'is  but  a  litel  while  ago. 
Pray  eke  for  us,  we  finful  folk  unliable, 
That  of  his  mercie  God  fo  merciable 
On  us  his  grete  mercie  multiplie. 
For  reverence  of  his  moder  Marie. 
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PROLOGUE   TO 

SIRE   THOPAS. 

W^HAN  faid  was  this  miracle  eyery  man 

He  femeth  elvifh  by  his  contenancc. 

As  fober  was  that  wonder  was  to  fee, 

For  unto  no  wight  doth  he  daliancc. 

Til  that  our  Hofte  to  japen  he  began, 

Say  now  fomwhat,  fin  pther  folk  han  faid*^ 

^d  than  at  erft  he  loked  upon  me. 

Tell  us  a  Tale  of  mirthe,  and  that  anon. 

And  faide  thus ;  What  man  art  thou  ?  quod  he  : 

Hofle,  quod  I,  nc  be  not  evil  apaide. 

Thou  lokeft  as  thou  ^oldeft  find  an  hare, 

For  other  Tale  certes  can  I  non 

For  ever  upon  the  groupd  I  fee  thee  flare. 

But  of  a  rime  I  lerned  yore  agon. 

Approche  nere,  and  loke  up  merily. 

Ye,  that  is  good,  quod  he ;  we  ihullen  here 

Kow  ware  you,  Sires,  and  let  this  man  have  place} 

Som  deintce  thing  me  thinketh  b^  thy  chere.^ 

He  in  the  wafle  is  fh^pcli  as  wej  as  t 

This  were  a  popet  in  an  arme  to  enbrace 

■ 

|for  any  wpman,  final  and  fair*  of  face. 

THE   RIME   OF 

SIRE   THOPAS* 

IjisTENETH,Lordinge3,in  good  cntent, 

He  coude  hunt  at  the  wilde  dercj 

And  I  wol  tel  you  "oeramant 

And  ride  on  hauking  for  the  riverc 

Of  mirthe  and  of  folas, 

With  grey  gofhauk  on  honde ; 

Al  of  a  knight  was  faire  and  g^nt 

Therto  he  was  a  good  archere  : 

In  bataille  and  in  turnament, 

Of  wraflling  was  ther  non  his  pet^ 

His  name  was  Sire  Thopas. 

Ther  ony  ram  Ihuld  ftonde. 

Yborne  he  was  in  fer  contrec, 

Ful  many  a  maide  bright  in  bouf 

In  Flandres,  al  beyonde  the  fee. 

They  mourne4  for  him  par  amour 

At  Popering  in  the  place  : 

Whan  hem  were  bet  to  flepe; 

His  father  was  a  man  ful  free. 

^ut  he  was  chafle  and  no  lechour. 

And  lord  he  was  of  that  contree^ 

And  fwete  as  is  the  bramble  flour 

As  tt  was  Goddes  grace^ 

Thatbereth  the  red  hepe. 

Sire  Thopas  was  a  doughty  fwain^ 

And  fo  it  fell  upon  a  day, 

White  was  his  face  as  paindemaine. 

Forfoth,  as  I  you  tellen  may. 

His  lippes  red  as  rofe  : 

Sire  Thopas  wold  out  ride ; 

pis  rudde  is  like  fcarlet  in  grain. 

He  worth  upon  his  ftede  grayj;                            ' 

And  I  you  tell  in  good  certain 

And  in  hia  l^ond^  a  launcegay, 

He  had  a  femely  nofe. 

A  long  fwerd  by  his  fide. 

His  here,  his  berde,  was  like  fafroun, 

He  priketh  thurgh  a  faire  foteftj 

That  to  his  girdle  raught  adounj 

Therin  is  m^ny  a  wilde  beft, 

His  fhopn  of  Qordewane ; 

Ye  both  buck  and  hare ; 

Of  Brugges  were  his  hofen  broun  ; 

And  as  he  pricked  north  and  eftj 

His  robe  was  of  chekelatoun, 

\  telle  it  you,  him  had  alme^e 

That  cofte  many  a  Jane. 

£etidde  a  fory  care. 

*  A  north«rn  Tale  of  an  cutUndtih  kni^jht,  purpofely 

Btteved  by  Chaucer  in  a  rime  and  l»yl«  differing  from  the 

reft,  as  though  he  himfclf  were  not  tUe  autbcr  but  Qnjy 

the  reporter  oftliegther  Tales.    Vvry, 
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Sikfe  THOi'A^. 

m 

Ther  fpringen  keries  grete  and  fmale, 

Sii-e  Thopas  drew  abak  ful  faft ; 

The  licoris  and  the  fetewalej 

This  geaunt  at  him  ftones  call 

And  many  a  clone  gUofre, 

Out  of  a  fel  ftaffe  fling  : 

And  notemu^e  to  pilt  in  alcj 

feut  faire  cfcaped  child  Thopas, 

\Vhether  it  be  moift  or  ftale, 

And  all  it  was  thurgh  Goddes  grace. 

br  for  to  lain  in  cofre. 

And  thurgh  his  faire  bering. 

The  bi-iddes  fingen,  it  is  no  nayj 

Yet  lifteneth,  LordingS^  to  my  Talc, 

The  fperhauk  and  the  popingay, 

Merier  than  the  nightingale, 

That  joye  it  was  to  here, 

For  now  I  wol  you  rounc 

The  thrqftel  cok  made  eke  his  lay^ 

How;  Sire  Thopas  with  fides  fraaltf. 

The  wode  dove  tipon  the  fpray 

Priking  over  hill  and  dalc^ 

He  fang  ful  loude  and  clere. 

Is  comen  ageln  to  toune. 

Sire  Thdpas  fell  in  love-longing 

His  mery  men  commahdeth  he 

Al  whan  he  herd  the  throftel  fing, 

To  maken  him  bothe  game  and  glc. 

And  priked  as  he  were  wood ; 

For  nedes  muft  he  fighte 

His  faire  ftede  in  his  priking 

With  a  geaunt  with  hedes  three 

So  fiVatte  that  men  might  him  wrings 

For  paramour  ind  jolitee 

His  fides  were  al  blood. 

Of  on  that  fhone  ful  brighte. 

Sire  Thopas  eke  fo  wery  wa* 

Do  come,  he  fayd,  my  mineftfafcaf 

For  priking  on  the  fofte  gras. 

And  geftoura  for  to  tellen  tales 

So  fiers  was  his  corage. 

Anon  in  min  arming. 

That  doun  he  laid  hirfi  in  that  plac6 

Of  romaunces  that  ben  reales, 

t"o  maken  his  ftede  fbm  folace. 

Of  popes  and  of  cardinales, 

And  yaf  him  good  forage. 

And  eke  of  love-longing. 

A,  Seinte  Mary,  bencdicite  ! 

They  fet  him  firft  the  fwete  wii5| 

What  aileth  this  Love  at  me 

And  mede  eke  in  a  mafelin 

To  bifide  me  fo  fore  ? 

And  real  fpicerie. 

Me  dremed  all  this  night  parde 

Of  ginger-bred  that  was  ful  fin, 

An  elf  quene  fhal  my  lemman  be. 

And  licoris  and  eke  comin. 

; 

And  flepe  under  my  gore. 

With  fugar  that  is  tde. 

An  elf  quene  wol  I  love  ywis, 

He  didde  next  his  white  lere. 

i 

For  in  this  world  no  woman  is 

Of  cloth  of  lake  fin  and  clere 

Worthy  to  be  my  make  in  toun    ■  <■ 

A  breche  and  eke  a  flierte. 

All  other  women  I  forfake. 

And  next  his  Ihert  an  haketoH, 

And  to  an  elf  quene  I  me  take 

And  over  that  mi  habergeon 

By  dale  and  eke  by  donn. 

For  percing  of  his  herte ; 

Into  his  fadel  he  clombe  anon. 

And  over  that  a  fin  hauberk 

And  priked  over  ftile  and  fton 

Was  all  ywrought  of  Jewcs  werkj 

^ 

An  elf  quene  for  to  cfpie, 

Ful  ftrong  it  was  of  plate. 

Til  he  fo  long  had  riden  and  gone 

And  over  that  his  cote-armoure^ 

That  he  fond  in  a  privec  wone 

As  white  as  is  the  lily  floure. 

The  contrce  of  Faerid. 

In  which  he  wold  debate. 

Wherin  he  foughte  north  and  fouth, 

His  flield  was  all  of  gold  {o  red,) 

And  oft  he  fpied  with  his  mcdith 

And  therin  was  a  bores  hcd. 

In  many  a  foreft  wilde, 

A  charboucle  belide  ; 

For  in  that  contree  n'as  ther  non 

And  ther  he  fwore  on  ale  and  bred 

That  to  him  dorft  ride  or  gon. 

How  that  the  geaunt  fliuld  be  dedj 

Neither  wif  ne  childe. 

Betide  what  fo  betide. 

Til  that  ther  came  a  gret  geaunt, 

His  jambuil  were  of  cnifbouly'. 

His  name  was  Sire  Oliphaunt, 

His  fwerdes  flieth  of  ivory. 

A  perilous  men  of  dede  ; 

His  helme  of  ktoun  bright. 

He  fayde,  Child,  by  Termagaunt 

His  fadel  wai  of  rewel  bone, 

But  if  thou  prike  out  of  myn  haunt 

His  bridel  as  the  fonne  flione. 

Anon  I  flee  thy  fleed  virith  mace-i— * 

Or  as  the  mone  light. 

Here  is  the  Quene  of  Faerie, 

His  fpere  was  of  fin  cypres. 

With  harpe,  and  pipe,  and  fimphonie,^ 

That  bodeth  werre  and  nothing  pee?, 

, 

Dwelling  in  this  place. 

The  hed  ful  Iharpe  yground : 

The  child  fayd,  Al  fb  mote  I  the 

His  ftede  was  all  dapple  gray. 

To  morwe  wol  I  meten  thee, 

It  goth  an  aumble  in  the  way 

Whan  I  have  min  armoure. 

And  yet  I  hope  fer  ma  fay 

Lo,  Lordes-min,  here  is  a  fit, 

That  fhou  flialt  with  this  laoftcegay 

If  yc  wol  ony  more  of  it 

Abien  it  ful  foure  :  thy  mawe 

To  telle  it  wol  I  fond. 

Shal  1  perce,  if  I  may. 

Now  hold  your  mouth/«tr  charttaf 

Or  it"  be  fully  prime  of  the  day, 

Bothe  knight  and  lady  fee, 

Tor  here  thw  fliait  te  flavre. 
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And  herkeneth  to  my  fpell ; 
Of  bataille  and  of  chevalrie. 
Of  ladies  love  and  druerie, 
Anon  I  wol  you  tell. 

Men  fpeken  of  romaunces  of  prls, 
Of  Hornchild  and  of  Ipotis, 
Of  Bevis  and  Sire  Guy, 
Of  Sire  Libeux  and  Pleindamour, 
But  Sire  Thopas  he  bereth  the  flour 
Of  real  chevalrie. 

His  goode  flede  he  al  beflrode. 
And  forth  upon  his  way  he  glode 


As  fparcle  out  of  bronde ; 
Upon  his  creft  he  bare  a  tour, 
And  therin  ftiked  a  lily  flour  ; 
God  ftiilde  his  corps  fro  ftionde ! 

And  for  he  v^as  a  knight  auntroits 
He  n'olde^flepen  in  non  hous, 
But  liggen  in  his  hood  ; 
His  bright  helm  was  his  wanger, 
And  by  him  baited  his  deftrer 
Of  herbes  fin  and  good. 

Himfelf  drank  water  of  the  well, 
As  did  the  knight  Sire  Percivel 
So  worthy  under  wede. 
Til  on  a  day-i > 
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Wo  mote  of  this  for  Goddes  dignitee, 
Quod  our  Hofte,  for  thou  makeft  me 
So  wery  of  thy  veray  lewedneffe, 
That  al  fo  wifly  God  my  foule  blelTc  „ 
MIn  eres  aken  of  thy  drafty  fpeche. 
Now  fwiche,  a  rime  the  devil  I  beteche  ; 
This  may  wel  be  rime  dogerel,  quod  he. 

Why  fo  ?  quod  I  ;  why  wolt  thou  letten  me 
More  of  my  Tale  than  an  other  man, 
Sin  that  it  is  the  befle  rime  I  can  ? 

By  God,  quod  he,  for  plainly  at  o  word 
Thy  drafty  riming  is  not  worth  a  tord  : 
Thou  doft  nought  elles  but  difpendeft  time. 
Sire,  at  o  word  thou  (halt  no  lenger  rime. 
Let  fee  wher  thou  canft  tellen  ought  in  gefte. 
Or  tellen  in  profe  fomwhat  at  the  lefle 
In  which  ther  be  fom  mirthe  or  fom  do<ftrine. 

Gladly,  quod  I ;  by  Goddes  fwete  pine 
I  wol  you  tell  a  litel  thing  in  profe 
That  oughte  liken  you,  as  I  fuppofe, 
Or  elles  certes  yc  be  to  dangerous. 
It  is  a  moral  Tale  vertuous, 
Al  be  it  told  fomtime  in  fondry  wife 
4)f  fondry  folk,  as  I  flial  you  devife. 


As  thus ;  ye  wot  that  every  evartgelift 
That  telleth  us  the  peine  of  Jefu  Crift 
Ne  faith  not  alle  thing  as  his  felaw  doth ; 
But  natheles  hir  fentence  is  al  fothj 
And  alle  accorden  as  in  hir  fentence, 
Albe  ther  in  hir  telling  difference  ; 
For  fom  of  hem  fay  more  and  fom  fay  lefffi 
Whan  they  his  pitous  paffion  expreffe  . 
I  mene  of  Mark  and  Mathew,  Luke  and  Johtv 
But  douteles  hir  fentence  is  all  on. 
Therfore,  Lordinges  all,  I  you  befeche. 
If  that  ye  thinke  I  vary  in  my  fpeche, 
As  thus,  though  that  I  telle  fom  del  more 
Of  proverbes  than  ye  han  herde  before 
Comprehended  in  this  litel  tretife  here. 
To  enforccn  with  the  effe(5t  of  my  matere. 
And  though  I  not  the  fame  wordes  fay 
As  ye  han  herde,  yet  to  you  alle  I  pray 
Blameth  me  not,  for  as  in  my  fentence 
Shul  ye  nowher  finden  no  difference 
Fro'the  fentence  of  thilke  tretife  lite 
After  the  which  this  mery  Tale  I  write  j 
And  therfore  herkeneth  what  I  flial  fay. 
And  let  me  tellen  all  my  Tale  I  pray. 


tALE   OF   MELiBEUS*. 


A  voiioE  man  called  Melibeus,  mighty  and 
tiche,  begate  upon  his  wif  that  called  was  Pru- 
flence  a  doughter  which  that  called  was  Sophie. 

Upon  a  day  befell  that  he  for  his  difport  is  went 
into  the  feldes  him  to  playe.  His  wif  and  eke  his 
doughter  hatk  he  Left  within  his  hous,  of  which  the 
dores  weren  faft  yfliette.  Foure  of  his  bide  foos  han 
it  efpied,  and  fettin  ladders  to  the  walies  of  his  hous, 
and  by  the  windowes  ben  entred,  and  beten  his 
wif,  and  wounded  his  doughter  with  five  mortal 
TS'oundes  in  five  fondry  places ;  this  is  to  fay,  in 
hire  feet,  in  tire  hondes,  in  hire  eres,  in  hire  nofej 
ind  in  hire  mouthj  and  iefteii  hire  for  dede,  and 
wenten  away. 

Whart  Melibeus  retprned  was  into  his  hous,  arid 
fey  al  this  mefchiefj  he  like  a  madmail  rending  his 
'clothes  gan  to  wepe  and  crie. 

Prudence  his  wif,  as  fer  forth  as  fhe  dorfte,  be- 
fought  him  of  his  weping  for  to  ftint  :  but  riot 
forthy  he  gan  to  crie  and  vvepen  ever  knger  the 
Jnore. 

This  noble  wif  Prudence  remembred  hire  upon 
the  fentencc  of  Ovide,  in  his  book  that  cleped  is 
The  Renjedie  of  Love,  wheras  he  faith.  He  is  a 
fool  that  diftourbeth  the  moder  to  wepe  in  the' 
deth  of  hire  childe  til  fhe  have  wept  hire  fille,  as 
for  a  certain  time  ;  and  than  ftial  a  man  don  his  di- 
ligence with  amiable  wordes  hire  to  reconforte, 
and  preye  hire  of  hire  weping  for  to  flinte.  For 
which  refon  this  noble  wif  Prudence  fuffred  hire 
hufbond  for  to  wepe  and  crie  as  for  a  certain  fpace, 
and  whan  fhe  faw  hire  time  fhe  fayde  to  him  in 
this  wife  :  Alas !  my  Lord,  quod  fhe,  why  make 
ye  yourfelf  for  to  be  like  a  fool  ?  forfothe  it  apper- 
teineth  not  to  a  wife  man  to  maken  fwiche  a  forwe. 
Youre  doughter  with  the  grace  of  God  fhal  warifli 
and  efcape.  And  al  were  it  fo  that  fhe  right  now 
were  dede,  ye  ne  ought  not  as  for  hire  deth  youre- 
fclf  to  deflroye.  Senek  faith.  The  wife  man  fhal 
not  take  to  gret  difcomfort  for  the  deth  of  his  chil- 
dren, but  certes  he  fhulde  fuffren  it  in  patiehce,  as 
wel  as  he  abideth  the  deth  of  his  owen  propre  per- 
fone. 

*  Prudence,  the  difcreet  wife  of  Melibeus,  perfuadeth 
her  hufband  to  patience,  and  to  receive  his  enemies  to 
inercie  and  pvace.  A  Tale  (XiU  of  moraJitie,  wherin  both 
Jiipli  and  low  may  learnc  to  governs    their  affedions. 


This  Melibeus  arifwered  anon  and  faide ;  What 
man  (quod  he)  fhulde  of  his  weping  flinte  that 
hath  fo  gret  a  caufe  for  to  wepe  ?  Jefu'  Crift  our 
Lord  himfelf  wepte  for  the  deth  of  Lazarus 
hife  frend.  Prudence  anfwerd ;  Certes  wel  I  wotc 
attempre  weping  is  nothing  defended  to  him  that 
forweful  is  aniong  folk  in  forwe,  but  it  is  rather 
graunted  him  to  wepe.  The  apoftle  Poule  tinto 
the  Romairies  writeth,  Man  fhal  rejoyce  with  hem 
that  maken  joye,  and  wepen  with  fwiche  folk  a» 
wepen.  But  though  attempre  weping  be  granted, 
outrageous  weping  certes  is  defended.  Mefure  qf 
weping  fliulde  be  confidercd  after  the  lore  that 
techeth  us  Sefiek.  Whan  that  thy  frend  is  dede 
(quod  he)  let  not  thin  eyen  to  moifte  ben  of  teres 
ne  t6  muche  drie  ;  although  the  teres  comen  to  . 
thin  eyen  let  hem  not  falle.  And  whan  thou  haft 
forgon  thy  frend  do  diligence  togetagein  aflothiir 
frend  ;  and  this  is  more  wifdom  than  for  to  wepe 
for  thy  frende  which  that  thou  haft  lorne,  for 
therin  is  no  bote.  And  therfore  if  ye  governe 
you  by  fapience,  put  away  forwe  out  of  youre 
herte.  Remembreth  you  that  Jefus  Sirak  fayth,  A 
man  that  is  joyous  and  glad  in  herte  it  him  con- 
,  ferveth  florifhing  in  his  age ;  but  fothly  a  forwe- 
.  ful  herte  maketh  his  bones  drie,  He .  faith  eke 
thus,  that  furwe  in  herte  fleeth  ful  many  a  man. 
Salomon  fayth,  that  right  as  mduthes  in  the  fhepes 
fleefe  anoieri  to  the  clothes,  and  the  fmale  worme» 
to  the  tree,  right  fo  anoieth  forwe  to  the  herte  of 
man ;  wherfore  us  ought  as  Wel  in  the  deth  of 
oure  children  as  inthe  loffe  of  our  goodes  tempO'* 
rel  have  patience. 

Remembre  you  upon  the  patient  Job;  whan 
he  haddc  loft  his  children  add  his  temporel  fob- 
ftaunce,  and  in  his  body  endured  and  received  ful 
many  a  grevous  tribulation,  yet  fayde  he  thus, 
Oure  Lord  hath  yave  it  to  me,  our  Lord  hath 
beraft  it  me  ;  right  as  oure  Lord  hath  wold  right 
fo  it  is  don  ;  yblefTed  be  the  name  of  oure  Lordf 
To  thife  forefaide  thinges  anfwered  Melibeus  unto 
his  wif  Prudence  :  All  thy  wordes  (quod  he)  ben 
trewe,  and  therto  profitable,  but  trewely  min 
herte  is  troubled  with  this  forwe  fo  grevoufly  that 
I  n'ot  what  to  don.  Let  calle  (quod  Prudence) 
thy  trewe  frendes  alle,  and,  thy  linage,  which 
that  ben  wife,  and  telleth  to  hem  }.our  cas,  and 
herkcncth  what  they  fayc  in  confeilling,  and  g*[ 


THJE   TALte   bi   MELIBEUS. 


yerne  you  after  hii-  fentence.  Salomon  faith, 
Werkc  all  thinges  by  confeil  and  thou  Ihalt  never 
repente. 

Than  by  confeil  of  his  wif  Prudence  this  Meli- 
beus  let  callen  a  gret  congregation  of  folk,  as  fur- 
giens,  phificiens,  olde  folk  and  yonge,  and  fom  of 
his  olde  encttiies  reconciled  (as  by  hir  femblant) 
to  his  love  and  to  his  grace  ;  and  therwithal  ther 
comen  fome  of  his  neigheboures  that  diden  him 
reverence  more  for  drede  than  for  love,  as  it  hap- 
peth  oft :  ther  comen  alfo  ful  many  fubtil  flatter- 
ers, and  wife  advocats  lerned  in  the  lawe. 

And  whan  thife  folk  togeder  alTembled  Averen, 
this  Melibeus  in  forwcful  wife  fhewed  hem  his  cas, 
and  hy  the  manere  of  his  fpeche  it  femed  that  in 
herte  he  bare  a  cruel  ire,  ready  to  don  vengeaimce 
upon  his  foos,  and  fodeinly  defired  that  the  werre 
fliulde  beginne,  biit  natheles  yet  axed  he  his  con- 
feil upbn  this  matere.  A  furgien,  by  licence  and 
affent  of  fwiche  as  weren  wife,  up  rofe,  and  unto 
Melibeus  fayde  as  ye  moun  here. 

Sire,  (quod  he)  as  to  us  furgiens  apperteineth 
that  we  do  to  every  wight  the  befte  that  we  can, 
wher  as  we  ben  withholdenj  and  to  our  patient 
that  we  do  no  damage,  wherfore  it  happeth  many 
time  and  ofte  that  whan  twey  men  han  everich 
wounded  other  o.  fame  furgien  heleth  hem  both, 
wherfore  unto  our  art  it  is  not  pertinent  to  norice 
werre,  ne  parties  to  fupporte  :  but  certes  as  to  the 
warifhing  of  youre  doughter,  al  be  it  fo  that  peri- 
loufly  fhe  be  wounded,  we  fhuln  do  fo  entent  if 
befineffe  fro  day  to  nighty  that  with  the  grace  of 
God  flie  fbal  be  hole  and  found  as  fone  as  is  polli- 
ble.  Aliiiolt  right  in  the  fame  wife  the  phificiens 
anfwerden,  fave  that  they  faiden  a  fewe  wordes 
more ;  that  right  as  maladies  ben  cured  by  hir 
contraries^  right  fo  fhal  man  warifhe  werre.  His 
neigheboures  ful  of  envie,  his  feined  frendes  that 
femed  reconciled,  and  his  flaterers,  maden  fem- 
blant of  weping,  and  empeired  and  agregged  mu- 
chel  of  this  matere,  in  preyfing  gretly  Melibee  of 
might,  of  power,  of  richeffe,  and  of  frendes,  def- 
pifmg  the  power  of  his  adverfaries,  and  faiden 
outrely  that  he  anon  fliulde  wreken  him  on  his 
foos,  and  beginnen  werre. 

Up  rofe  than  an  advocat  that  was  wifcj  by 
leve  and  by  confeil  of  other  that  were  wife,  and 
fayde  ;  Lordinges,  the  nede  for  the  which  we 
ben  affembled  in  this  place  is  a  ful  havie  thing, 
and  heigh  matere,  becaufe  of  the  wrong  and 
of  the  wikkedneffe  that  hath  be  don,  and  eke  by 
f  eafon  of  the  grete  damages  that  in  time  coming 
ben  poffible  to  fallen  for  the  fame  caufe,  and  eke 
hy  refon  of  the  gret  richeffe  and  power  qf  the 
parties  bothe,  for  the  which  refons  it  were  a  ful 
gret  peril  to  erren  in  this  matere ;  Vv^herfore,  Meli- 
beus, this  is  oure  fentence  :  we  confeille  you, 
aboven  alle  thing,  that  right  anon  thou  do  thy 
diligence  in  keping  of  thy  propre  perfone  in 
fwiche  a  wife  that  thoune  wantnon  efpiene  watche 
thy  body  for  to  fave :  and  after  that  we  confeille 
that  in  thin  hous  thou  fette  fuffifant  garnifon,  fo 
that  they  moun  as  wei  thy  body  as  thy  hous  de- 
fende ;  but  certes  for  to  nieeven  werre,  ne  fodenly 
Vol.  I, 
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for  to  do  vengeaunce>  ■tve  moun  not  deme  in  to 
litel  time  that  it  were  profitable  ;  wherefore  we 
axen  leifer  and  fpace  to  have  deliberation  in  this 
cas  to  deme ;  for  the  comune  proverbe  faith  thus 
He  that  fone  demeth  fone  Ihal  repente;  and  eke! 
men  fain  that  thilke  juge  is  wife  that  fone  under-* 
ftondeth  a  matere  and  jugeth  by  leifer  :  for  al  be  it 
fo  that  al  tarying  be  anoiful,  algates  it  is  not  to 
repreve  in  yeving  of  jugement,  ne  in  vengeance, 
taking,  whan  it  is  fuffifant  and  refonable  :  and 
that  ftewed  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  by  enfample  ;  for 
whan  that  the  woman  that  was  taken  in  advoutrie 
was  brought  in  hir,  prefence,  to  knowen  what 
fliuld  be  don  with  hire  perfone,  al  be  it  that  he 
wift  wel  himfelf  what  that  he  wolde  anfwere,  yet 
ne  wolde  he  not  anfwere  fo  deinly^  but  he  wolde 
hsve  deliberation,  and  in  the  ground  he  wrotd 
twies  :  and  by  thife  caufes  we  axen  deliberation^ 
and  we  Ihuln  than  by  the  grace  of  God  confeille 
the  thing  that  fhal  be  profitable. 

Up  flerte  than  the  yonge  folk  at  ones,  and  the 
moft  partie  of  that  compagriie  han  fcorned  this 
olde  wife  man,  and  begonnen  to  make  noife  and 
faiden.  Right  fo  as  while  that  iren  is  hot  men 
Ihulde  fmite,  right  fo  men  fhuln  do  wreken  hir  ' 
wronges  while  that  they  ben  freflie  and  newe  t 
and  with  loude  voys  they  criden  Werre !  werre  J 
Up  rofe  tho  on  of  thife  old  wife,  and  with  his  hand 
made  countenance  that  men  fnuid  holde  hem  flille 
and  yeve  him  audience.  Lordinges,  (quod  he) 
ther  is  ful  many  a  man  thet  crieth  Werre  !  werre  ! 
that  wote  ful  litel  what  werre  amounteth.  Werre 
at  his  beginning  hath  fo  gret  an  entring  and  fo 
large,  that  every  wight  may  enterwlian  himliketh , 
and  lightly  find  werre  ;  but  certes  what  end  that 
Ihal  befalle  it  is  not  light  to  know;  for  fothly 
whan  that  werre  is  ones  begonne  there  is  ful  many 
a  child  unborne  of  his  moder  that  flial  fterve 
yong  by  caufe  of  thilke  werre,  other  elles  live  in 
forwe,  and  dien  in  wretchedueffe ;  and  therfore 
or  that  any  werre  be  begonne  men  muft  have 
gret  confeil  and  gret  deliberation.  And  whan 
this  olde  man  wende  to  enforcen  his  tale  by  refons, 
wel  nie  alle  at  ones  begonne  they  to  rife  for  to 
breken  his  tale,  and  bidden  him  ful  oft  his  wordes 
for  to  abregge ;  for  fothly  he  that  precheth  to 
hem  that  liften  not  hercn  his  wordes,  his  fermon 
hem  anoieth  5  for  Jefus  Sirak  fayth  that  Uiuf  ke  in 
weping  is  a  noious  thing  :  this  is  to  fayn,  as 
mucbe  availleth  to  fpeke  beforn  folk  to  wnich  his 
fpeche  anoieth  astofmgebeforne  him  that  wepeth. 
And  whan  this  wife  man  faw  that  him  wanted' 
audience  al  fbamefaft  he  fette  him  doun  agein  : 
for  Salonjon  faith,  Ther  as  thou  ne  mayft  have 
non  audience  enforce  thee  not  to  fpeke.  I  fee  wel 
(quod  this  wife  man)  that  the  comune  proverbe 
is  foth,  that  good  confeil  wanteth  whan  it  is  moft 
nedci 

Yet  had  this  Melibeus  in  his  ionfeil  many  folk 
that  prively  in  his  ere  confeilled  him  certain  thing, 
and  confeilled  him  the  contrary  in  general  audi- 
ence. Whan  Melibeus  had  herd  that  the  gretelt 
party  of  his  confeil  were  accorded  that  he  fhuld^ 
make  werre,  anon  he  confented  to  hise  ccnfeillingj 
I 
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and  fully  affeirned  hir  fentence.  Than  Dame  Pru- 
dence, whan  that  flie  faw  how  that  hux  hufbonde 
fliope  him  fortoawreke  him  on  hisfoos,  andtobe- 
ginne  werre,  flic  in  ful  humble  wife,  whan  flie  faw 
hire  time,  fayde  him  thcfc  wordes  ;  My  Lord,  (quod 
ftie):  I  you  befeche,  as  hertly  as  I  dare  and  can, 
ne  hafle  you  liot  to  fafte,  and  for  alle  gucrdonds 
as  yeve  n\e  audience  ;^for  Piers.  Alphonfe  *  fayth, 
Who  fo  that  doth  to  thee  outhef  good  or  harme 
hafte  thee  not  to  quite  it,  for  in  this  wife  thy 
frend  wol  abide,  and  thin  enemie  llial  the  lenger 
live  in  drcde.  1  he  proverbe  fayth.  He  halleth 
wel  that  wifely  can  abide  j  and  in  wikked  haft  is 
no  profite. 

This  Melibee  anfwered  unto  his  wif  Prudence ; 
I  purpofe  not  (quod  he)  to  werken  by  thy  con- 
fcil  for  many  caufcs  and  refons,  for  certes  every 
wight  wold  hold  me  than  a-  fool;,  this  is  to  fayn, 
if  I  for  thy  confcilling  wolde  change  thinges  that 
bed  ordained  and- affirmed  by  fo  many  wife  men. 
Secondly,  1  fay  that  all  women  bep  wicke,  Jind 
non  good  of  hem  all;  for  of  a  thoufsnd  men, faith 
Salomon,  I  foimd  o  good  man  ;  bvrt:  certes  of  alle 
women  good  found  1  never.'  And  alfo,- certes  if 
1  governed  me  by  thy  confeil  it  fhulde  feme  that 
I  had  yeve  thee  over  me  the  maiflrie  ;'  and  God 
fcrbede  that  it  fo-  were ;  for  Jefus  Sirak  fayth,  that 
if  the -vvjf  have  the  maiilfie  flie  is  contrarious  to 
hire  hufbond ;  and  Salomon  fayth,  Never  in  thy 
lif  to  thy  wif,  ne  to  thy  child,  ne  to  thy  frend, 
ne  yeve  no  power  over  thyfelf;  for  better  it  were 
that  thy.  children  axe  of  thee  thinges  that  hem 
nedeth,  than  thou  fee  thyfelf  in  the  handes  of  thy 
children.  And  alfo  if  I  wol  werche  by  thy  con- 
fciliinj;,  certes  it  niuft  be  fomtime  fecree,til  it  were 
time  that  it  be  knowen,  and  this  ne  may  not 
be  if  1  fliulde  be  ccnfeiiled  by  thee  [For  it  is 
writen  |  The  janglerie  of  v/omen  ne  can  no  thing 
hide  fave  that  which  they  wote  not ;  after  the  phi- 
:  lofophre  feyth.  In  wikked  confeil  women  ven- 
quilhen  men  :  and  for  thife  refons  I  ne  owe  not 
to  be  confeilled  by  thee.] 

,  Whan  Dame  Prudence,  ful  debonairly,  and  with 
gret  paciencCy  had  herd  all  thuthire  hufbonde  liked 
for  to  fay,  than  axed  Ihe  of  him  licence  for  to 
fpeke,  and  fayde  in  this  wife  :  My  lord,  (quod 
ilie)  as  to  your  iirft  refon  it  may  lightly  ben  an- 
fvverd,  for  I  fay  that  it  rs  no  folic  to  chaunge  con- 
feil whan  the  thing  is  chaunged,  or  elles  whan  the 
tiling  femeth  otherwife  than  it  femed  afore.  And 
moreover,  I  fayj  though  that  ye  have  fworne  and 


*  He  c*lVs  h]mfc\(  retras  Alfannfi  in  h'ti  D':alogus  contra 
Judaeos,  mf.  HiJi-l',  3861.  He  there  it-.lorms  us,  tliat  lie 
was  hiint'elf  orij^'iially  a  jtw,  but  converted  and  baptized 
,in  the  y.ear  1  10(5,  in  JnV\ ,  die  natalis  /l]'p.  Petri  et  Jfauii-, 
uiirni  wliich  accdunt  lie  took  Che  name  nl /tCcT. 

f  Vi'hat  is  incUided  between  books  in  wanting  in  all  the 
Ti  fl".  V  liich  1  have  examined  ;  it  is  plainly  neccffary  to  the 
jenl>,  aa  it  (hews  us  what  the  fourth  atxl  tittli  reafon«  of 
Welibeijs  were  to  wliich  "I'tsid'ence  replies;  Ihavcthere- 
Jiire  inlcrted  as  literal  a  tranCation  as  I  imagine  Chaucer 
iiiiulir  liave  made  of  tie  followinf;  paffaga  in  the  Fr. 
Melibee,  mf.  Reg.  Ip.  C.  vii  :"  Car  il  elt  el'crip'r,  la  geii!;lcri. 
'•  iics  lemmes  ne  piiet  rjens  celler  Ibrs  ce  quVUe'nc  fccf. 
'■'  Apris  le  philoiophre  dit,  en  mauvais  crit'.lcil  Ics  lemmes 
"  v.iinqueii:  Ics  hommes,  et  par  ces  raifui'S  je  ne  f.!ois  point 
*' Uieru*  tonsenfeil,"    lyrwhitt. 
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behight  to  performe  yotir  emprife,  and  nevert&i^* 
les  ye  v^eive  to  performe  thilke  fame  emprife  by" 
juft  caufe,  men  fliuld  not' fay  therfore  ye  were  z- 
Iyer  ne  foffworn ;  for  the  book  fayth  that  the  wife 
man  maketh  no  lefmg  whan  be  turaeth  his  corage' 
for  the  better.  And  al  be  it  that  your  emprife  be 
eftablifhed  and  ordeined  by  gret  multitude  of  folkj. 
yet  thar  you  not  accomplilh  thilke  ordinance  but 
you  hketh,  for  the  trouthe  of  thinges  and  the  pro- 
fit ben  rather  foanden  in  fewe  folk  that  ben  wife 
and  ful  of  refon,  than  by  gret  multitude  of  folk- 
ther  every  man  cryeth  and  clattereth  what  him 
liketh  ;  fothly  fwiche  multitude  is  not  honeft.  As 
to  the  fecond  refon,  wheras  ye  fay  that  all  womeir 
ben  wicke;  fave  your  grace,  certes  ye  defpife  alle 
women  in  this  wife,  and  he  that  all  defpifeth,  as 
faith  the  book,  all  defplefefh.     And  Senek  faith,, 
that  v/ho  i6  wol  have  fapience  fhall  no  man  dif- 
preife,  but  hefhal  gladly  teche  the  fcience  that  he 
can  without  prefumption  or  pride,  and  fwiche 
thinges  as  he  nought  can  he  fiialnotben  afhamcd 
to  lere  hem,  and  to  enquere  of  leffe  folk  than  him- 
felf.     And,  Sire,  that  ther  hath  ben  ful  many  3 
good  woman  may  lightly  be  preved ;  for  certes. 
Sire,  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  n'olde  never  han  def- 
cended  to  be  borne  of  a  woman  if  all  women  had 
be  wicked ;  and  after  that,  for  the  gret  bountee 
that  is  in  women,  otir  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  whan  he 
was  rifen  from  deth  to  lif,  appeared  rather  to  a 
woman  than  to  his  apoftles.  And  though  that  Sa- 
lomon fayde  he  founde  never  no  good  woman,  it 
folweth  not  therfore  that  all  women  be  wickfed ;. 
for  though  that  he  ne  found  no  good  woman,- 
certes  many  another  man  hath  founde  many  a 
woman  ful  good  and  trewe:  or  elles,  peraventure, 
the  entent  of  Salomon  was  this,  that  in  foveraine 
bountee  he  found  no  woman  ;  this  is  to  fay,  that 
ther  is  no  wight  that  hath  foveraine  bountee  fave 
God  alone,  as  he  hinifelf  recordeth  in  his  Evange- 
lies ;  for  ther  is  no  creature  fo  good  that  him  ne 
wanteth  fomwhat  of  the  periedion  of  God  that 
is  his  maker.  Youre  thridde  refon  is  this  j  ye  fay- 
that  if  that  ye  governe  you  by  my  confeil  it 
ftiulde  feme  that  ye  had  yeve  me  the  maiftrie  and 
the  lordlhip  of  your  perfon.  Sire,fave  your  grace, 
it  is  not  fo;  for  if  fo  were  that  no  man  fliulde  be 
confeilled  but  only  of  hem  that  han  lordfhipand 
maiftrie  of  hisperfon,  menn'oldenot  be  confeilled 
fo  often ;  for  fothly  thilke  man  that  aiketh  con^ 
fell  of  a  purpos,  yet  hath  he  free  chois  whether 
he  wol  werke  after  that  confeil  or  non.     And  as- 
to  your  fourth  refon,  ther  as  ye  fain  that  the  jang- 
lerie of  women  can  hide  thinges  that  they  wot 
not,  as  who  fo  fayth  that  a  woman  can  not  hide 
that  ihe  wote ;  Sire,  thife  wordes  ben  underftondc 
of  women  that  ben  janglereffes  and  wicked,  of 
which  women  men  fain  that  three  thinges  driven 
a  man  out  of  his  hous,  that  is  to  fay,  fmoke,  drop-' 
ping  of  raine,  and  wicked  wives;  and  of  fvriche 
women  Salomon  fayth,  that  a  man  were  better 
dwell  in  defert  than  with  a  woman  that  is  riotous! 
and.  Sire,  by  your  leve,  that  am  not  I,  for  ye  have 
ful  often  affaied  my  gret  fdence  and  .my  gret  pa* 
tience,  and  eke  how  wel  that  I  can  hide  aiidhelc 
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tWngSs  lh.\t  trieil  ougliten  fecretly  to  hiden.  And 
fothly  as  to  your  fifthe  rclbn,  v/heras  ye  fay  that 
in  wicked  confell  women  venquifhed  men,  God 
ts-ote  that  thiike  refon  ftant  here  in  no  flede  ;  for 
underftondeth  now  ye  axcn  confcil  for  to  do 
wickedneffe,  and  if  ye  wol  werken  wickednefle, 
and  your  wif  reftraineth  thiike  wicked  purpos,  and 
overcometh  you  by  I'efon  and  by  good  confeil, 
certes  your  wif  ought  rather  to  be  preifed  than  to 
be  blamed :  thus  fliulde  ye  underftonde  the  pliilo- 
fophre  that  fayth,  in  wicked  confeil  women  ven- 
quifiien  hir  hulbondes.  And  ther  as  you  blamen 
all  women  and  hir  refons,  I  flial  Ihewe  you  by 
many  enfamples  that  many  women  have  ben  ful 
good,  and  yet  ben,  and  hir  confeil  holefome  and 
profitable.  Eke  fom  men  ban  fayd  that  the  confeil 
of  women  is  either  to  dere  or  ellcs  to  litel  qf  pris : 
but  al  be  it  fo  that  ful  many  a  woman  be  bad,  and 
hire  confeil  vile  and  nought  worth,  yet  han  men 
founden  lul  many  a  good  woman,  and  difcrete 
and  wife  in  confeilling.  Lo  Jacob,  thurgh  the 
good  confeil  of  his  mother  Rebecke,  wan  the  be- 
nifon  of  his  father  and  the  lordfliip  over  all  his 
brethren  ;  Judith  by  hire  good  confeil  delivered 
the  citee  of  Bethulie,  in  which  fiie  dwelt,  out  of 
the  honde  of  Holofern,  that  had  it  befeged,  and 
wolde  it  al  deftroye ;  Abigail  delivered  Nabal 
hire  houfbond  fro  David  the  king,  that  wolde  han 
flain  him,  and  appefed  the  ire  of  the  king  by  hire 
wit  and  by  hire  good  confeilling ;  Heller  by  hire 
confeil  enhaunced  gretly  the  peple  of  God  in  the 
rcgne  of  Affuerus  the  king ;  and  the  fame  bountee 
in  good  confeilling  of  many  a  good  woman  moun 
men  rede  and  tell.  And  further  more,  whan  that 
oure  Lord  had  created  Adam  cure  forme  father 
he  faydc  in  this  wife  ;  It  is  not  good  to  be  a  man 
allone  ;  make  we  to  him  an  helpe  femblable  to 
hirafeif.  Here  moun  ye  fee  that  if  that  women 
weren  not  good,  and  hir  confeil  good  and  profita- 
ble, oure  Lord  God  of  heven  wolde  neither  han 
^vrought  hem  ne,  called  hem  helpe  of  man,-  but 
rather  confufion  of  man.  And  ther  fayd  a  clerk 
ones  in  two  vers,  What  is  better  than  gold  ? 
jafpre  ;  what  is  better  than  jafpre  ?  wifdom  ;  and 
what  is  better  than  wifdom  ?  woman  ;  and  what 
is  better  ithan  a  good  woman  ?  nothing.  And, 
Sire,  by  many  other  refons  moun  ye  feen  that 
many  v>roinen  ben  good,  and  hir  confeil  good  and 
profitable  :  and  therefore,  Sire,  if  ye  wol  trolle 
to  my  confeil,  I  fliall  reftore  you  your  doughter 
hole  and  found,  and  1  wol  don  to  you  fo  muqhe 
that  ye  fhuln  have  honour  in  this  cas. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  the  wordes  of  his  wif 
Prudence,  he  fayd  thus;  I  fe  wel  that  the  word  of 
Salomon  is  foth,  for  he  faith  that  wordes  that  ben 
fpoken  difcretly  by  ordinaunce  ben  honiecombes, 
for  they  yeven  fwetenelTe  to  the  foule  and  hol- 
fomnelTe  to  the  body  :  and,  wif,  becaufe  of  thy 
fwete  wordes,  and  eke  for  I  have  preved  and  af-^ 
faied  thy  grete  fapience  and  thy  grete  trouthe,  I 
Wol  governe  me  by  thy  confeil  in  alle  thing. 

Now,  Sire,  (quod  Dame  Prudence)  and  i  Ji 
that  ye  vouchfafe  to  be  governed  by  my  confeil,  i 
wol  enforme  you  how  that  ye  fhuln  governe  your- 
felf  in  chefing  of  yoiire  eonfdUours.  Ye  lliulii  firft 


in  alle  your  wcrkes  mekely  beftchen  to"  the  heigh 
God  that  he  wol  be  your  confeillour,  and  ihapeth 
you  to  fwiche  entente  that  he  yeve  you  confeil 
and  comforte,  as  taught  Tobie  his  fone  ;  At  alle 
times  thou  flialt  bleffe  God,  and  preie  him  toi 
dreffe  thy  wayes ;  and  loke  that  alle  thy  confeils 
ben  in  him  for  evermore.  Seint  James  eke  fayth. 
If  any  of  you  have  nede  of  fapience,  axe  it  of  God^ 
And  afterwarde  than  fliullen  ye  take  confeil  in 
yourfelf,  and  examine  wel  your  owe'n  thoughtes 
of  fwiche  thinges  as, you  thinketh  that  ben  belt 
for  your  profit ;  and  than  Ihuln  ye  drive  fro  your 
herte  three  thinges  that  ben  cofttrariotis  to  good 
confeil,  that  is  to  fayn,  ir-e,coveitife,  and  hailineffe^ 

Firfb,  he  that  axeth  confeil  of  himfelf,  certes  he 
muft  be  withouten  ire  for  many  caufes;  The  firft 
is  this ;  he  that  hath  gret  ire  and  wrath  in  hiniJ 
felf,  he  weneth  alway  that  he  may  do  thing  that 
he  may  not  do.  And,  fecondly,  he  that  is  irouS 
and  wroth  he  may  not  wel  deme  ;  and  he  that  may 
not  wel  deme  may  not  wel  confeiile.  The  thridde 
is  this  ;  he  that  is  irons  and  wroth,  as  fayth  Senek, 
ne  may  not  fpekebut  blameful  thinges,  and  with 
his  vicious  wordes  he  ftirreth  other  folk  to  ancer 
and  to  ire.  And  eke,  Sire,  ye  nfiuft  drive  coveitife 
out  of  your  herte  j  for  the  apollle  fayth,-  that  co- 
veitife is  the  rote  of  all  harmcs :  and  trofleth  wel 
that  a  coveitous  man  ne  can  not  deme,  ne  thinkc,- 
but  only  to  fuifille  the  end  of  his  coveitife,  and 
certes  that  ne  may  never  ben  accomplifed;  for 
ever  the  more  haboundance  that  he  hath  of 
richeffe,-  the  mere  he  defireth.-  And,  Sire,  ye 
muft  alio  drive  Out  of  youre  herte  hailinelTe  ;  for 
certes  ye  ne  moun  not  dem«  for  the  befte  a  foden 
thought  that  falleth  in  your  herte^  but  ye  muft 
avife  y5u  on  it  ful  ofte ;  for,  as  ye  have  herde 
herebeforn,.  the  commune  proverbe  is  this.  He 
that  fone  demeth  fone  repenteth. 

Sire,  ye  ne  be  not  alway  in  like  difp'ofition,'  for 
eertesfom  thing  that  fomtime  f.-meth  to  you  that 
it  is  good  for  to  do,  another  time  it  femeth  to  you 
the  contrarie. 

And  whan  ye  han  taken  confeil  iti  yourfelf^ 
and  han  demed  by  good  deliberation  fwiche  thin,^ 
as  you  femeth  befte,  than  rede  I  you  that  ye  kepi 
it  fecree.  Bewreye  not  your  confeil  to  no  perfone,' 
but  if  fo  be  that  ye  wenen  fikerly.  that  thurgh 
youre  bewreying  youre  condition  flial  ben  to  you 
more  profitable  ;  for  Jefus  Sirak  faith.  Neither  tc^ 
thy  foo  ne  to  thy  frend  difcover  not  thy  fecree,  ne 
thy  folie;  for  they  v/oln  yeve  you  audience  and 
loking,  and  fuppcxtation,  in  your  prefence,  and 
fcorne  you  in  youre  abfence^  Another  cierk fayth,- 
that  fcarfly  fnak  thou  finden  any  perfone  that  may 
Itepe  thy  confeil  fecrely.  The  book  faith,  While' 
that  thou  kepeft  -^hy  confeil  in  thin  herte  thou 
kepelt  it  in  thy  prifon,  and  whan  thou  bewfeyelb 
thy  confeil  to  any  wight,  he  holdeth  thee  in  his' 
fnare  :  and  therfore  you  is  better  t6  hide  youf 
confeil  in  your  herte  than  to  preye  him  to  whont 
ye  han  bev/reyed  youre  confeil  that  he  w«l  kepe 
it  ciofe  and  ftiile  ;  for  Seneca  fayth.  If  fo  be  that 
thou  ne  mayft  not  thin  owen  confeil  hide,  how^ 
dareft  thou  preyen  any  other  wight  thy  confeil 
fecrely  to  kepe,'  But  natheles^if  thou  wcn's  fiksf* 
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ly  that  thy  bewreying  of  thy  confeil  to  a  perfone 
wol  make  thy  condition  to  flonden  in  the  better 
plight,  than  Ihalt  thou  telle  him  thy  confeil  in 
this  wife.  Firft,'  thou  Ihak  make  no  femblaiit 
whether  thee  were  lever  pees  or  werre,  or  this 
or  that,  ne  fbewe  him  not  thy  wilt  ne  thin  en- 
tente ;  for  trofte  wel  that  comnlunly  thefe  con-- 
feillours  ben  flaterers,  namely  the  confeillours  of 
grete  lordes,  for  they  enforcen  hem  ahvay  rather 
to  fpeken  plefant  wordes,  endining  to  the  lordes 
lufr,  than  wordes  that  B'en  trewe  or  profitable,  and 
therfore  men  fayn  that  the  riche  man  hath  felde 
good  confeil  but  if  he  have  it  of  himfelf.  And 
after  that  thou  fhalt  confider  thy  frendes  and 
thin  enemies.  And  as  touching-  thy  frendes,  thoQ 
flialt  confider  which  of  hem  ben  moft  feithfulani 
mofl  wife,  and  eldeft  a-nd  moil  appreved,  in  con- 
feilling,  and  of  hem  fhalt  thou  axe  thy  cOnfeil  as 
the  cas  requireth. 

1  fay,  that  firft  ye  fliuln  clepe  to  youre  confeil 
youre  frendes  that  ben  trswe;  for  Salomon  faith, 
that  right  as  the  hcrte  of  a  man  deliteth  iti  favour 
that  is  fwote,  right  fothe  confeil  of  trewe  frendes 
yeveth  fweteneffe  to  the  foule  :  he  fayth  alfo, 
Ther  may  nothing  be  likened  to  the  trewe  frend, 
for  ccrtes  gold  ne  filver  ben  not  fo  much  worth  as 
the  good  will  of  a  trewe  frend  :•  and  eke  be  fayth, 
that  a  trewe  frend  is  a  ftrong  defence  ;  who  fo 
that  it  findeth,  certcs  he  findeth  a  gret  trefor. 
Than  fliuln  ye  eke  confider  if  that  your  trewe 
frendes  ben  difcrete  and  wife;  for  (he  book  faith, 
Axe  alway  thy  confeil  of  hem  that  ben  wife. 
And  by  this  fame  refon  fliulfi  ye  clepen  to  youre 
confeil  youre  frendes  that  ben  of  age,  fwiche  as 
han  feyn  and  ben  expert  in  many  thinges,  and 
ben  appreved  in  confeillinges;  for  the  book  fayth. 
In  olde  men-  is  al  the  fapience,  and  in  longe  time 
the  prudence  :  And  Tullius  fayth,  that  grete 
ihinges  ne  ben  not  ay  accomplifed  by  flrengthe 
He  by  delivernefle  of  body,  but  by  good  confeil,  by 
auiSloritee  of  perfoneSj  and  by  fcience  ;  the  which 
three  thinges  ne  ben  not  feble  by  age,  but  cer- 
tes  they  enforCen  and  encrefen  day  by  day.  And 
than  fliuln  ye  kepe  this  for  a  general  reule ;  firft, 
ye  fliuln  clepe  to  your  confeil  a  fewe  of  your 
frendes  that  ben  efpecial;  for  Salomon  faith,  Many 
frendes  have  thou,  but  among  a  thoufand  chefe 
thee  on  to  be  thy  confeillour.  For  al  be  it  fo  that 
thou  firft  ne  telle  thy  confeil  but  to  a  fewe,  thou 
mayeft  afterwarde  tell  it  to  mo  folk  if  it  be  nede. 
But  loke  alway  that  thy  confeillours  have  thilke 
three  conditions  that  I  have  fay'd  before;  that  is 
to  fay,  that  they  be  trewe,  wife,  and  of  olde  ex- 
perience. And  werke  not  alway  in  every  nede 
by  on  coftfeillour  allone,  for  fomtime  behoveth  it 
to  be  confeilled  by  many;  for  Salomon  fayth, 
Salvation  of  thinges  is  wher  as  ther  ben  many 
confeillours. 

Now  fith  that  T  have  told  you  of  which  folk  ye 
fliulde  be  confeilled,  now  wol  I  teche  you  which 
confeil  ye  ought  to  efchue,  Firft,  ye  fliuln  efchue 
the  conTeJlIing  of  fooles ;  for  Salomon  fayth.  Take 
no  confeil  of  a  fool,  for  he  ne  cannot  confeille  but 
after  his  owen  luft  and  his  affecftion  :  the  book 
fayth.  The  propertee  of  a  fool  is  this,  he  troweth 
lightly  harme  of  every  man,  and  lightly  troweth 


all  bountee  in  himfelf.  Thou  flialt  eke  efchue 
the  confeilling  of  all  flaterers,  fwiche  as  enforcen 
hem  rather  to  preifen  youre  perfone  by  flate- 
rie,  than  for  to  tell  you  the  fothfaftnefle  of 
thinges. 

Wherfore  Tullius  fayth.  Among  alle  the  pefti- 
lences  that  ben  in  frendlhip  the  greteft  is  flaterie ;, 
and  therfore  it  is  more  nede  that  thou  efchue  and 
drede  flaterers  than  any  other  peple.  The  book 
faith.  Thou  ftiak  rather  drede  and  flee  fro  the- 
fwete  "wordes  of  flatering  preifers  than  fro  the' 
egre  wordes  of  thy  frend  that  faith  thee  fothes  r 
Salomon  faith,  that  the  wordes  of  a  flaterer  is  a 
fnare  to  cacchen  innocentes  :  he  fayth  alfo.  He 
that  fpeketh  to  his  frend  wordes  of  fweteneffe 
and  of  plefaunce,  he  fetteth  a  net  beforne  his  feet 
to  cacchen  him  :  and  therfore  fayth  TuUius,  En^ 
cline  not  thin  eres  to  flaterers,  ne  take  no  confeil 
of  wordes  of  flaterie  :  and  Caton  fayth,  Avife 
thee  wel,  and  efchue  wordes  of  fwetenefle  and  o( 
plefaunce.  And  eke  thou  fhalt  efchue  the  con-- 
feilling  of  thin  olde  enemies  that  ben  reconciled. 
The  book  fayth,  that  no  wight  retourneth  fafely- 
into  the  grace  of  his  olde  enemie  :  and  Yfop-e 
fayth,  Ne  troft  not  to  hem  to  which  thou  haft 
fomtime  had  werre  or  ennaitee,  ne  telle  hem  not- 
thy  confeil :  and  Senek  telleth  the  caufe  why  ;  It 
may  not  be,  fayth  he,  ther  as  gret  fire  hath  long' 
time  endured  that  ther  ne  dwelleth  fom  vapour' 
of  warmneffe ;  and  therfore  faith  Salomon,.  In- 
thin  olde  foo  troft  thou  never  ;  for  fikerly  though 
thin  enemie  be  reconciled,,  and  maketh  thee  chere* 
of  humilitee,  and  louteth  to  thee  with  his  hed> 
ne  troft  him  never,  for  certes  he  maketh  thilke 
feined  humilitee  more  for  his  profite  than  for  any 
love  of  thy  perfone,  becaufe  that  he  demeth  to 
have  vidtoriel  over  thy  perfone  by  fwiche  feined 
contenance,  the  which  vi6Lorie  he  might  not  have 
by  ftrif  of  werre.  And  Peter  Alphonfe  fayth,. 
Make  no  felawfliip  with  thin  olde  enemies,  for  , 
if  thou  do  hem  bountee  they  woUen  perverten  it 
to  wickednefl"e.  And  eke  thou  mtift  efchue  tiie 
confeilling  of  hem  that  ben  thy  fervaunts,  and 
beren  thee  gret  reverence,  for  paraventure  they 
fein  it  more  for  drede  than  for  love  ;  and  therfore 
faith  a  philofophre.in  this  wife,  Ther  is  no  wight 
parfitly  trewe  to  him  that  he  to  fore  dredeth.  And- 
Tullius  fayth,  Ther  n'is  no  might  fo  gret  of  any 
emperour  that  longe  may  endure,  but  if  he  have 
more  love  of  the  peple  than  drede.  Thou  Ihalt 
alfo  efchue  the  confeilling  of  folk  that  beri 
dronkelewe,  for  they  ne  can  no  confeil  hide ;  fof 
Salomon  fayth,  Ther  n'is  no  privetee  ther  as  reg-* 
neth  dronkennefle.  Ye  fliuln  alfo  have  in  flifpeft 
the  confeilling  of  fwiche  folk  as  confeille  you  o- 
thing  prively,and  confeille  you  the  contrarie  open- 
ly ;  for  Cafliodore, fayth,  that  it  is  a  manere  fleighte 
to  hinder  his  enemy  whan  he  flleweth  to  don  a 
thing  openly,  and  werketh  pTively  the  contrary. 
Thou  fhalt  alfo  have  in  ftifpeft  the  confeilHng  of 
wicked  folk,  for  hir  confeil  is  alway  ful  of  fraude. 
And  David  fayth,  Blisful  is  that  man  that  hath 
not  foiwed  the  confeilling  of  flirewes.  Thou  fhalt 
alfo  efchue  the  confeilling  of  yonge  folk,  for  hir 
confeilling  is  not  ripe,  as  Salomon  faith. 

Now,  Sire,  fith  I  have  fiicwed  you  of  which" 
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folk  ye  fliullen  take  youre  confeil,  and  of  which 
'folk  ye  fliullen  efchue  the  confeil,  now  wol  I 
teche  you  how, ye  fhuln  examine  your  confeil  after 
the  dodrine  of  TuUius.  In  examining  than  of 
your  confeillours,  ye  fliuln  confidre  many  thinges. 
Alder  firft,  thou  Ihalt  confidre  that  in  thilke  thing 
that  thou  purpofeft,  and  upon  whit  thing  that 
thou  wok  have  confeil,  that  veray  trouthe  he  faid 
and  conferved  ;  tliis  is  to  fay,  telle  trewely  thy 
tale;  for  he  that  fayth  falfe  may  not  wel  be  con- 
feilled  in  that  cas  of  which  he  lieth.  And  after 
this  thou  fhalt  confidre  the  thinges  that  accorden 
to  that  thou  purpofeft  for  to  do  by  thy  confeillours, 
if  refon  accord  therto,  and  eke  if  thy  might  may 
atteine  therto,  and  if  the  more  part  and  the  bet-, 
ter  part  of  thin  confeillours  accorden  therto  or 
no.  Than  flialt  thou  confidre  what  thing  flaal 
folwe  of  that  confeilling,  as  hate,  pees,  werre, 
grace,  profite,  or  domage,  and  many  other  thinges, 
and  in  alle  thinges  thou  {halt  chefe  the  befte, 
^nd  weive  all  other  tliinges.  Than  flialt  thou 
confidre  of  what  roote  is  engendred  the  matere 
of  thy  confeil,  and  what  fruit  it  may  conceive 
and  engendre.  Thou  flialt  eke  confidre  alle 
the  caufes  from  whennes  they  ben  fprongen. 
And  whan  thou  haft  examined  thy  confeil,  as 
1  have  faid,  and  which  partie  is  the  better  and 
■more  profitable,  and  haft  appreved  it  by  many 
avife  folk  and  oMe,  than  flialt  thou  confidre 
If  thou  mayft  performe  it  and  maken  of  it  a 
good  ende ;  for  cea'tes  refon  wol  not  that  any  man 
Ihulde  beginne  a  thing  but  if  he  mighte  performe 
it  as  him  oughte,  ne  no  wight  fiiulde  take  upon 
him  fo  bevy  a  charge  that  he  might  not  beren  it, 
for  the  proverbe  fayth.  He  that  to  muche  em- 
traceth  difljeineth  litel ;  and  Caton  faith,  AfTay 
to  do  fwiche  thinges  as  thou  haft  power  to  don, 
left  the  charge  oppreffe  thee  fo  fore  that  thee  be- 
hoveth  to  weive  thing  tliat  thou  haft  begonne. 
And  if  fo  be  that  thou  be  ifi  doute  whether  thou 
mayft  performe  a  thing  or  non,  chefe  rather  to 
fuffre  than  to  beginne.  And  Peter  Alphonfe 
fayth,  If  thou  haft  might  to  don  a  thing  of  which 
'thou  muft  repente,  it  is  better  nay  than  ya;  this 
is  to  fayn,  that  thee  is  better  to  holde  thy  tc«ige 
ftille  than  for  to  fpeke.  Than  mayft  thou  under- 
ftonde  by  ftronger  refons,  that  if  thou  haft  power 
to  performe  a  wea-k  of  which  thou  flialt  repente, 
than  is  thee  better  that  thou  fuffre  than  beginne, 
Wel  fayn  they  that  defenden  every  wight  to 
aflaye  a  thing  of  which  he  is  in  doute  whether 
he  may  performe  it  or  non.  And  after  whan  yc 
iian  examined  your  confeil  as  I  have  faid  beforne, 
and  knowen  wel  that  ye  moun  performe  your 
emprife,  conferme  it  than  fadly  til  it  be  at  an  ende. 
Now  is  it  refon  and  time  that  I  fliewe  you  whan 
and  wherfore  that  you  maun  cbaunge  your  con- 
feil withouten  repreve.  Sothly  a  man  may  change 
his  purpos  and  his  confeil  if  the  caufe  cefeth,  or 
whan  a  newe  cas  betideth ;  for  the  lawe  faith,  that 
upon  thinges  that  newly  betiden  behoveth  newe 
confeil ;  and  Seneca  fayth.  If  thy  confeil  is  comen 
to  the  eres  of  thin  enemies  chaunge  thy  confeil. 
Thou  mayft  alfo  chaunge  thy  confeil,  if  fo  be 
tliat  thou  find  that  by  errour  or  by  other  ca^i^e, 
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harme  or  damage  may  betide  :  alfo  if  thy  confeil 
be  difhonefte,  other  elles  come  of  diflionefte  caufe^ 
ehaunge  thy  confeil ;  for  the  lawes  fain  that  all 
beheftes  that  ben  diflionefte  ben  of  no  value  ;  and 
eke  if  fo  be  that  it  be  impoflible,  or  may  not 
goodly  be  performed  or  kept. 

And  take  this  for  a  general  reule,  that  every 
confeil  that  is  affermed  fo  ftrongly  that  it  may  not 
be  chaunged  for  no  condition  that  may  betide,  I 
fay  that  thilke  confeil  is  wicked. 

This  Melibeus,  whan  he  had  herd  the  doiftrine 
of  his  wif  Dame  Prudence,  anfwered  in  this 
w^ife  :  Dame,  quod  he,  as  yet  unto  this  time  ye 
ban  wel  and  covenably  taught  me,  as  in  general, 
how  I  ftial  goveriie  me  in  the  chefing  and  in  the 
withholding  of  my  confeillours  ;  but  now  wold  I 
fain  that  you  wold  condefcend  in  efpecial,  and 
telle  me  how  liketh  you  or  what  femeth  you  by 
oure  counfeillours  that  we  ban  chofea  in  ourc  pre- 
fent  nedc. 

My  Lord,  quod  flie,  1  befeche  you  in  alle  hum- 
bleffe  that  ye  wol  not  wrilfully  replie  agein  my 
refons,  ne  diftempre  your  herte,  though  I  fpeke 
thing  that  you  difplefe,  for  God  wote  that  as  in 
min  entente  I  fpeke  it  for  your  befte,  for  youre 
honour  and  for  youre  profit  eke,  and  fothly  I  hope 
that  youre  benignitee  wol  taken  it  in  patience. 
And  trofteth  me  wel,  quod  ftie,  that  youre  con- 
feil as  in  this  cas  ne  fliulde  not  (as  to  fpeke  propre- 
ly)  be  called  a  confeilling,  but  a  motion  or  a- 
meving  of  folie,  in  which  confeil  ye  ban  erred  in 
many  a  fondry  wife. 

Jirft  and  forward,  ye  ban  erred  in  the  affem- 
bling  of  youre  confeillours,  for  ye  fliolde  firft  ban, 
cleped  a  fewe  folk  to  youre  confeil,  and  after  yc 
mighte  ban  fiiewed  it  to  mo  folk  if  it  hadde  be 
nede;  but  certes  ye  han  fodeinly  cleped  to  your 
confeil  a  gret  multitude  of  peple,  ful  chargeant, 
and  ful  anoyous  for  to  here.  Alfo  ye  han  erred, 
for  ther  as  yc  fliulde  han  only  cleped  to  youre  con- 
feik  youre  trcw^e  frendes  olde  and  wife,  ye  ban 
cleped  ftraunge  folk,  yonge  folk,  falfe  flaterers, 
and  enemies  reconciled,  and  folk  that  don  you  re- 
verence withouten  love.  And  eke  ye  han  erred, 
for  ye  han  brought  with  you  to  youre  confeil  ire, 
coveitife,  and  haftifneile,  the  which  three  thinges 
ben  contrary  .to  every  confeil  honeft  and  profitable, 
the  which  three  thinges  ye  ne  han  not  anientilfed 
or  deftroyed  neither  in  yourefelf  ne  in  youre  con- 
feillours as  you  ought.  Ye  han  erred  alfo,  for  ye 
han  fliewed  to  youre  confeillours  youre  talent  and 
youre  affedions  to  malce  werre  anon,  and  for  to 
do  vengeaunce,  and  they  han  efpied  by  youre 
wordes  to  what  thing  ye  ben  enclined,  and  ther- 
fore  han  they  confeilled  you  rather  to  youre  ta- 
lent than  to  youre  profite.  Ye  han  erred  alfo,  for 
it  femeth  that  you  fufficeth  to  han  ben  confeilled 
by  thife  confeillours  only,  and  -with  litel  avis, 
wheras  in  fo  higb  and  fo  gret  a  nede  it  had  ben 
neceflarie  mo  confeillours  and  more  deliberation 
to  performe  youre  emprife.  Ye  han  erred  alfo, 
for  ye  han  not  examined  your  confeil  in  the 
forefaid  manere,  ne  in  due  nianere  as  the  cas 
r^quireth.  Ye  han  erred  alfo,  for  ye  han  niaked 
no  divifion  betwix  youre  confeillours ;  thi?  is  t!$ 
liij 
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fayn,  betwix  youre  trewe  frendes  and  youre 
feined  confeillours ;  ne  ye  han  not  knowe  the 
wille  of  youre  trewe  frendes  olde  and  wife, 
tut  ye  han  cafl;  alle  hir  wordes  in  an  hochepot, 
and  enclined  your  herte  to  the  more  part  and 
to  the  greter  nombre,  and  ther  ■  be  ye  con- 
defcended  ;  and  fith  ye  wot  wel  that  men  fhuln 
alway  finde  a  greter  nombre  of  fooles  than 
pf  wife  men,  and  therfore  the  confeillings  that 
ben  at  congregations  and  multitudes  of  folk,  ther 
as  men  take  more  regard  to  the  nombre  than  to 
the  fapience  of  perfones,  ye  feen  wel  that  in  fwiclie 
confeillings  fooles  han  the  maiflrie.  Melibeus 
anfwered  and  faid  agein  ;  I  graunte  wel  that  I 
Jiave  erred,  but  ther  as  thou  hafl  told  me  herebe- 
forne  that  he  n'is  not  to  blame  that  chaungeth 
liis  confeil  in  certain  cas,  and  for  certain  and  juft 
caufes,  I  am  al  ready  to  chaunge  my  confeil  right 
as  thou  wolt  devife.  The  proverbe  fayth,  For  to 
don  fmne  is  mannifli,  but  certcs  for  to  perfcvere 
in  fmne  is  werke  of  the  devil. 

To  this  fentence  anfwered  anon  Dame  Pru- 
dence, and  faide  ;  Examineth  (quod  f!ie)  wel  your 
confeil,  and  let  us  fee  the  which  of  hem  han  fpoken 
moft  refonably,  and  taught  you  beft  confeil  :  and 
for  as  muche  as  the  examination  is  neceflarie,  let 
"KS  beginne  at  the  furgiens  and  at  the  phyficiens 
that  firft  fpaken  in  this  mater.  I  fay  that  phyficiens 
and  furgiens  han  fayde  you  in  youre  confeil  dif- 
cretly  as  hem  oughte,  and  in  hir  fpeclie  faidcn  ful 
Hvifely  that  to  the  ofiice  of  hem  appcrteineth  to 
don  to  every  wight  honour  and  prolite,  and  no 
wight  to  anoye,  and  after  hir  craft  to  don  gret 
diligence  unto  the  cure  of  hem  which  that  they 
Iian  in  hir  governaunce.  And,  Sire,  right  as  they 
han  anfwered  wifely  and  difcretly,  right  fo  rede 
1  that  they  be  highly  and  foyerainly  guerdoned 
for  hir  noble  fpeche,  and' eke  for  they  fhulden  do 
the  more  ententif  befmeffe  in  the  curation  of  thy 
^ere  doughter  s  for  al  be  it  fo  that  they  ben  youre 
frendes,  fherfore  ihuUen  ye  not  fuffren  that  ttiey 
ferve  you  for  nought,  but  ye  oughte  the  rather 
guerdene  hem,  and  fhewe  hem  youre  largeffe. 
And  as  touching  the  propofition  wiiich  the  phy- 
ficiens entreteden  in  this  cas,  this  is  to  fain, 
that  in  maladies  that  a  contrarie  is  warilhed  by 
another  contrarie,  I  wold  fain  knowe  how  ye  un- 
derflonde  thilke  text,  and  what  is  your  fentence. 
Certes,  quod  Melibeus,  I  underfl;ond  it  in  this 
wife,  tjiat  right  as  they  han  don  me  a  contrarie, 
righte  fo  fliulde  I  don  hem  another  ;  for  right  as 
they  han  ■  venged  hem  upon  me  and  don  me 
wrong,  right  fo  fhal  I  venge  me  upon  hem  and 
don  hem  wrong,  and  than  have  {  cured  a  contra- 
rie by  another, 

Lp,  lo!  qupd  Dame  Prudence,  how  lightly  is 
every  man  enclined  to  his  owen  defire  and  his 
pwen  plefance  !  Gerte?  (quod  flie)  the  wordes  of 
%h.e  phyficiens  ne  fhulden  nothan  ben  underftonden 
in  that  wife,  for  certes  wickednelTe  is  not  contraf 
Tie  to  wickednelTe,  ne  vengeaunce  tq  vengeaiince, 
pe  wrong  to  wrong,  but  they  ben  femblable,  and 
faid  therfore  a  vengeaunce  is  not  warifhed  by  ano- 
ther vengeaunce,  lie  a  wrong  by  another  wrong, 
,|3Ut  evccjch  of  Iiem  encrefeth  and  aggreggeth  o- 


ther.  But  certes  the  wordes  of  the  phyficiens 
fhulden  ben  underftonde  in  this  wife,  for  good 
and  wickednefle  ben  two  contraries,  and  pees  and 
werre,  vengeaunce  and  fuffraunce,  difcord  and  ^.c- 
cord,  and  many  other  thinges ;  but  certes  wick- 
edneffe  fhal  be  warilhed  by  gor/dnelTe,  difccrd  by 
accord,  werre  by  pees,and  fo  forth  of  other  thinges. 
And  hereto  accorcleth  Seint  Potile  the  apoftle  in 
many  places  ;  he  fayth,  Ne  yelde  not  harme  for 
harme,  ne  wicked  fpeche  for  wicked  fpeche,  but 
do  wel  to  him  that  doth  to  thee  harme,  and  bieffe 
Iiim  that  faith  to  thee  harme  :  and  in  many  other 
places  ])e  amcncfleth  pees  and  accord.  But  now 
wol  I  fpeke  to  you  of  the  confeil  which  that  was 
yeven  to  you  by  the  men  of  lav/e,  and  the  wife 
folk  and  old  folke,  that  fayden  alle  by  on  accord  as 
ye  han  herd  beforne,  that  over  alle  thinges  ye 
fhuln  do  your  diligence  to  kepe  your  perfone,  and 
to  warneftore  your  houfe  ;  and  faiden  alfo,  that  in 
this  cas  you  oughte  for  to  werchen  ful  avifely  and 
with  gret  deliberation.  And,  Sire,  as  to  the  firft 
point,  that  toucheth  the  kcping  of  youre  perfone, 
ye  fliuln  underftond  tb.at  he  that  hath  werre  flial 
ever  more  devoutly  and  mekely  preien  beforne 
alle  thinges  that  Jefu  Crifl  of  his  mercie  v>'ol  han 
him  iu  his  proteAion,  and  ben  his  foveraine  help- 
ing at  his  nede  ;  for  certes  in  this  world  ther  is 
no  wight  that  may  be  confeilled  ne  keptfufhfantly 
withoute  the  keping  of  cure  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  To 
this  fentence  accordeth  the  prophete  David,  that 
fayth,  if  God  ne  kepe  the  citee  in  idel  waketh  he 
that  kepcth  it.  Now,  Sire,  than  fliuln  yc  committe 
the  keping  of  youre  perfone  to  youre  trewe  frendes 
that  ben  appreved  and  yknowe,  and  of  hem  fnuln 
ye  axen  helpe  youre  perfone  for  to  kepe;  for  Ca-; 
ton  faith,  If  thou  have  nede  of  helpe,  axe  it  of  thy 
frendes,  for  ther  n'is  non  fo  good  a  phyficien  as 
thy  trewe  frend.  And  after  this  than  fnuln  ye 
kepe  you  fro  alle  llraungc  folk,  and  fro  lieres,  and 
have  alway  in  fufpe<5l  hir  compaignie  ;  for  Piers 
Alphonfe  fayth,  Ne  take  no  compaignie  by  the  way 
of  a  ftraunge  man,  but  if  fo  be  that  thou  have 
knowen  him  of  lenger  time  ;  and  if  fo  be  that  he 
lalle  into  thy  compaignie  paraventure  withouten 
thin  afient,  enquere  than  as  fiibtilly  as  thou  maift 
of  his  converfation,  and  of  his  lif  beforne,  and 
feine  thy  way,  faying  thou  wolt  go  thider  as  thou 
wolt  not  go  ;  and  if  he  here  a  fpere  hold  thee  on 
the  right  fide ,  and  if  he  here  a  fwerd  hold  thee  on 
his  left  fide.  And  after  this  than  fhuln  ye  kepe 
you  wifely  from  all  fwiche  manere  peple  as  I 
have  fayed  before,  and  hem  and  hir  confeil  efchue. 
And  after  this  than  fliuln  ye  kepe  you  in  fwiche 
manere  that  for  any  prefump'tion  of  youre  flrengthe 
that  ye  np  defpife  not  ne  account  not  the  might 
of  your  advcrfary  fo  lite  that  ye  let  the  keping  of 
youre  perfone  for  your  prefumption,for  every  wife 
man  dredeth  his  enemie  :  and  Salomon  fayth, 
Welful  is  he  that  of  alle  hath  drede  ;  for  certes  he 
tliat  thurgh  the  liardineiTe  of  his  herte,  and  thurgh 
the  hardineffeof  himfclf,hath  to  gret  prefumption, 
him  fhal  evil  betide.  Than  fhuln  ye  evermo  coun^ 
trewaite  emboyffements  and  alle  efpiaile  ;  for  Se- 
nek  fayth,  that  the  wife  man  that  dredeth  harmes 
pfchueth  harnys,  ne  he  nc  falkth  iqto  perils  thp 
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|jerrls  efchueth.  And  al  be  it  fo  that  it  feme  that 
thou  art  in  fiker  place,  yet  flialt  thou  alway  do 
thy  diligence  in  keping  of  thy  perfone  ;  this  is  to 
fayn,  ne  be  not  negligent  to  kepe  thin  perfone 
not  only  fro  thy  greteft  enemy  but  alfo  fro  thy 
lefle  enemy.  Senek  fayth,  A  man  that  is  wel 
avifed  he  dredeth  hi?  lefte  enemie ;  Cvide  fayth, 
that  the  litel  wefel  wol  flee  the  gret  boll  and  the 
■wilde  hart ;  and  the  book  fayth,  A  litel  thorne 
may  prikke  a  king  ful  fore ;  and  a  litel  hound  wol 
hold  die  wilde  bore.  But  natheies  I  fay  npt  thou 
ilialt  be  fo  coward  that  thou  doute  wher  as  is  no 
drede.  The  book  faith  that  *  fom  men  [han  taught 
he  hir  deceivour,  for  they  han  to  much  dreded] 
to  be  deceived.  Yet  fnalt  thou  drede  to  be  em- 
poyfoned  and  [therfore  flialt  thou]  kepe  thee  fro 
the  compagnie  of  fcorners;  for  the  book  fayth. 
With  fcorners  ne  make  no  compagnie,  but  flee  hir 
wordes  as  venime. 

Now  as  to  the  fecond  point,  wheras  youre  wife 
confeillours  confeilled  you  towarneiloreyour  hous 
with  gret  diligence,  I  wolde  fain  knowe  how  that 
ye  underllonde  thilke  wordesj  and  what  is  your 
fentence. 

Melibeus  anfwered  and  faide ;  Certes  I  under- 
itond  it  in  this  wife,  that  I  flial  warneflore  min 
hous  with  toures,  fwiche  as  han  caftelles  and  other 
manere  edifices,  and  armure,  and  artelries,  by 
which  thinges  I  may  my  perfone  and  myn  hous 
fo  kepen  and  defendcn  that  min  enemies  fliuln 
ben  ill  drede  min  hous  for  to  approche. 

To  this  fentence  anfwered  anon  Prudence : 
Warneftcring  (quod  flie)  of  heighc  toures  and 
of  gret  edifices,  is  with  grete  coftag^s  and  with 
grete  travaille,  and  whan  that  they  ben  accom- 
pliced  yet  ben  tliey  not  worth  a  fire,  but  if  they 
ben  defended  by  trewe  frendes  that  ben  olde  and 
wife.  A.nd  underftonde  wel  that  the  grecelle 
and  flirongefte  garnefon  that  a  riclie  man  may 
have,  as  wel  to  kepen  his  perfone  as  his  goodes,  is, 
that  he  be  beloved  with  his  fubgets  and  with  his 
neigheboures ;  for  thus  fayth  I'uUius,  that  ther 
is  a  maner  garnefon  that  no  man  may  venquifli 
ne  difcomfite,  and  that  is  a  lord  to  be  beloved  cf 
his  citizeins  and  of  his  peple. 

Now,  Sire,  as  to  the  diridde  point, wheras  youre 
olde  and  wife  confeillours  fayden  that  you  ne 
oughte  not  fodeinly  ne  haflily  proceden  in  this 
nede,  but  thatyou  oughte  purveyen  and  appareiien 
you  in  this  cas  with  gret  diligence  and  gret  deli- 
beration, trewely  I  trowc  that  they  fayden  right 
wifely  and  right  foth  ;  for  Tullius  fayth;  In  every 
nede  er  thou  beginne  it  appareile  thee  v.'ith  gret 
diligence.  Than  fay  I  that  in  vengaunce  taking  in 
werre,  in  bataille,  and  in  warneftcring,  er  thou  be- 
ginne  I  rede  tliat  thou  appareile  ihee  therto,  and 
do  it  with   gret  deliberation  ;  for   Tullius   fayth 

*  This  paffat^e,  wliich  is  defeflive  if^  all  the  mfT.  I  Iiave 
patched  upas  well  as  I  conld,  hy  addin;:  the  ivords  between 
IiooiiS  from  the  French  Melibce,  wliere  it  ftands  thus  ; 
*'  Aucunes  gens  ont  enfeignc  lenr  decevour,  car  ils  ont 
*'  tropdoubte  que  on  ne  les  deceuft.  Apres  tu  tc  dois 
••  earderde  venim.etfi  te  dois  garder  rie  compaignie  de 
"  inoqueurs,  car  ii  eft  elcript,  Avec  les  moqucurs  n'aies 
■"  coinpait;ne,  et  I'uy  Icurs  paroles  couiuie  ic  venun."— 


that  longe  apparelling  tofore  the  bataille  maketh 
fliort  vidtorie  ;  and  Cafliodorus  fayth.  The  game-  , 
fon  is  llronger  whan  it  is  longe  time  avifed. 

But  now  let  us  fpeken  of  the  confeil  that  was 
accorded  by  youre  neighebourcs  fwiche  as  don 
you  reverence  withouten  love,  youre  olde  ene». 
niies  reconciled, youi  flatereres,  that  confeilled  you 
certiin  thinges  prively,  and  openly  confeilled  you 
the  cr.  ntrarie,  the  yonge  folk  alfo,  that  confeilled 
you  to  venge  you  and  to  make  werre  anon.  Cer- 
tes, Sire,  as  I  have  fayde  beforne,  ye  han  gretly 
erred  to  han  cleped  fwiche  maner  folk  to  youre 
confeil,  which  confeillours  ben  ynough  reproved 
by  the  refons  aforefaid  :  but  catheles,  let  us  now 
defcende  to  the  fpeciaL  Ye  ftiul  firft  proceden  af- , 
ter  the  da 6lrine  of  Tullius.  Certes  the  trouthe 
of  this  niatere  or  of  this  confeil  nedeth  not  dili- 
gently to  enquire,  for  it  is  wel  wift  which  they 
ben  that  han  don  to  you  this  trespas  and  vilanie, 
and  how  many  trefpafours,  and  in  what  manere, 
they  han  don  to  you  all  this  wrong  and  ail  this 
vilanie.  And  after  thi-  than  fliuln  ye  examine  the 
fecond  condition  which  that  the  fame  Tullius  ad- 
dcth  in  this  niatere  ;  for  Tullius  putteth  a  thing 
which  that  he  clepeth  Confenting ;  this  to  fayn^  ■ 
who  ben  they,and  which Tjen  they,  and  how  many, 
that  confenten  to  thy  confeil  in  thy  wilfulneffe  to 
don  haftif  vengeaunce.  And  let  us  confidre  alfo 
who  ben  they,  and  hov/  many  ben  tliey,  and  which 
ben  they,  that  confenteden  to  youre  adverfarles. 
As  to  the  firft  point,  it  is  wel  knowen  whj-ch  folk 
they  be  that  confcnteden  to  youre  v/ilfulnefTe, 
for  tr^wcly  all  tho  that  confeileden  you  to  maken 
fodein  werre  ne  ben  not  youre  frendes.  Let  us 
now  confidre  which  ben  they  that  ye  holden  fe 
gretly  youre  frendes  as  to  youre  perfone,  for  al  be 
it  fo  that  ye  be  mighty  and  riche,  certes  ye  ne  ben  r 
but  allone  ;  for  certes  ye  ne  han  no  child  but  3, 
doughter,  ne  ye  ne  han  no  brethren,  ne  cofins 
germains,  ne  non  other  nigh  klnrede,  wherfore 
that  your  eneniies  for  drede  fhulde  ilinte  to  plede 
with  yau  or  to  defiroye  youre  perfone.  Ye  knov/- 
en  alfo  that  your  richeffes  nioten  ben  difpended 
in  divexfe  parties,  and  whan  that  every  wight 
hath  his  part  they  ne  wolleh  taken  but  litel  regard 
to  venge  youre  deth.  But  thin  enemies  ben  three, 
and  they  han  many  brethren,  children,  cofins,  and  • 
other  nigh  kinrede  ;  and  though  fo  were  that 
thou  haddefl;  flain  of  hem  two  or  three,  yet  dwel- 
len  ther  ynow  to  wreken  hir  deth,  and  to  flee  thy 
perfone.  And  thougii  £0  be  that  youre  kiiirede  be 
more  fledefaft  and  fiker  than  the  kin  of  your  ad- 
verfaries,  yet  natheies  youre  kinrede  is  but  a  fer 
kinrede  ;  they  ben  but  litel  fibbe  to  you,  and  the 
kin  of  youre  enemies  ben  nigh  fibbe  to  hem ;  and 
certes  as  in  that  hir  condition  is  better  than 
youres.  Than  let  us  confidere  alfo  of  the  confeil- 
ling  of  hem  that  confeilled  you  to  take  fodein 
vengeaunce,  whether  it  accorde  to  refon  ;  and 
certes  ye  knowe  wel  nay;  for  as  by  right  and  re- 
fon ther  may  no  man  taken  vengeaunce  on  no 
wight  but  the  juge  that  hath  the  jnrifdi(?Lion  of 
it,  whan  it  is  ygraunted  him  to  take  thilke  ven,  , 
gcauiicc  hafuly  or  attemprely  as  the  law;  1  ec|uiretli, 
I  iiij 
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And  moreover  of  thilke  ■word  that  Fuilius  ciepeth 
Conl'entlng,  thou  fhalt  coniidere  if  thy  might  and 
thy  power  may  confente  and  fuffice  to  thy  wil- 
fiilnefle  apd  to  thy  confeillours;  and  certes  thou 
mayeft  wel  fay  that  Nay ;  for  fikerly,  as  for  to 
fpeke  preprely,  we  moun  do  nothing  bnt  only 
fwiche  thing  as  we  moun  don  rightfully  ;  and 
cartes  rightfully  ye  ne  mowe  take  no  venge?  ,  ice, 
as  of  your  propre  auiSorite.  I'han  mpwe  y;  fen 
that  your  power  ne  confenteth  not  ne  accordeth 
not  to  your  wilfulneffe.  Now  let  us  examine  the 
tbridde  point,  that  Tullius  ciepeth  Confequent. 
Thou  fhalt  underftonde  that  the  vengeaunce  that 
thou  purpofeft  for  to  take  is  the  confequent,  and 
theroffolweth  another  vengea.unee,peril,andwerre, 
and  other  damages  without  nomhre,  of  which  we 
ben  not  ware  as  at  this  time.  And  as  touching  the 
fourthe  point,  that  Tullius  ciepeth  Engendering, 
thou  fhalt  confider  that  this  wrong  which  that  is 
don  to  thee  is  engendred  of  the  hate  of  thin  ene- 
mies, and  of  the  vengeaunce  taking  upon  that 
•wold  engender  another  vengeaunce,  and  muchel 
forwe  and  wafting  of  richefl'es,  as  I  fayde  ere. 

Now,  Sire,  as  to  the  point  that  Tullius  ciepeth 
Caufcb,  which  that  is  the  lafl  point,  thou  fhalt  un- 
derilonde  that  the  wrong  that  thou  haft  received 
hath  certaine  caufes  which  that  clerkes  clepen 
oriens  and  eflciens,  and  caufa  longinqiia,  and  caiifa 
frapinqua ;  this  is  to  fayn,  the  fer  caufe  and  the 
nigh  caufe.  The  fer  caufe  is  almighty  God,  that 
^s  caufe  of  alle  thinges^  the  ner  caufe  is  thin  three 
enemies;  the  caufe  accidental  was  hate;  the  caufe 
material  hen  the  five  woundes  of  thy  doughter ; 
the  caufe  formal  is  the  maner  of  hir  werking,  that 
broughten  ladders  and'  clomben  in  at  thy  win- 
dowes  ;  the  caufe  final  was  for  to  flee  thy  dough- 
t  r:  it  letted  not  in  as  muche  as  in  hem  was. 
But  for  to  fpeke  of  the  fer  caufe,  as  to  what  ende 
they  fhuld  come,  or  what  flial  finally  'betide  of 
hem  in  this  cas,  ne  can  I  not  deme  but  by  conjed- 
jng  and  fuppofmg  ;  for  we  fnuln  fuppofe  that  they 
fhuln  come  to  a  wicked  ende,  becaufe  that  the 
book  of  Decrees  fayth,  Selden  or  with  gret  peine 
bcH  caufes  yhrought  to  a  good  ende  whan  they 
ten  badly  begonne. 

Now,  Sire,  if  men  wold  axen  me  why  that  God 
fuffred  men  to  do  you  this  vilanie,  certes  I  can  not 
wel  anfwer  as  for  no  fothfaftneffe ;  for  the  apoftle 
fayth  that  the  fclences  and  the  jugements  of  oure 
l-iord  God  Almighty  ben  ful  depe  ;  ther  may  no 
man  comprehend  ne  ferche  hem  fuffifantly  ;  na- 
theles,  by  certain  prefumptions  and  conje<5tings  } 
hold  an4  beleve  that  God,  which  that  is  ful  of  juf- 
tice  and  of  rightwifeneffe,  hath  fuifered  this  betide 
by  juft  caufe  refonable. 

Thy  name  is  Melibee,  this  is  to  fayn,  a  man 
that  drinketh  hony.  Thou  haft  dronke  fo  muche 
hony  of  fwete  temporel  richefTes,  and  delices,  and 
honours  of  this  world,  that  thou  art  dronken,  and 
haft  forgetten  Jefu  Crlft  thy  creatour  :  thou  ne 
haft  not  don  to  hirh  fwiche  honour  and  reverence 
as  thee  ought,  ne  thou  ne  haft  wel  ytaken  kepe  to 
the  wordcs  of  Ovide,  that  fayth.  Under  the  honey 
of  the  goodes  of  thy  body  is  hid  the  venime  that 
fleth  the  foule  :  and  Salomon  fayth.  If  thou  haft 


founden  hony,  etc  of  it  that  fufficeth;  for  if  thou 
ete  of  it  out  of  mefure  thou  flialt  fpewe,  and  be 
nedy  and  poure.  And  peraventure  Crift  hath 
thee  in  defpit,  and  hath  tourned  away  fro  thee  his 
face  and  his  eres  of  mifericorde,  and  alfo  he  hath 
fuffred  that  thou  haft  ben  punifhed  in  the  manere 
that  thou  haft  ytrefpafed.  Thou  haft  don  finne 
again  oure  Lord  Crift,  for  certes  the  three  ene- 
mies of  mankind,  that  is  to  fayn,  the  flefh,  the 
fend,  and  the  world,  thou  haft  fuffred  hem  entre 
into  thin  herte  wilfully  by  the  windowes  of  thy 
body,  and  haft  not  defended  thyfelf  fuffifantly 
agein  hir  afl"autes  and  hir  temptations,  fo  that 
they  ban  wounded  thy  foule  in  five  places  ;  this  is 
to  fayn,  the  dedly  finnes  that  ben  emred  into 
thyn  herte  by  thy  five  wittes  :  and  in  the  fame 
manere  our  Lord  Crift  hath  wold  and  fuffred 
that  thy  three  enemies  ben  entred  into  thyn  hous 
by  the  v/indowes,  and  han  ywounded  thy  doughs 
ter  in  the  forefayd  manere. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  fee  wel  that  ye  enforce 
you  muchel  by  wordes  to  overcomen  me  in  fwiche 
manere  that  I  fhal  not  venge  me  on  min  enemies, 
fliewing  me  the  perils  and  the  evils  that  mighten 
falle  of  this  vengeaunce  ;  but  who  fo  wolde  confiT 
dre  in  all  vengeaunces  the  perils  and  evils  that 
mighten  fue  of  vengeaunce  taking  a  man  wold  ne- 
ver take  vengeaunce,  and  that  were  harme ;  for  by 
the  vengeaunce  taking  ben  the  wicked  men  diffe- 
vered  fro  the  goode  men,  and  they  that  han  will 
to  do  wickednefTe  reftreinen  hir  wicked  purpos 
whan  they  fen  the  punifhing  and  the  chaftifing 
*  of  the  trefpafours.  [To  this  anfwered  Dame 
Pi-udence  :  Certes,  quod  fhe,  I  graunte  you  that 
of  vengeaunce  taking  cometh  muche  evil  and 
muche  good ;  but  vengeaunce  taking  apperteineth 
not  to  everich  on,  but  only  to  juges,  and  to  hem 
that  han  the  jurifdicftion  over  the  trefpafours.] 
And  yet  fay  I  more,  that  right  as  a  finguler  per- 
f  ne  finneth  in  taking  vengeaunce  of  another  man, 
right  fo  finneth  the  juge  if  he  do  no  vengeaunce  of 
hem  that  it  han  deferved  ;  for  Senek  fayth  thus. 
That  mafter  (he  fayth)  is  good  that  preveth 
fhrewes  ;  and  Calfiodore  fayth,  A  man  dredeth  to 
do  outrages  whan  he  wot  and  knoweth  that  it  dif- 
plefeth  to  the  juges  and  foveraines ;  and  another 
fayth.  The  juge  that  dredeth  to  do  right  maketh 
men  fiirewes ;  and  Seint  Poule  the  apoftle  fayth 
in  hiscpiftle,  whan  he  writeth  unto  the  Romaines, 
that  the  juges  beren  not  the  fpere  withouten 
caufe,  but  they  beren  it  to  puniftie  the  fhrewes 
aad  mifdoers,  and  for  to  defende  the  goode  men. 
If  ye  wilu  than  take  vengeaunce  of  youre  enemies, 
ye  fhuln  retourne  or  have  your  recours  to  the  juge 
that  hath  the  jurifdiclion  upon  hem,  and  he  fhal 
punifhe  hem  as  the  lawe  axeth  and  requireth. 

A  1  fayd   Melibee,  this  vengeaunce  liketh  me 
nothing.     I  bethink  me  now  aud  take  hede  how 


*  The  fonnwing  pafiace,  which  the  reader  will  fee  to  be 
very  material  to  the  fenle,  I  have  traiiflated  from  the 
French,  and  inferted  between  crotchet,-,  as  bet<-re;  "  Et 
"  a  ce  refpont  Dame  Prudence:  Certes,  ditt  elle,  le  t'ot- 
"  troye  que  dc  vengeance  vieiu  molt  de  mautx  et  de  biens, 
"  mais  venpeance  n^appartient  pas  a  un  chafcvin,  fors  feu- 
"  lement  aUx  jugesct  aceuls  qui  out  la  juridicion  furies 
"  mallaiJeufi"— ?l)ru'/!;;(f.  ■ 
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that  I^ortune  hath  nourllhed  me  from  my  child- 
hode,and  hath  holpen  me  to  pafle  many  aftronge 
pas:  nowwoll  affayen  hire,  trowing  with  Goddes 
helpe  that  flie  ftial  helpe  me  my  ftiame  for  to 
venge. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  if  ye  wol  werke  by  my 
confeil  ye  fiiuln  not  affaye  Fortune  by  no  way,  ne 
ye  ne  fhuln  not  lene  or  bowe  unto  hire,  after  the 
wordes  of  Senek  ;  for  thinges  that  ben  folily  don, 
and  tho  that  ben  don  in  hope  of  Fortune,  fhuln 
never  come  to  good  ende.  And  as  the  fame  Senek 
fayth,  The  more  clere  and  the  more  fhining  that 
Fortune  is,  the  more  brotel  and  the  foner  broke  fhe 
is.  Trulteth  not  in  hire,  for  fhe  n'is  not  ftedefaft 
ne  ftable,  for  whan  thou  trowefl  to  be  moft  fiker 
and  feure  of  hire  helpe,  fhe  wol  faille  and  deceive 
thee  And  wheras  ye  fayn  that  Fortune  hath 
nourilhed  you  fro  youre  childhode,  I  fay  that  in  fo 
muchel  ye  fhuln  the  leffe  ti-ufte  in  hire  and  in  hire 
wit ;  for  Senek  faith,  What  man  that  is  norifhed 
by  Fortune  fhe  maketh  him  a  gret  fool.  Now 
than  fin  ye  defire  and  axe  vengeaunce,  and  the 
vengeaunce  that  is  don  after  the  lawe  and  before 
the  juge  ne  liketh  you  not,  and  the  vengeaunce 
that  is  don  in  hope  of  Fortune  is  perilous  and  un- 
certain, than  have  ye  non  other  remedie  but  for 
to  have  your  recours  unto  the  foveraine  juge  that 
vengeth  alle  vilanies  and  wronges,  and  he  flial 
venge  you  ;  after  that  himfelf  witnefleth  wheras 
he  faith,  Leveth  the  vengeaunce  to  me,  and  1  ftial 
do  it. 

Melibeus  anfwered.  If  I  ne  venge  me  of  the 
"vilanie  that  men  han  don  to  me,  I  fompne  or  warne 
hem  that  has  don  to  me  vilanie,  and  alle  other,  to 
do  me  another  vilanie  ;  for  it  is  written.  If  thou 
take  no  vengeaunce  of  an  olde  vilany,  thou  fomp- 
neft  thin  adverfaries  to  do  thee  a  newe  vilanie  : 
and  alfo  for  my  fufFraunce  men  wolden  do  me 
fo  muche  vilanie,  that  I  might  neither  here  it  ne 
fufteine,  and  fo  fhulde  Iben  put  and  holden  over 
lowe;  for  fom  men  fain,  In  muchel  fuffring  fhal 
many  thinges  falle  unto  thee  which  thou  Ihalt  not 
mowe  fuffre. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  I  graunte  you  wel  that 
overmuchelfuffraunce  is  not  good,  but  yet  ne  fol- 
weth  it  not  therof  that  every  perfone  to  whom 
men  don  vilanie  fhuld  take  of  it  vengeaunce,  for 
that  apperteineth  and  longeth  all  only  to  the  ju- 
ges,  for  they  fhul  venge  the  vilanies  and  injuries ; 
and  therfore  tho  two  aucftoritees  that  ye  han  fayd 
above  ben  only  underflonden  in  the  juges,  for 
whan  they  fuffren  overmuchel  the  wronges  and 
vilanies  to  be  don  withouten  punifhing,  they 
fompne  not  a  man  all  only  for  to  do  newe  wronges, 
but  they  commaundenit ;  al  fo  as  a  wife  man  fayth, 
that  the  juge  that  corredleth  not  the  finner  com- 
inaundeth  and  biddeth  him  do  finne  :  and  the 
juges  and  foveraines  mighten  in  hir  lond  fo  m.uch^ 
fuffre  of  the  fhrewes  and  mifdoers,  that  they  fhuld 
en  by  fwiche  fufFraunce  by  proces  of  tim.e  wexen  of 
fwiche  power  and  might,  that  they  fhulde  putte 
out  the  juges  and  the  foveraines  from  hir  places, 
and  atte  lafte  maken  him  lefie  hir  lordfhippes. 

But  now  let  us  putte  that  ye  have  leve  to  venge 
you  ;  I  fay  ye  be  not  of  might  and  power  as  now 


to  venge  you ;  for  if  ye  wol  maken  comparifon  un- 
to the  might  of  youre  adverfaries,  ye  fhuln  finde 
in  many  thinges  that  I  have  fhewed  you  er  this 
that  hir  condition  is  better  than  youres,  and  ther- 
fore fay  I  that  it  is  good  as  now  that  ye  fuffre  and 
be  patient. 

Forthermore,  ye  knowen  wel  that  after  the 
commune  faw  it  is  a  woodnefTe  a  man  to  flrive 
with  a  flronger  or  a  more  mighty  man  than  he  is 
himfelf;  and  for  to  flrive  with  a  man  of  even 
ftrengthe,  that  is  to  fay,  with  as  flrong  a  man  as 
he  is,  it  is  peril ;  and  for  to  llrive  with  a  weker 
man  it  is  folic  ;  and  therfore  fhulde  a  man  flee 
ftriving  as  muchel  as  he  mighte ;  for  Salomon 
fayth,  It  is  a  gret  worfhip  to  a  man  to  kepe  him 
fro  noife  and  flrif.  And  if  it  fo  happe  that  a  man 
of  greter  mighte  and  ftrengthe  than  thou  art  do 
thee  grevaunce,  fludie  and  befie  thee  rather  to 
flille  the  fame  grevaunce  than  for  to  venge  thee ; 
for  Senek  fayth,  That  he  putteth  him  in  a  grete  pe- 
ril that  flriveth  with  a  greter  man  than  he  is  him- 
felf; and  Caton  fayth,  If  a  man  of  higher  eftat  or 
degree,  or  more  mighty  than  thou,  do  thee  anoye 
or  grevance,  fuffre  him ;  for  he  that  ones  hath  gre- 
ved  thee  may  another  time  releve  thee  and  helpe 
thee.  Yet  fette  I  cas  ye  have  bothe  might  and  li- 
cence for  to  venge  you;  I  fay  that  ther  ben  ful  many 
thinges  that  fhuln  reftreine  you  of  vengeaunce 
taking,  and  make  you  for  to  encline  to  fuffre  and 
for  to  han  patience  in  the  wronges  that  han  bea 
don  to  you.  Firft  and  forward,  if  ye  wol  confi- 
dre  the  defautes  that  ben  in  youre  owen  perfone, 
for  which  defautes  God  hath  fuffred  you  have  this 
tribulation,  as  I  have  fayd  to  you  herebeforne ;  for 
the  poete  fayth,  that  we  oughten  patiently  taken 
the  tribulations  that  comen  to  us,  whan  that  we 
thinken  and  confideren  that  we  ban  deferved  to 
han  hem  ;  and  Seint  Gregorie  fayth,  that  whan  a 
man  confidereth  wel  the  nombre  of  his  defautes 
and  of  his  fmnes,  the  peines  and  the  tribulations 
that  he  fuffereth  femen  the  leffe  unto  him ;  and 
in  as  muche  as  him  thinketh  his  fmnes  more  hevy 
and  grevous,  in  fo  muche  femeth  his  peine  the 
lighter  and  the  efier  unto  him.  Alfo  ye  owen  to 
encline  and  bowe  youre  herte  to  take  the  patience 
of  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crifl,  as  fayth  Seint  Peter  in  his 
Epiftles.  Jefu  Crift  (he  fayth)  hath  fuffred  for  us, 
and  yeven  enfample  to  every  man  to  folwe  and 
fue  him,  for  he  did  never  finne,  ne  never  came 
ther  a  vilains  word  out  of  his  mouth.  Whan  me» 
curfed  him  he  curfed  hem  nought,  and  whan  men 
betcn  him  he  manaced  hem  nought.  Alfo  the  gret 
patience  which  feintes  that  ben  in  Paradis  han  had 
in  tribulations  that  they  han  fuffred  withouten  hir 
defert  or  gilt,  oughte  ijnuchel  Itirre  you  to  pa-? 
tience.  Forthermore,  ye  fhulde  enforce  you  to 
have  patience,  confidering  that  the  tribulations  of 
this  world  but  litel  while  endure,  and  fone  paffed 
ben  and  gon,  and  the  joye  that  a  man  feketh  to 
han  by  patience  in  tribulations  is  perdurable ;  af- 
ter that  the  apoftle  fayth  in  his  epiftle,  The  joye- 
of  God,  he  fiiyth,  is  perdurable,  that  is  to  fayn, 
everlafting.  Alfo  troweth  and  beleveth  ftedfaftly 
that  he  n'is  not  wel  ynorifhed  ne  wel  ytaught 
that  cannot  have  patience,  or  'vvol  not  receive  pa- 
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■tience ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  tht  dodrine  and 
Tvit  of  a  man  is  knowen  by  patience  ;  and  in  an- 
other place  he  fayth,  that  he  that  is  patient  go- 
verneth  him  by  gret  prudence  :  and  the  fame  Sa- 
lomon fayth,  The  angrie  and  wrathful  man  mak- 
€th  noifes,  and  the  patient  man  attempteth  and 
iftilleth  hem  :  he  faith  alfo.  It  is  more  worth  to  be 
Jjatient  than  to  be  right  ftrong ;  and  he  that  may 
liave  the  lordfliipe  of  his  owen  herte  is  more  to 
preife  than  he  that  by  his  force  or  flrepgthe  tak- 
cth  gret  citees :  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  James  in 
■his  epiflle,  that  patience  is  a  gret  vertue  of  perfec- 
tion. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  graucte  you,  Dame 
Prudence,  that  patience  is  a  gret  vertue  of  perfec- 
tion, but  every  man  may  not  have  the  perfeftion 
^at  ye  feken  ;  ne  I  am  not  of  the  nombre  of  the 
a-ight  parfit  men,  for  min  herte  may  never  be  in 
pees  untO'  the  time  it  be  venged ,  And  al  be  it  fo 
that  it  was  gret  peril  to  min  enemies  to  do  me  a 
^lanie  in  taking  vengeaunce  upon  me,  yet  token 
they  non  hede  of  the  peril,  but  fulfilleden  hir 
wicked  will  and  hir  corage ;  and  therfore  me 
*hinketh  men  oughten  not  repreve  me  though  I 
put  me  in  a  litel  peril  for  to  venge  me,  and  though 
I  do  a  gret  exceffe,  that  is  to  fayn,  that  I  venge  on 
outrage  by  another. 

A !  quod  Dame  Prudence,  ye  fayn  your  will  and 
as  you  liketh ;  but  in  no  cas  of  the  world  a  man 
ihulde  not  don  outrage  ne  exceffe  for  to  vengen 
liim ;  for  Cafliodore  fayth,  that  as  evil  doth  he 
that  vengeth  him  by  outrage  as  he  that  doth  the 
•outrage ;  and  therfore  ye  Ihuin  venge  you  after 
the  ordre  of  right,  that  is  to  fayn,  by  the  lavre,  and 
Jiot  by  exceffe  ne  by  outrage.  And  alfo  if  ye  woi 
venge  you  of  the  outrage  of  youre  adverfaries  in 
other  manere  than  right  commaundeth  ye  .fnmen  ; 
and  therfore  fayth  Senek,  that  a  man  flial  never 
venge  flirewedneffe  by  fiirewedneffe.  And  if  ye 
iay  that  right  axeth  a  man  to  defende  violence 
iry  violence,  and  fighting  by  fighting,  certes  ye  fay 
■foth,  whan  the  defence  is  don  withouten  inter- 
valle,  or  withouten  tarying  or  delay,  for  to  de- 
I'eiidehim,  and  not  for  to  venge  :  and  it  behoveth 
•that  a  man  putte  fwiche  att;emperaunce  in  his  de- 
fence that  men  have  no  cauffe,  ne  mater  to  repreve 
iiim  that  defendeth  him  of  outrage  and  exceffe, 
for  elles  were  it  againe  refon.  Parde  ye  knowen 
wel  that  ye  maken  no  defence  as  now  for  to  de- 
fende you,  but  for  to  venge  you,  and  fo  Iheweth 
it  that  ye  han  no  will  to  do  your  dede  attempre- 
Jy  ;  and  therfore  me  thinketh  that  patience  is 
good ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  he  that  is  not  pa- 
tient Ihal  have  gret  harme. 

Certes,  quod  Melibee,  I  graunte  you  that  whan 
a  man  is  impatient  and  wrothe  of  that  that  touch- 
«th  him  not,  and  that  apperteineth  not  unto  him, 
though  it  harrae  him,  it  is  no  wonder.;  for  the  lawe 
ikith  that  he  is  coupable  that  entrenieteth  or  med- 
leth  witli  fwiche  thing  as  apperteineth  not  unto 
Ziini ;  and  Salomon  faith,  that  he  that  entremet- 
tth  of  the  noife  or  flrii  of  another  man  is  like  to 
him  that  taketh  a  ftraunge  hound  by  the  eras;  fur 
right  as  he  that  taketh  a  ftraunge  hound  by  the 
era  is  othgr  while  bitcK  with  the  hound,  right  in 


the  fame  wife;  it  is  refon  that  he  have  harme 
that  by  his  impatience  medleth  him  of  the  noife 
of  another  man,  Vi'heras  it  apperteineth  not  unto 
him,.  But  ye  knowe  wel  that  this  dede,  that  is 
to  fayn,  my  greef  and  my  difefe,  toucheth  me 
right  nigh  ;  ;  nd  therfore  though  I  be  wroth  and 
impatient  it  is  no  mervaile :  and  (faving  your 
grace)  I  cannot  fee  that  it  might  gretly  harme  me 
though,!  took  vengeaunce,  for  I  am  richer  and 
more  mighty  than  min  enemies  ben  ;  and  wel 
knowe  ye  that  by  money  and  by  having  grete 
poffeffions  ben  aUe  thinges  of  this  world  govern- 
ed ;  and  Salomon  fayth  that  alle  thinges  obeye  to 
money. 

Whan  Prudence  had  herd  hire  hufbond  avaunt? 

him  of  his  ncheffe  and  of  his  money,  difpreifing 

the  power  of  his  adverfaries,  fhe  fpake  and  fayd  in 

this  wife;  Certes,  dere  Sire !  I  graunte  you  tliat 

ye  ben  riche  and  mighty,  and  that  richeffes  bea 

good  to  hem  that  han  wel  ygeten  hem,  and  that 

wel  conne  ufen  hem  ;  for  right  as  the  body  of  9 

man  may  not  liven  withouten  foul,  no  more  may  if 

hven  withouten  temporel  goodes,  and  by  richeffes 

may  a  man  gete  him  grete  frendes ;  and  therfore 

iayth  Pamphilus,    If    a  netherdes  doughter   (he 

fayth)  be  riche,  fhe  may  chefe  of  a  thoufandmea 

which  fhe  wol   take   to   hire  hufbond;  for  of  a 

thoufand  men  on  wol  not  forfaken  hire  ne  refufea 

hire.     And  this  Pamphilus  faith  alfo,  If  thou  be 

right   happy,  that   is  to   fayn,  if  thou  be    right 

riche,  thou  {halt  finde  a  gret  nombre  of  felawes 

and  frendes ;  and  if  thy  fortune  chaunge,  that 

thou  wexe  poure,  farewel  frendlhipe  and  fekwr 

fhipe,  for  thou  ihalt  be  al  allone  withouten  any 

compaigne,  but  if  it  be  the  compaignie  of  poure 

folk.     And  yet  fayth  this  Pamphilus  moreover, 

that   they  that  ben  bond  and  thralle  of  linage 

Hauln  be   made   worthy  and  noble   by  richeffes. 

And  right  fo   as  by  richeffes  ther  comen  many 

goodes,   right   fo  by  poverte    come  ther    many 

harmes  and  eviles,  for  gret  poverte   conftreinetlj 

a  man  to  do  many  eviles .:  and  therfore  clepeth 

Caffiodore  poverte  the  moder  of  mine,  that  is  to 

fayn,  the  moder  of  overthrowing  or  falling  doun  ; 

and  therfore  fayth  Piers  Alfonfe,  On  of  the  gret- 

efi:  adverfitees  of  this  world  is  whan  a  free  maa 

by  kinde,  or  of  birthe,  is  conllreined  by  poverte 

to  eten  the  almeffe  of  hisfnemie.     And  the  fame 

fayth   Innocent   in   on  of  his  bookes  :  he  fayth^ 

that  forweful  and  mifhappy  is  the  condition  of  a 

poure  begger,  for  if  he  axe  not  his  mete  he  dieth 

for  hunger,  and  if  he  axd  he  dieth  for  fliame ; 

and  algates  neceffitee  conftreineth  him  to   axe ; 

and    therfore  fayth   Salomon,    that    better  it   is 

to  die  than  for   to    have  fwiche   poverte;    and, 

as  the  fame  Salomon  fayth.  Better  it  is  to  die  of 

bitter  deth  than  for  to  liven  in  fwiche  wife.     By 

tkife  refons  that  I   have   faid  unto  you,  and  by 

many  other  refons  tliat  I  coude  faye,  I  graunte 

you  that  richeffes  ben  good  to  hem  that  wel  geten 

hem,  and  to  hem  that  wel  ufen  thb  richeffes;  and 

therfore  wol  I  flic  we  you 'how  ye   fhuln   behave 

you  in  gadering  of  your   richcfles,  and  in   what 

niineft  ye  fliuln  ufcii  hem. 


Firll,  ye  fliuln  getcn  hem  withouten  gret  de- 
fir,  by  good  leifer,  fokingly,  und  not  over  haftifly, 
for  a  jiian  that  is  to  dedring  to  get  richeffes  aban- 
doneth  him  firfte  to  thefte  and  to  alle  other 
cviies  ;  and  therfore  layth  Salomon,  He  that  haft- 
eth  him  to  befily  to  wexe  riche  he  flial  be  non  in- 
nocent :  he  fayth  alfo,  that  the  richefle  that  ha- 
ftily  Cometh  to  a  man  lone  and  lightly  goeth  and 
paffeth  from  a  man,  but  that  richeffe  that  conieth 
litel  and  litel  wexeth  alway  and  multiplieth.  And, 
Sire,  yc  Biulen  gete  richeffes  by  youre  wit  and  by 
yoiire  travaille,  unto  youre  profite,  and  that  with- 
outen wrong  or  harmc  doing  to  any  other  per- 
fone  ;  for  the  lawe  fayth,  Ther  m.aketh  no  man 
liinifelf  riche  if  he  do  harme  to  another  wight; 
this  is  to  fay,  that  Nature  defendeth  and  forbedeth 
by  right  that  no  man  make  liimfelf  riche  unto 
-the  harme  of  another  perfone.  AndTullius  fayth, 
that  no  forwe,  ne  no  drede  of  deth,  ne  nothing 
that  may  falle  unto  a  man,  is  fo  muchel  ageins 
nature  as  a  man  to  encrefe  his  owen  profite  to 
harme  of  another  man.  And  though  the  grete 
men  and  the  mighty  men  geten  richeffes  more 
Rightly  than  thou,  yet  fhalt  thou  not  ben  idel  ne 
Howe  to  do  thy  profite,  for  thou  {halt  in  alle  wife 
flee  idleneffe ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  idleneffe 
techeth  a  man  to  do  many  eviles  :  and  the  fame 
Salomon  fayth,  that  he  that  travailieth  and  befi- 
eth  him  to  tillen  his  lond  fhal  ete  bred,  but  he 
that  is  idel,  and  calleth  him  to  no  beimeffe  ne 
occupation,  ihal  falle  into  poverte,  and  die  for 
hunger.  And  he  that  is  idel  and  flow  can  never 
find  covenable  time  for  to  do  his  profite  ;  for  ther 
is  a  verfifiour  fayth,  that  the  idel  man  excufeth 
him  in  winter  becaufe  of  the  grete  cold,  and  in 
fommer  they  by  enchefon  of  the  hete.  For  thife 
caufes,  fayth  Caton,  Waketh,  and  enclineth  you 
not  over  muchel  to  flepe,  for  over  muchel  refte 
norifheth  and  caufeth  many  vices ;  and  therfore 
fayth  Seint  Jerome,  Doeth  fom  good  dedes,  that 
the  devil  which  is  cure  enemie  ne  finde  you  not 
unoccupied,  for  the  devil  he  taketh  not  lightly 
unto  his  werking  fwiche  as  he  findeth  occupied 
in  goode  werkes. 

Than  thus  in  geting  richeffes  ye  muflen  flee 
idleneffe ;  and  afterward  ye  Ihuln  ufen  the  richeffes 
which  ye  ban  geten  by  youre  wit  and  by  youre 
travaille  in  fwiche  manere  than  men  holde  you 
not  to  fcarce  ne  to  fparing,  ne  fool-large,  that  is 
to  fay,  over  Jarge  a  fpender ;  for  right  as  men 
blamen  an  avaricious  man  becaufe  of  his  fcarcitee 
and  chincherie,in  the  fame  wife  is  he  to  blame  that 
fpendeth  over  largely  ;  and  therfore  faith  Caton, 
Ufe  (fayth  he")  the  richeffes  that  thou  haft  ygeteii 
in  fwiche  manere  that  men  have  no  matere  ne 
caufe  to  calle  thee  nother  wretche  ne  chince,  for 
it  is  a  gret  ftiame  to  a  man  to  have  a  poure  herte 
and  a  riche  purfe  :  he  fayth  alfo,  Thegoodes  that 
thpu  haft  ygeten  ufe  hem  by  mefure,  that  is  to 
fayn,  fpende  mefurably,  for  they  that  folily  wa- 
ften  and  difpenden  the  goodes  that  they  ban  whan 
they  han  no  more  ;propre  of  hir  owen  that  they 
fliapen  hem  to  take  the  goodes  of  another  man. 
I  fay  than  that  yc  fhulp  iiee  avarice,  ufing  youre 
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richeffes  in  fwiche  manere  that  men  fayn  not  that 


youre  richeffes  ben  ybcried,  but  that  ye  have  hem. 
in  youre  might  and  in  youre  welding ;  for  a  wife 
man  repreveth  the  avaricious  man,  and  fayth 
thus  in  two  vers,  Wherto  and  why  berieth  a  man 
his  goodes  by  his  gret  avarice,  and  knowcth  wel 
that  ncdes  muft  he  die,  for  deth  is  the  end  of 
every  man  as  in  this  prefent  lif  ?  and  for  what 
caufe  or  enchefon  joineth  he  him,  or  knitteth  he. 
him  fo  faft  unto  his  f'oodcs,  that  alle  his  wittes 
mown  not  diffeveren  him  or  departen  him  from 
his  goodes,  and  knowcth  wel,  or  oughte  to  know, 
that  whan  he  is  ded  he  fhal  nothing  here  with 
him  out  of  this  world  ?  and  therfore  fayth  Seint 
Auguftien,  that  the  avaricious  man  is  likened  unto 
helle,  that  the  more  it  fwalweth  the  more  defir  it 
hath  to  fvvalwe  and  devoure.  And  as  wel  as  ye 
wolde  efchue  to  be  called  an  avaricious  man  or 
cliinche,  as  wel  fhulde  ye  kepe  you  and  governe 
you  in  fwiche  a  wife  that  men  calle  you  not  fool- 
large  ;  therfore  faith  Tullius,  The  goodes  of  thin 
hous  ne  fhulde  not  ben  hid  ne  kept  fo  clofe  but 
that  they  might  ben  opened  by  pitee  and  debo- 
nairetee,  that  is  to  fayn,  to  yeve  hem  part  that 
han  gret  nede  ;  ne  thy  goodes  fhulden  not  ben  fo 
open  to  be  every  mannes  goodes.  Afterward,  in 
getting  of  youre  richeffes,  and  in  ufingof  hem,  ye 
ihuln  alway  have  three  thinges  in  youre  herte, 
that  is  tofay,  oureLord  God,  confcience,  andgopd 
name.  Firft,  ye  fliuln  have  God  in  youre  herte, 
and  for  no  richeffe  ye  Ihuln  do  nothing  which 
may  in  any  manere  difplefe  God  that  is  youre  crea- 
tour  and  maker  ;  for,  after  the  word  of  Salomon, 
It  is  better  to  have  a  litel  good,  with  love  of  God, 
than  to  have  muchel  good  and  lefe  the  love  of  his 
Lord  God  :  and  the  prophete  fayth,  that  better 
it  is  to  ben  a  good  man  and  have  litel  good  and 
trefor  than  to  be  holden  a  fhrewe  and  have  grete 
richeffes.  And  yet  I  fay  forthermore,  that  yc 
fhulden  alway  do  youre  befmeffe  to  gete  you  rich- 
effes, fo  that  ye  gete  hem  with  good  confcience. 
And  the  apoftle  fayth,  that  there  n'is  thing  in  this 
world  of  v/hich  we  fhulden  have  fo  gret  joye  as 
whan  cure  confcience  bereth  us  good  witneffe ; 
and  the  wife  man  fayth,  The  fubftaunce  of  a  man 
is  ful  good  whan  finne  is  not  in  mannes  confcience. 
Afterward,  in  geting  bf  youre  richeffes  and  in 
ufmg  of  hem,  ye  muft  have  gret  befineffe  and  gret 
diligence  that  youre  good  name  be  alway  kept  and 
conserved ;  for  Salomon  fayth,  that  beter  it  is 
and  more  it  availeth  a  man  to  have  a  good  name 
than  for  to  have  grete  richeffes ;  and  therfore  he 
fayth  in  another  place,  Do  gret  diligence  (faith. 
Salomon)  in  keping'  of  thy  frendes  and  of  thy 
good  name,  for  it  fhal  lenger  abide  with  thee 
than  any  trefor,  be  it  never  fo  precious ;  and  cer- 
tes  he  fliulde  not  be  called  a  Gentilman  that  after 
God  and  good  confcience  alle  thinges  left  ne  doth, 
his  diligence  and  befineffe  to  kepen  his  good  name; 
and  Cafliodore  fayth,  that  it  is  a  figne  of  a  gentil 
herte  whan  a  m.an  loveth  and  defireth  to  have  a 
good  name  ;  and  tlierefore  fayth  Seint  Auguftine^ 
that  ther  ben  two  thinges  that  arn  right  neceffarie 
and  nedeful,  ar.d  thut  is  good  confciei:ce  and  good 


140 


THE    TALE  X3F    MELIBEUS. 


los;  that  Is  it  to  fayn,  good  confcience  to  thin 
owen  perfone  inward,  and  good  los  for  thy  neighe- 
bour  outward.  And  he  that  trofteth  him  fo 
niuchel  in  his  good  confcience  that  he  defpifeth 
and  fetteth  at  nought  his  good  name  or  los,  and 
recketh  not  though  he  kepe  not  his  good  name, 
ix'is  but  a  cruel  cherl. 

Sire,  now  have  I  Ihewed  you  how  ye  fliulden 
do  in  geting  richeffes,  and  how  ye  fhulen  ufen 
iiem ;  and  1  fee  wel  that  for  the  truft  that  ye  han 
in  youre  richeffes,  ye  wiln  mevewerre  andbataille. 
I  confeille  you  that  ye  beginne  no  bataille  ne 
werre  in  truil  of  youre  richeffes,  for  they  ne  fuf- 
ficen  not  wcrres  to  mainteine ;  and  therfore  fayth 
a  philofophre,  That  man  that  defireth  and  wol 
algates  han  werre  flial  never  have  fuffifaunce,  for 
the  richer  that  he  is  the  greter  difpences  niuft  he 
make,  if  he  will  ha.vt  worfhip  and  vidlorie^  and 
Salomon  faith,  that  the  greter  richeffes  that  a  man 
hath  the  mo  difpendours  he  hath.  And,  dere 
Sire  !  al  be  it  fo  that  for  ycmre  richeffes  ye  moun 
have  muchcl  folk,  yet  behoveth  it  not  ne  it  is  not 
good  to  beginne  -werre,  wheras  you  moun  in 
«ther  manere  have  pees  imto  youre  worfhip  and 
j>iofite  :  for  the  vidlorie  of  batailles*  that  ben  in 
this  world  lith  not  in  gret  nombre  or  multitude 
of  peple,  ne  in  the  vertue  of  man,  but  it  lith  in 
the  will  and  in  the  bond  of  oure  Lord  God  Al- 
mighty ;  and  therefore  Judas  Machabeus,  which 
•was  Goddes  knight,  whan  he  fliulde  fighte  again 
iiis  adverfarie  that  hadde  a  greter  nombre  and  a 
greter  multitude  of  folk,  and  ftrenger  than  was 
ihe  peple  of  this  Machabee,  yet  he  rccomforted 
iiis  litel  compaignie,  and  fayde  right  in  this  wife  ; 
Al  fo  lightly  (fayde  he)  may  our  Lord  God  Al- 
mighty yeve  vi(ftoric  to  a  fewe  folk  as  to  many 
folk,  for  the  vidlorie  of  a  bataille  cometh  not  by 
the  gret  nombre  8i  peple,  but  it  cometh  from 
cure  Lord  God  of  heven.  And,  dere  Sire!  for 
ULS  muchel  as  ther  is  |no  man  certaine  if  it  be 
worthy  that  God  yeve  him  vidtorie  or  not,  after 
that  Salomon  fayth,  Therfore  every  man  fliulde 
gretly  drede  werres  to  beginne  ;  and  becaufe  that 
in  batailles  fallen  many  perils,  and  it  happeth 
-other  while  that  as  fone  is  the  gret  man  flain  as 
the  litel  man  ;  and,  as  it  is  ywritten  in  the  fecond 
book  of  Kinges,  The  dedes  of  batailles  ben  aven- 
turous,  and  nothing  certain,  for  as  lightly  is  on 
hurt  with  a  fpere  as  another ;  and  for  ther  is  gret 
peril  in  werre,  therfore  fhulde  a  man  flee  and 
jsfchue  werre  in  as  muchel  as  a  man  may  goodly ; 
for  Salomon  feyth.  He  that  loveth  peril  ihal  falle 
in  peril. 

After  that  Dame  Prudence  had  fpoken  in  this 
manere,  Melibee  anfwerd  and  faide  :  I  fee  wel, 
Dame  Prudence,  that  by  youre  faire  wordes  and 
by  youre  refons  that  ye  han  fhewed  me  that  the 
werre  liketh  you  nothing ;  but  I  have  not  yet 
herd  your  confeil  how  I  fhal  do  in  this  nede. 

Certes,  quod  fhe,  I  confeille  you  that  ye  ac- 
corde  with  youre  adverfaries,  and  that  ye  have 
pees  with  hem;  for  Seint  James  fayth  in  hisepiftle 
that  by  Concorde  and  pees  the  fmale  richeffes 
wexen  grete,  and  by  debat  and  difcorde  grete 
richeffes  fallen  doun :  and  ye  knowen  wel  that  on 


of  the  greteft  and  mofte  foveralnc  thing  that  is  in 
this  world  is  unitce  and  pees ;  and  therfore  fayde 
oure  Lord  Jefu  Crifl  to  his  apoflles  in  this  wife^ 
Wel  happy  and  bleffed  ben  they  that  loven  and 
purdhafen  pees,  for  they  ben  called  the  children 
of  God.  A  !  quod  Melibee,  now  fee  I  wel  that 
ye  loven  not  min  honour  ne  my  worftiipe.  Ye 
knowen  wel  that  min  adverfaries  han  begonne 
this  debat  and  brige  by  hir  outrage,  and  ye  fee 
wel  that  they  ne  requeren  ne  prayen  me  not  of 
pees,  ne  they  axen  not  to  be  reconciled ;  wol  ye 
than  that  I  go  and  meke  me  and  obeye  me  to  hem^ 
and  crie  hem  mercie  ?  forfoth  that  -were  not  my 
worfliipe ;  for  Tight  as  men  fayn  that  overgret 
homlineffe  engendreth  difpreifmg,  fo  fareth  it  by 
to  gret  humilitee  or  mekeneffe. 

Than  began  Dame  Prudence  to  make  feni- 
blaunt  of  wrathe,  and  fayde,  Certes,  Sire,  (fauf  your 
grace)  I  love  youre  honour  and  youre  profite  as 
I  do  mine  owen,  and  ever  have  don,  ye  ne  non 
other  feyn  never  the  contrary  ;  and  if  I  had  fayde 
that  ye  fhuld  han  purchafed  the  pees  and  the  re- 
conciliation, I  ne  hadde  not  muchel  miftake  me  ne 
fayde  amis;  for  the  wife  man  fayth.  The  diffen- 
tion  beginneth  by  another  man,  and  the  reconcil- 
ing beginneth  by  thyfelf :  and  the  prophete  faith. 
Flee  fhrewednelTe  and  do  goodneffe  :  feke  pees 
and  folwe  it^  in  as  muchel  as  Ln  thee  is.  Yet  fay 
I  not  that  ye  fhuln  rather  purfue  to  youre  adver-r 
faries  for  pees  than  they  fhuln  to  you,  for  I  know 
wel  that  ye  ben  fo  hard-herted  that  ye  wol  do 
nothing  for  me ;  and  Salomon  fayth,  He  that  hath 
over  hard  an  herte  atte  lafte  he  fhal  mifhappe  and 
miflide. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  Dame  Prudence  make 
femblaunt  of  wrath  he  fayde  in  tkiis  wife  :  Dame, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  be  not  difplefed  of  things  that 
I  fay,  for  I  knowe  wel  that  I  am  angry  and  wroth, 
and  that  is  no  w^onder,  and  they  that  ben  wroth 
woten  not  wel  what  they  don  ne  what  they  faynj 
therfore  the  prophetefay  th,  that  troubled  eyen  han 
no  clere  fighte.  But  fayth  and  confeilleth  me  as 
you  liketh,  for  I  am  redy  to  do  right  as  ye  wol 
defire  ;  and  if  ye  repreve  me  of  my  foUe 
I  am  the  more  holden  to  love  you  and  tQ 
preife  you ;  for  Salomon  faith,  that  he  that  re-f 
preveth  him  that  doth  folie  he  flial  find  greter 
grace  than  he  that  deceiveth  him  by  fwete 
wordes. 

Than  fayde  Dame  Prudence,  1  make  no  -fem- 
blaunt of  wrath  ne  of  anger  but  for  youre  grete 
profite  ;  for  Salomon  faith.  He  is  more  wroth 
that  repreveth  or  chideth  a  fool  for  his  folie,  fhew- 
ing  him  femblaunt  of  wrath,  thajti  he  that  fupport- 
eth  him  and  preifeth  him  in  his  mifdoing,  and 
laugheth  at  his  folie  ;  and  this  fame  Salomon  faith 
afterward,  that  by  tihe  forweful  vifage  of  a  man, 
that  is  to  fayn,  by  the  fory  and  hevy  countenance 
of  a  man,  the  fool  corredeth  and  amendeth  him- 
felf. 

Than  faid  Melibee,  I  flial  not  conne  anfwere 
unto  fo  many  faire  refons  as  ye  putten  to  me  and 
ihewen :  fayth  fliortly  youre  will  and  youre 
confeil,  and  I  am  al  redy  to  performe  an4  ful- 
filleit. 
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Than  Dame  Prudence  difcovered  all  hire  will 
unto  him,  and  faide,  I  confeille  you,  quod  flie, 
above  alie  thinges  that  ye  make  pees  betwene  God 
and  you,  and  be  reconciled  unto  him  and  to  his 
grace,  for  as  I  have  fayde  you  herebeforen,  God 
hath  fuffsred  yon  to  have  this  tribulation  and 
difefe  for  youre  finfi'es  :  and  if  ye  do  as  I  fay  you, 
God  wol  I'ende  youre  adverfaries  unto  you,  and 
make  hem  fallc  at  youre  feet,  redy  to  do  ycrure 
will  and  youre  commandements ;  for  Salomon 
fayth,  Whan  the  condition  of  man  is  plefaunt  and 
liking  unto  God,  he  chaungeth  the  hcrtes  of  the 
mannes  adverfaries,  and  conftreineth  him  to  be- 
fechen  him  of  pees  and  of  grace.  And  I  pray 
you  let  me  fpeke  with  your  adverfaries  in  prevee 
place,  for  they  fhuln  not  knowe  that  it  be  of 
youre  will  or  youre  affent,  and  than  whan  I  kno^we 
hir  will  and  hir  entente  I  may  confeille  you  the 
more  feurely. 

Dame,  quod  Melibeus,  doth  youre  will  and 
youre  liking,  for  I  putte  me  wholly  in  youre  dif- 
pofition  and  ordinance. 

Than  Dame  Prudence,  whan  flic  fey  the  good 
will  of  hire  hufbond,  delibered  unto  hire,  and 
tokc  avis  inhirefelf,  thinking  how  ihe  mightbring 
this  nede  unto  goode  ende  ;  and  whan  fhe  fey  hire 
time  fhe  fent  for  thife  adverfaries  to  come  unto 
hire  in  to  a  privee  place,  and  fliewed  wifely  unto 
hem  the  grete  goodes  that  comen  of  pees,  and  the 
grete  harmes  and  perils  that  ben  in  werre  ;  and 
faide  to  hem  in  a  goodly  manere  how  that  hem 
oughte  have  gret  repentance  of  the  injuries  and 
wronges  that  they  hadden  don  to  Melibeus  hire 
lord,  and  unto  hire  and  to  hire  doughter. 

And  whan  they  herden  the  goodly  worde?  of 
Dame  Prudence  they  weren  fo  furpifed  and  ra- 
viflied,  and  hadden  fo  gret  joye  of  hire,  that 
wonder  v/as  to  telle,  A  Lady !  quod  they,  ye 
have  fhewed  unto  us  the  bleffing  of  fweteneffe, 
after  the  faying  of  David  the  prophet;  for 
the  reconciling  v/hich  we  be  not  worthy  to  have 
in  no  manere,  but  we  oughten  requeren  it  with 
grete  contrition  and  humilitee,  ye  of  your  grete 
goodneffe  have  prefented  unto  us.  Now  fee  we 
wel  that  the  fcience  and  conning  of  Salomon  is  ful 
trewe  ;  for  he  faith,  that  fwete  wordes  multiplien 
and  encrefen  frendes,  and  maken  flirewes  to  be 
debonaire  and  meke, 

Certes,  quod  they,  we  putten  oure  dede  and  all 
our  matere  and  caufe  al  holly  in  youre  good  will, 
and  ben  redy  to  obeye  unto  the  fpeche  and  com- 
maundement  of  my  Lord  Melibeus;  and  ther- 
fore,  dere  and  benigne  Lady!  we  praye  you  and 
befeche  you,  as  mekely  as  we  conne  and  moun, 
that  it  like  unto  your  grete  goodneffe  to  fulfille 
in  dede  youre  goodly  wordes  ;  for  we  confideren 
and  know elechen  that  we  han  offended  and  grev- 
ed  my  Lord  Melibeus  out  of  mefure,  fo  fer  forth 
that  we  ben  not  of  power  to  maken  him 
amendes,  and  therfore  we  oblige  and  binde  us  and 
oure  frendes  for  to  do  all  his  will  and  his  com- 
niaundements ;  but  peraventure  he  hath  fv/iche 
hevinefle  and  fwiche  wrath  to  us  ward,  becaufe 
of  our  offence,  that  he  wol  enjoynen  us  fwiche 


a  peine  as  we  moun  not  here  ne  fulleinc  ;  and  ther- 
fore, noble  Ladie  I  we  befeche  youre  womanlyto 
pittee  to  take  fwiche  a  vifement  in  this  nede  that 
we  ne  oure  frendes  ben  not  difherited  and  de- 
ftroied  thiirgh  oure  folic. 

Certes,  quod  Prudence,  it  is  an  hard  thing  and 
right  perilous  that  a  man  putte  him  all  outrely  in 
the  arbitration  .and  jugement  and  in  the  might 
and  power  of  his  enemie  ;  for  Salomon  fayth, 
Leveth  me  and  yeveth  crede'ftce  to  that  tliat  I 
fliall  fay ;  To  thy  fone,  to  thy  wif,  to  thy  frend, 
ne  to  thy  brother,  ne  yeve  thou  never  might  ne 
maiilrie  ewer  thy  body  while  thou  liveft.  Novr 
fith  he  defendeth  that  a  man  ihulde  not  yeve  to 
his  brother  ne  to  his  frend  the  might  of  his  body,, 
by  a  flirenger  refon  he  defendeth  and  forbedeth 
a  man  to  yeve  himfelf  to  his  enemy.  And  nathe- 
les  I  confeille  you  that  ye  miftrufte  not  my  lord, 
for  I  wot  wel  and  know  veraily  that  be  is  de- 
bonaire and  meke,  large,  curteis  and  nothing  de- 
firous  ne  coveitous  of  good  ne  richcffc,  for  ther 
is  nothing  in  this  world  that  he  defireth  fave  only 
worfhipe  and  honour.  Forthermore,  I  know  v/el 
and  am  right  fure  that  he  Ihal  nothing  do  in  this 
nedie  withouten  my  confeil,  and  I  fhal  fo  weiken 
in  this  cas  that  by  the  grace  of  our  Lord  God  ye 
fliuln  be  reconciled  unto  us. 

Than  fiiden  they  with  o  vols,  Worfliipful  Lady ! 
we  putten  us  and  our  goodes  al  fully  in  youre 
will  and  difpofition,  and  ben  redy  to  come  what 
day  that  it  like  unto  youre  nobleffe  to  limite  us  or 
affigne  us  for  to  make  oure  obligation  and  bond 
as  ftrong  as  it  liketh  unto  youre  goodneffe,  that 
we  moun  fulfille  the  will  of  you  and  of  my  Lord 
MeHbee. 

Whan  Dame  Prudence  had  herd  the  anfwer  of 
thife  men,  fhe  bad  hem  go  agein  prlvely,  andjflic 
retourned  to  hire  Lord  Melibee,  and  told  him 
how  fhe  found  his  adverfaries  ful  repentant 
knowleching  ful  lowly  hirlinnes  and  trefpas,  atsd 
how  they  weren  redy  to  fuffren  all  peine,  re- 
quering  and  preying  him  of  mercy  arid  pitee. 

Than  faide  Melibee,  He  is  wel  worthy  to  have 
pardon  and  foryeveneffe  of  his  fmne  that  excufeth 
not  his  linne,  but  knowlecheth  and  repenteth 
him,  axing  indulgence;  for  Senek  faith,.  Ther  is 
the  remifiion  and  furyeveneffe  wher  as  the  con- 
feflion  is,  for  confefilon  is  neighebour,  to  innocence: 
and  therefore  I  affentc  and  conferme  me  to  have 
pees;  but  it  is  good  that  we  do  nought withouteu' 
the  affent  and  will  of  oure  frendes. 

Than  was  Prudence  right  glad  and  joyeful,and 
faide,  Certes,  Sire,  ye  han  wel  and  goodly  an« 
fwercd;  for  right  as  by  the  confeil,  aifent,  and 
helpe,  of  your  frendes  ye  han  be  flired  to  venge 
you  and  make  werre,  right  fo  withouten  hir  con- 
feil fhul  ye  not  accord  you  ne  have  pees  with 
youre  adverfaries ;  for  the  laWe  faith,  Ther  is  no- 
thing fo  good  by  way  of  kinde  as  a  thing  to  be 
unbounde  by  hmi  that  it  was  ybounde. 

And  than  Dame  Prudence,  withouten  delay  or 
tarying,  fent  anon  hire  mellagcres  for  hir  kin  and 
for  hir  olde  frendes  which  tliat  were  trcwe  and 
wife,  and  told  hem  by  ordre  in  the  prefence  of  Meli- 
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tee  all  the  matere  as  it  is  above  expreffed  and  de- 
clared, and  preied  hem  that  they  wold  yeve  hir 
avis  and  confeil  what  were  beft  to  do  in  this  nede. 
And  whan  Melibeus  frendes  hadden  taken  hir 
avis  and  deliberation  of  the  forel'aid  matere,  and 
hadden  examined  it  by  gret  belineffe  and  gret 
diligence,  they  yaven  ful  confeil  for  to  have  pees 
and  refte,  and  that  Melibee  fliulde  receive  with 
good  herte  his  advcrfaries  to  foryeveneffe  and 
mercy. 

And  whan  Dame  Prudence  had  herd  the  affent 
©f  hire  Lord  Melibee,  and  the  confeil  of  his 
frendes  accord  with  hire  will  and  hire  entention, 
flic  was  wonder  glad  in  hire  herte,  and  fayde, 
Ther  is  an  old  proverbe,  quod  flie,  fayth,  that  the 
goodneffe  that  thou  maifh  do  this  day  do  it,  and 
abide  not  ne  delay  it  n-ot  till  to  morwe  :  and  there- 
fore 1  confeille  that  ye  fende  youre  meffageres, 
fwiche  as  ben  difcret  and  v^ife,  unto  youre  adver- 
faries,  telling  hem  on  youre  behalf,  that  if  they 
wol  trete  of  pees  and  of  accord,  that  they  fiiape 
hem  withouten  delay  or  tarying  to  come  unto  us. 
Which  thing  parfourmed  wasindede.  And  whan 
thife  trefpafours  and  repenting  folk  of  hir  folies, 
that  is  to  fayn,  the  adverfaries  of  Melibee,  had- 
den herd  what  thife  meffageres  fayden  unto  hem 
they  weren  right  glade  and  joyeful,  and  anfwerden 
ful  mekely  and  benignely,  yelding  graces  and 
thankinges  to  hir  Lord  Melibee  and  to  all  his 
compagnie,  and  fhopen  hem  withouten  delay  to 
go  with  the  meffageres,  and  obeye  to  the  com- 
mandement  of  hir  Lord  Melibee. 

And  right  anon  they  token  hir  way  to  the  court 
e>[  Melibee,  and  token  with  hem  fom  of  hir  trewe 
frendes  to  make  feith  for  hem  and  for  to  ben 
hir  borwes.  And  whan  they  were  comen  to  the 
prefence  of  Melibee  he  faide  hem  thife  wordes. 
It  flant  thus  quod  Melibee,  and  foth  it  is  that  ye 
caufeles  and  withouten  Ikill  and  refon  han  don 
grete  injuries  and  wronges  to  me  and  to  my  wif 
Prudence,  and  to  my  doughter  alfo,  for  ye  han 
entered  into  myn  hous  by  violence,  and  have  don 
fwiche  outrage  that  alle  men  knowen  wel  that  ye 
han  deferved  the  deth  ;  and  therefore  wol  I  know 
and  wete  of  you  whether  ye  wol  put  the  punifh- 
ing  and  chaftifing,  and  the  vengence,  of  this 
cutrage  in  the  will  of  me  and  of  my  wif,  or  ye 
■wol  not. 

Than  the  wifefl:  of  hem  three  anfwered  f of  hem 
alle,  and  faide  ;  Sire,  quod  he,  we  knowen  wel 
that  we  ben  unworthy  to  come  to  the  court  of 
fo  gret  a  lord  and  fo  worthy  as  ye  ben,  for  we 
han  fo  gretly  miftaken  us,  and  han  offended  and 
agilte  in  fwiche  wife  agein  your  high  lordfhipe, 
that  trcwely  we  han  deferved  th6  deth ;  but  yet 
for  the  grete  goodneffe  and  dobonairetee  that  all 
the  world  witneffeth  of  youre  perfone  we  fub- 
mitten  us  to  the  excellence  and  benignitee  of  youre 
gracious  lordihipe,  and  ben  redy  to  obeye  ito  alle 
youre  comandements,  befeching  you  that  of  youre 
merciable  pitee  ye  wol  confidere  cure  grete  re- 
pentance and  lowe  fubmifiion,  and  graunte  us  for- 
yeveneffe of  our  outragious  trefpas  and  offence  j 
foj.-  wel  we  knov.'en  that  youre  liberal  grace  and 
Hiercie  ilretchen"  hem  forther  into  goodneffe  than 


don  oure  outragious  glites  and  trefpas  into  Wic^-* 
edneffe,  al  be  it  that  curfedly  and  dampnably  we, 
han  agilte  again  youre  highe  lordfhipe. 

Then  Melibee  toke  hem  up  fro  the  ground  ful 
benignely,  and  received  hir  obligations  and  hir 
bondes  by  hir  othes  upon  hir  plegges  and  borwes, 
and  affigned  hem  a  certain  day  to  retourne  unto 
his  court  for  to  receive  and  accept  fentence  and 
jugement  that  Melibee  wolde  commande  to  be 
don  on  hem  by  the  caufes  aforefaid ;  which 
thinges  ordeiried  every  man  retourned  to  his 
hous. 

And  whan  that  Dame  Prudence  faw  hire  time 
fhe  freined,  and  axed  hire  Lord  Melibee  what 
vengance  he  thoughte  to  taken  of  his  adver- 
faries .'' 

To  which  Melibee  anfwerd  and  faide ;  Certes, 
quod  he,  I  think  and  purpofe  me  fully  to  difherite 
hem  of  all  that  ever  they  han,  and  for  to  putte 
hem  in  exile  for  ever. 

Certes,  qaod  Dame  Prudence,  this  were  a  cruel 
fentence,  and  muchel  agein  refon,  for  y'e  ben  richc 
ynough,  and  han  no  nede  of  other  mennes  good  j 
and  yc  might  lightly  in  this  wife  gete  you  a 
coveitous  name,  which  is  a  vicious  thing,  and 
oughte  to  be  efchewed  of  every  good  man,  for 
after  the  fa  we  of  the  apoltle,  coveitife  is  rote  of 
alle  harmes ;  and  therefore  it  were  better  for  you 
to  lefe  muchel  good  of  your  owen,  than  for  to  take 
of  hir  good  in  this  manere  :  for  better  it  is  to  lefe 
good  with  worfliip  than  to  winne  good  with 
vilanie  and  ihame  :  and  every  man  ought  to  do  his 
diligence  and  his  befmeife  to  get  him  a  good  name ; 
and  yet  Ihal  he  not  only  befie  him  in  keeping  his 
good  name,  but  he  Ihal  aUb  enforcen  him  alway 
to  do  fom  thing  by  which  he  may  renovelle  his' 
good  name  ;  for  it  is  written  that  the  olde  good 
los  or  good  name  of  a  man  is  fone  gon  and  paffed 
whan  it  is  not  newed.  And  as  touching  that  ye 
fayn,  that  ye  wol  exile  your  adverfaries,  that 
thinketh  me  muchel  agein  refon  and  out  of  me- 
fure,  confidered  the  power  that  they  han  yeven 
you  upon  hemfelf ;  and  it  is  written,  that  he  is 
worthy  to  lefe  his  privilege  that  mifufeth  the 
might  and  the  power  that  is  yeven  him.  And 
I  fette  cas  ye  might  enjoine  hem  that  peine  by 
right  and  by  lawe,  (which  I  trowe  ye  mowe  not 
do)  I  fay  ye  might  not  putte  it  to  execution  per- 
aventure,  and  than  it  were  like  to  retourne  to  the 
werre  as  it  was  beforn  :  and  therefore  if  you  wol 
that  men  do  you  obeifance  ye  muft  deme  more 
curteifly,  that  is  to  fayn,  ye  muft  yeve  more  efie 
fentences  and  jugeincnts ;  for  it  is-  written,  he 
that  moll  curteifly  commandeth  to  him  men  mofb 
obeyen.  And  therefore  I  pray  you  that  in  this 
necefiitee  and  in  this  nede  ye  calle  you  to  over- 
come your  herte ;  for  Senek  fayth,  that  he  that 
overcbmeth  his  herte  overcometh  twies;  and 
TuUius  faith,  Ther  is  nothing  fo  commendable  in 
a  gret  lord  as  whan  he  is  debonaire  and  meke,  and  , 
appefeth  him  lightly.  And  I  pray  you  that  ye  wol 
now  forbere  to  do  vengeaunce  in  fwiche  a  manere 
that  your  good  name  may  be  kept  and  conferved.i 
and  that  men  mown  have  caufe  and  matere  to 
preife   you  of  f  ifee  and  of  mercy,   aad  that  y« 
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hzve  no  caufe  ta  repente  you  of  thing  that  ye  don; 
for  Seneke  faieth,  He  overcometh  in  an  evil 
nianere  that  repenteth  of  his  vidtorie.  Wherfore 
I  pray  you  let  mercy  be  in  your  herte,  to  the 
effeiSl  and  entent  that  God  Almighty  have  mercy 
upon  you  in  his  lafl.  jugement ;  for  Seint  James 
fsrith  in  his  epiftle,  Jugement  withoute  mercy 
flial  be  do  to  him  that  hath  no  mercy  of  an- 
other wight. 

Whan  Melibee  had  herd  the  grete  fkilles  and 
refons  of  Dame  Prudence,  and  hire  wife  informa- 
tions and  techinges,  his  herte  gan  encline  to  the 
will  of  his  wif,  confidering  hire  trewe  entente, 
enforced  him  anon,  and  affented  fully  to  werken 
after  hire  confeil,  and  thanked  God,  of  whom 
procedeth  all  goodncffe  and  all  vertue,  that  him 
fent  a  wif  of  fo  gret  difcretion.  And  whan  the 
day  came  that  his  adverfaries  fliulde  appere  in  his 
f refence,  he  fpake  to  hem  ful  goodly,  and  faide 


in  this  wife  :  Al  be  it  fo  that  of  youre  pride  and 
high  prefumption  and  folie,  and  of  youre  ne- 
gligence and  unconning,  ye  have  mifborne  you 
and  trefpafed  unto  me,  yet  for  as  muchel  as  I  fee 
and  behold  your  grete  humilitee,  and  that  ye  ben 
fory  and  repentant  of  youre  giltes,  it  conftreineth 
me  -to  do  you  grace  and  mercy  ;  wherfor  I  receive 
you  into  my  grace,  and  foryeve  you  outrcly  alle 
the  offences,  injuries,  and  wronges,  that  yet  have 
don  again  me  and  mine,  to  this  effecft  and  to  this 
ende,  that  God  of  his  endeles  mercie  wol  at  the 
time  of  oure  dying  foryeve  us  oure  giltes  that  we 
han  trefpafed  to  him  in  this  wretched  world ;  for 
douteles  if  we  be  fory  and  repentant  of  the 
fmnesandgilteswhichwe  han  trefpafed  in  the  fight 
of  oure  Lord  God,  he  is  fo  free  and  fo  merciable 
that  he  wol  foryeven  us  oure  giltes,  and  bringen  uf 
to  the  bliflJs  that  never  hath  ende.    Amau 

\ 
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vV  HAN  ended  was  the  Tale  of  Melibec 
And  of  Prudence  and  hire  benignitee 
Our  Hofte  faide,  As  I  am  faithful  man, 
And  by  the  precious  corpus  Madrian, 
I  hadde  lever  than  a  barell  of  ale 
That  goode  lefe  my  wif  had  herde  this  Tale, 
For  fhe  n'is  no  thing  of  fwic    '  patience 
As  was  this  Melibeus  wif  Prudence. 

By  Goddes  bones  whan  I  bete  my  knaves 
She  brineth  me  the  grete  clobbed  ftaves, 
And  cryeth,  Slee  the  dogges  everich  on, 
And  breke  hem  bothe  bak  and  every  bon. 

And  if  that  any  neighebour  of  mine 
Wol  not  in  chirche  to  my  wif  encline. 
Or  be  fo  hardy  to  hire  to  trefpace, 
Vv'^han  fhe  cometh  home  flie  rampeth  in  my  face, 
And  cryeth,  Falfe  coward !  wreke  thy  wif : 
By  corpus  Domini  I  woI  have  thy  knif, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  my  diftaf  and  go  fpinne. 
Fro  day  til  night  right  thus  fhe  wol  beginne. 

Alas !  fhe  faith,  that  ever  I  was  yfhape 
To  wed  a  milkfop  or  a  coward  ape. 
That  wol  ben  overladde  with  every  wight : 
Thou  darft  not  ftonden  by  the  wives  right. 

This  is  my  lif  but  if  that  I  wol  fight. 
And  out  at  dore  anon  I  mote  me  dight, 
Or  elles  I  am  lolt,  but  if  that  I 
Be  like  a  wilde  leon  fool-hardy. 

I  wote  wel  fhe  wol  do  me  flee  fom  day 
Som  neighebour,  and  thanne  go  my  way, 
For  I  am  in  perilous  with  knif  in  honde 
Al  be  it  that  I  dare  not  hire  withflonde,  / 
For  fhe  is  bigge  in  armes  by  my  faith, 
That  fhal  he  finde  that  hire  mifdoth  or  faith. 
But  let  us  pare  away  fro  this  matere. 

My  Lord  the  Monk,  quod  he,  be  mery  of  chere 
For  ye  fhul  telle  a  Tale  trewely, 
JLo  !  Roucheller  ftondcth  here  fafte  by ; 
llide  forth,  min  owen  Lord,  breke  not  our  game. 
But  by  my  trouthe  I  can  no  telle  youre  name ; 
Whether  flial  I  call  you  my  Lord  Dan  John. 
Or  Dan  Thomas,  or  elles  Dan  Albon  .' 
Of  what  hous  be  ye  by  your  fader  kin  ? 
1  vow  to  God  thou  haft  a  ful  faire  fkin, 
It  is  a  gentil  pafture  ther  thou  goft ; 
Thou  art  not  like  a  penaunt  or  a  goft. 
Upon  my  faith  thou  art  fom  ofticer, 
Soiu  worthy  fextein,  or  fom  celerer, 


For  by  my  fadres  foule,  as  to  my  donxej 
Thou  art  a  maifter  whan  thou  art  home ; 
No  poure  cloifterer,  ne  non  novice, 
But  a  governour  bothe  ware  and  wife, 
And  therwithal  of  braunes  and  of  bones 
A  right  wel  faring  perfone  for  the  nones. 
I  pray  to  God  yeve  him  confufion 
That  firft  thee  brought  into  religion. 
Thou  woldeft  han  ben  a  trede-foul  a  right 
Haddeft  thou  as  grete  Icve  as  thou  haft  might 
To  parfourme  all  thy  luft  ;  in  engendrure 
Thou  haddeft  begeten  many  a  creature. 
Alas  !  why  wereft  thou  fo  wide  a  cope  ? 
God  yeve  me  forwe  but  and  I  were  pope 
Not  only  thou  but  every  mighty  man. 
Though  he  were  fnore  ful  high  upon  his  pari,' 
Shuld  have  a  wif,  for  al  this  world  is  lorn, 
Religion  hath  take  up  all  the  corn 
Of  treding,  and  we  borel  men  ben  fhrimpes; 
Of  feble  trees  ther  comen  wretched  impes. 
This  makcth  that  our  heires  ben  fo  fclendre 
And  feble  that  they  monn  not  wel  engendre ; 
This  maketh  that  our  wives  wol  affaye 
Religious  folk,  for  they  moun  better  paye 
Of  Venus  payementsthan  ihowen  we; 
God  wote  no  Lufheburgees  payen  ye. 
But  be  not  wroth,  my  Lord,  though  that  I  play  j 
Ful  oft  in  game  a  fothe  have  I  herd  fay. 

This  worthy  Monke  toke  all  in  patience, 
And  faide,  I  wol  don  all  my  diligence. 
As  fer  as  founeth  into  honcftee, 
To  tellen  you  a  Tale,  or  two  or  three  ; 
And  if  you  lift  to  herken  hiderward 
I  wol  you  fayn  the  lif  of  Seint  Edward^ 
Or  elles  tragedies  firft  I  wol  telle. 
Of  which  I  have  an  htmdred  in  my  celle. 

Tragedie  is  to  fayn  a  certain  ftorie, 
As  olde  bookes  maken  us  memorie, 
Of  him  that  ftood  in  gret  profperitee. 
And  is  yfallen  out  of  high  degree 
In  to  miferie,  and  endeth  wretchedly ; 
And  they  ben  verfified  communly 
Of  fix  feet,  which  men  clepen  Exametron  : 
In  profe  eke  ben  endited  many  on, 
And  eke  in  metre  in  many  a  fondry  wife. 
Lo  this  declaring  ought  ynough  fuffice. 

Now  herheneth  if  you  liketh  for  to  herc^ 
But  firft  I  you  befechc  in  this  matere, 
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Though  i  by  of  dre  telle  not  thife  thinges, 
Be  it  of  popes,  emperoures,  or  kinges, 
After  hir  ages,  as  men  written  finde, 
But  telle  hem  fom  before  and  fom  behinde, 
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As  it  now  comcth  to  nly  remembrance, 
Have  me  excufed  of  min  ignorance. 


X45 


tHE   MONKES   TALfe*. 


,1  woL  bewaile  in  manere  of  tragedie 

The  harm  of  hem  that  ftode  in  high  degree^ 

;And  fellen  fo  that  ther  n'as  no  remedie 

To  bring  hem  out  of  hir  adverfitee  ; 

For  certain  whan  that  Fortune  lifl  to -flee 

Ther  may  no  man  of  hire  the  cours  withholde  ; 

Let  no  man  trufl:  on  blinde  profperitee  ; 

Beth  ware  by  thife  enfamples  trewe  and  olde; 

Lucife)\ 

At  Lucifer,  though  he  an  angel  were 
And  not  a  man,  at  him  I  wol  beginne ; 
For  though  Fottune  may  non  angel  dere^ 
From  high  degree  yet  felle  he  for  his  fmne 
Doun  into  helle,  wheras  he  yet  is  inne. 
O  Lucifer  !  brighteft  of  angels  alle, 
Now  art  thou  Sathanas,  that  maift  not  twinne 
Out  of  miferie  in  which  that  thou  art  falle; 

Adam. 

Lo !  Adam  in  the  feld  of  Damafcene 
With  Goddes  owen  finger  wrought  was  he^ 
And  not  begeten  of  mannes  fperme  unclene^ 
And  welre  all  Paradis  faving  o  tree. 
Had  never  worldly  man  fo  high  degree 
As  Adam,  til  he  for  mifgovernance 
Was  driven  out  of  his  profperitee 
To  labour,  and  to  helle,  and  to  ihefchance. 

Sampjon. 

Lo  !  Sampfon,  which  that  was  annUnciat 
By  the  angel  long  or  his  nativitee, 
And  was  to  God  Almighty  confecrat,- 
And  ftode  in  nobleffe  while  he  mighte  fee  : 
Was  never  fwiche  anothei:  as  was  he, 
*ro  fpeke  of  ftrength  and  therto  hardineffe ; 
But  to  his  wives  tolde  he  his  fecrec, 
Thurgh  which  he  flow  himfelf  for  wretchednelTe. 

*  A  tragical  dMcourfc  of  many  who  have  fallen  from 
high  ellate  into  extreme  reifery.    Vrry. 
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Sampfon,  this  noble  and  mighty  champioiij 
Withouteii  wepen  fave  his  handes  twey 
He  Cov/  and  all  to-rcnte  the  leon. 
Toward  his  wedding  walking  by  the  wey. 
His  falfe  wif  coude  him  fo  plefc  and  pray 
Til  fhe  his  confeil  knewe,  and  Ihe  untrewe 
Unto  his  foos  his  confeil  gan  bewray, 
And  him  forfoke,  and  toke  another  newe. 

Three  hundred  foxes  toke  Sampfon  for  jrcj 
And  all  hil:  tayles  he  togeder  bond, 
And  fet  the  foxes  tayles  all  on  fire. 
For  he  in  every  tayl  had  knit  a  brond, 
And  they  breht  all  the  cornes  in  that  lond, 
And  all  hir  oliveres  and  vines  eke. 
A  thoufand  men  he  flow  eke  with  his  hond. 
And  had  no  wepen  but  an  affes  cheke. 

Whan  they  were  flain  fo  thurftcd  hiin  that  he 
Was  v/ei  nie  lorne,  for  which  he  gan  to  preye 
That  God  wold  on  his  peine  ban  fom  pitee, 
And  fend  him  drinke,  or  elles  mofte  he  deye  j 
And  of  this  affes  cheke  that  was  fo  dreye 
Out  of  a  wang  toth  fprang  anon  a  welle. 
Of  which  he  drank  ynough,  fliortly  to  fsye. 
Thus  halp  him  God,  as  Judicum  can  telki 

By  veray  force  at  Gafa  on  a  nightj     " 
Maiigre  the  Philiftins  of  that  citee^ 
The  gates  of  the  toun  he  hath  up  plight^ 
And  on  his  bak  ycarried  hem  hath  he 
High  on  an  hill,  wher  as  men  might  hem  fe. 
O  noble  mighty  Sampfon,  lefe  and  dere  ! 
Haddell  thou  not  told  to  women  thy  fecree. 
In  all  this  woi^ld  ne  had  ther  ben  thy  pere. 

This  Sampfon  never  fider  dranke  ne  wine, 
Ne  on  his  hed  came  rafour  nOn  ne  Ihere. 
By  precept  of  the  meflager  diviiie, 
For  all  his  llrengthes  in  his  heres  were  : 
And  fully  twenty  winter  yere  by  yere 
He  hadde  of  Ifrael  the  governance  ; 
But  fone  fhal  he  wepen  many  a  tere, 
For  women  fliuln  him  bringen  to  mefchanc^j 
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Unto  his  lemman  Dalida  he  told 
That  in  his  heres  all  his  ftrengthe  lay, 
And  falfely  to  his  fomen  ftie  him  fold } 
And  fleping  in  hire  barme  upon  a  day 
She  made  to  clip  or  fliere  his  here  away. 
And  made  his  fomen  al  his  craft  efpien  ; 
And  whan  that  they  him  fond  in  this  array 
They  bond  him  faft,  and  putten  out  his  eyen. 

But  or  his  here  was  clipped  or  yfliave, 
Ther  was  no  bond  with  which  men  might  him 
But  now  is  he  in  prifon  in  a  cave,  [bind, 

Wheras  they  made  him  at  the  querne  grinde. 
O  noble  Sampfon,  ftrongeft  of  mankind, 
O  whilom  juge  in  glory  and  richeffe  I 
Now  mayeft  thou  wepen  with  thin  eyen  blind 
Sith  thou  fro  wele  art  falle  in  wretchednefie. 

The  ende  of  this  caitif  was  as  I  Ihal  feye  ; 
His  fomen  made  a  fefte  upon  a  day. 
And  made  him  as  hir  fool  before  hem  pleye, 
And  this  was  in  a  temple  of  gret  array  : 
But  at  the  laft  he  made  a  foule  affray. 
For  he  two  fillers  flioke  and  made  hem  falle, 
And  doun  fell  temple  and  all,  and  ther  it  lay, 
And  flow  himfelf,  and  eke  his  fomen  alle. 

This  is  tofayn,  the  princes  everich  on, 
Ahd  eke  three  thoufand  bodies,  were  ther  flain 
With  falling  of  the  gret  temple  of  fton 
Of  Sampfon  now  wol  I  no  more  fain  : 
Beth  ware  by  this  enfample  old  and  plain 
That  no  men  tell  hir  confeil  to  hir  wives 
Of  fwiche  thing  as  they  wold  han  fecree  fain, 
If  that  it  touch  hir  limmes  or  hir  lives. 

Hercules, 

Of  Hercules  the  foveraine  conquerour 
SIngcn  his  werkes  laude,  and  high  renoun, 
For  in  his  time  of  ftrength  he  was  the  flour. 
He  fl9w  and  raft  the  Ikinne  of  the  leon  ; 
He  of  Centaures  laid  the  boft  adoun  ; 
He  Harpies  flow,  the  cruel  briddes  felle  ; 
He  golden  apples  raft  fro  the  dragon ; 
He  drow  out  Cerberos,  the  hound  of  helle. 

He  flow  the  cruel  tirant  Bufirus, 
And  made  his  hors  to  fret  him  flefli  and  bon ; 
He  flow  the  firy  ferpent  venemous ; 
Of  Achelbus  two  homes  brake  he  on ; 
And  he  flow  Cacusin  a  cave  of  fton  ; 
He  flow  the  geaunt  Anteus  the  fl:rong ; 
He  flow  the  grifely  bore,  and  that  anon  ; 
And  bare  the  hevenc  on  his  nekke  long 

.  Was  never  wight  fith  that  the  world  began 
That  flow  fo  many  monftres  as  did  he  ; 
Thurgho'.it  the  wide  world  his  name  ran, 
What  for  his  ftrength  and  for  his  high  bountee  ; 
And  every  reuame  went  he  for  to  fee. 
He  was  lb  ftrong  that  no  man  might  him  let ; 
At  bothe  the  worldes  endes,  faith  Trophee, 
In  ftede  of  boundes  he  a  piller  fet. 

A  lemman  had  tl^is  noble  champion 
That  highte  Deianire,  as  frelh  as  May : 
And,  as  thife  clerkes  maken  mention, 
«5he  hath  hicx  fent  a  fhert«  frefli  and  gay ; 


Alas!  thisflierte,  alas  and  Wala  Wa  ? 
Envenimed  was  fotilly  withalle, 
That  or  that  he  had  wered  it  half  a  day 
It  made  his  flefh  all  from  his  bones  falle. 

But  nathcles  fom  clerkes  hire  excufen 
By  on  that  highte  Neffus,  that  it  maked  : 
Be  as  may  be,  I  wol  hire  not  accufen ; 
But  on  his  bak  this  fherte  he  wered  al  naked^ 
Til  that  his  flefli  was  for  the  venim  blaked ; 
And  whan  he  faw  non  other  remedie 
In  bote  coles  he  hath  himfelven  raked, 
For  with  no  venime  deigned  him  tc  die. 

Thus  ftarf  this  worthy  mighty  Hercules. 
Lo  !  who  may  truft  on  Fortune  any  throw  ? 
For  him  that  folweth  all  this  world  of  prcs 
Or  he  be  ware  is  oft  ylaid  ful  lowe  ; 
Ful  wife  is  he  that  can  himfelven  knowe. 
Beth  ware,  for  whan  that  Fortune  lift  to  glofe 
Than  waiteth  fhe  hire  man  to  ovcrthrowe 
By  fwiche  a  way  as  he  wold  left  fuppofe. 

I^ahuchodinefor, 

The  mighty  trone,  the  precious  trefor. 
The  glorious  fceptre,  and  real  majeftee, 
1  hat  hadde  the  King  Nabuchodonofor, 
With  tonge  unnethes  may  defcrived  be  : 
He  twies  wan  J  -  ufalem  the  citee. 
The  veffell  of  the  temple  he  with  him  ladde  j 
At  Babiloine  was  his  foveraine  fee. 
In  which  his  glorie  and  his  delit  he  hadde. 

The  fayreft  childi-en  of  the  blood  real 
Of  Ifrael  he  did  do  gelde  anon. 
And  maked  eche  of  hem  to  ben  his  thral, 
Amonges  other  Daniel  was  on. 
That  was  the  wifeft  child  of  everich  on, 
For  he  the  dremes  of  the  king  expouned, 
Wher  as  in  Caldee  clerk  ne  was  ther  non 
That  wifte  to  what  fin  his  dremes  founed. 

This  proude  king  let  make  a  ftatue  of  goM 
Sixty  cubites  long  and  feven  in  brede. 
To  which  image  both  yonge  and  old 
Commanded  he  to  loute  and  have  in  drede. 
Or  in  a  fourneis  ful  of  flames  rede 
He  fhuld  be  brent  that  wolde  not  obeye  ; 
But  never  wold  affenten  to  that  dede, 
Daniel,  ne  his  yonge  felawes  tweye. 

This  king  of  kinges  proud  was  and  elat ; 
He  wend  that  God  that  fit  in  majeftee 
Ne  might  him  nat  bereve  of  his  eftat  : 
But  fodenly  he  loft  his  dignitee, 
And  like  a  beft  him  femed  for  to  be, 
And  etq  heye  as  an  oxe,  and  lay  therout : 
In  rain  with  wilde  beftes  walked  he 
Til  certain  time  was  ycome  about. 

And  like  an  egles  fethers  wex  his  hcres. 
His  neyles  like  a  briddes  elates  were. 
Til  God  relefed  him  at  certain  yeres. 
And  yaf  him  wit,  and  than  with  many  a  tere 
He  thanked  God,  and  ever  his  lif  in  fere 
Was  he  to  don  amis,  or  more  trefpace  : 
And  til  that  time  he  laid  was  on  his  here 
He  knew  that  God  waskil  of  might  and  grace, 
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Salthafar. 

His  fone,  which  that  highte  Balthafar; 
That  held  the  regne  after  his  fadres  day, 
He  by  his  fader  coulde  not  beware, 
For  proude  he  was  of  herte  and  of  array, 
And  eke  an  ydolafter  was  he  ay. 
His  high  eftat  affured  him  in  pride  ; 
But  Fortune  caft  him  doun  (and  ther  he  lay) 
And  fodenly  his  regne  gan  devide. 

A  lelle  he  made  unto  his  lordes  alle 
Upon  a  time,  and  made  hem  blithe  be, 
And  than  his  officers  gan  he  calle  ; 
Goth  bringeth  forthe  the  veflels,  quod  he. 
Which  that  my  fader  in  his  profperitee 
Out  of  the  temple  of  Jerufalem  beraft, 
And  to  our  highe  gooddes  thanke  we 
Of  honour,  that  our  eldres  with  us  laft. 

His  wif,  his  lordes,  and  his  concubines; 
Ay  dronken,  while  hir  appetites  lall, 
Out  of  thife  noble  veffels  fondry  wines. 
And  on  a  wall  this  king  his  eyen  caft, 
And  faw  an  hand  arniles  that  wrote  ful  faft. 
For  fere  of  which  he  quoke  and  fiked  fore  : 
This  hand  that  Balthafar  fo  fore  agaft. 
Wrote  Mane  techd  Pharei  and  no  more. 

In  at  that  lond  magicien  was  non 
That  coud  expounen  what  this  lettre  mentj 
But  Daniel  expouned  it  anon» 
And  faid,  O  King  !  God  to  thy  fader  lent 
Glorie  and  honour,  regne,  trefour  and  rent. 
And  he  was  proud  and  nothing  God  ne  dradde. 
And  therfore  God  gret  wreche  upon  him  fent, 
And  him  beraft  the  regne  that  he  hadde. 

He  was  out  caft  of  mannes  compagnie. 
With  afTes  was  his  habitation. 
And  ete  hey  as  a  heft  in  wete  and  drie, 
Til  that  he  knew  by  grace  and  by  refon 
That  God  of  heven  hath  domination 
Over  every  regne  and  every  creature, 
And  than  had  God  of  him  compaffion. 
And  him  reftored  his  regne  and  his  figure. 

Eke  thou  that  art  his  fone  art  proud  alfo 
And  knoweft  all  thife  thinges  veraily, 
And  art  rebel  to  God  and  art  his  fo  : 
Thou  dranke  eke  of  his  veffels  boldely, 
Thy  -Wif  eke  and  thy  wenches  fmfully 
branke  of  the  fame  veffels  fondry  wines, 
And  heried  falfe  goddes  curfedly, 
Therfore  to  thee  yftiapen  ful  gret  pine  is. 

This  hand  was  fent  fro  God  that  on  the  wall 
Wrote  Mane  tesbel  Phares,  trufteth  me. 
Thy  regne  is- don  ;  thou  wayeft  nought  at  all : 
l)ivided  is  thy  regne,  and  it  ftial  be 
To  Medes  and  to  Perfes  yeven,  quod  he. 
And  thilke  fame  night  this  king  was  flawe, 
An  Darius  occupied  his  degree, 
Though  he  therto  had  neither  right  ne  lawe. 

Lordinges,  enfample  hereby  moun  ye  take 
How  that  in  lordftiip  is  no  fikerneffe. 
For  whan  that  Fortune  wol  a  man  forfake 
She  bereth  aWay  his  regne  and  his  richeffe, 
And  eke  his  ff  endes,  bothe  more  and  leffe  ; 
For  what  man  that  hath  frendes  thurgh  Fortune 
Miftiapwol  make  hem  enemies  I  geffe. 
This  proverbs  is  ful  foth,  and  fuk  conunun?. 


Zenolla, 

Zenobia,  of  Palmerie  the  quene, 
(As  writen  Perficns  of  hire  nobleffe) 
So  worthy  was  in  armes,  and  fo  kene,  ' 

That  no  wight  paffed  hire  in  hardineffc, 
Ne  in  linege,  ne  in  other  gentilleffe. 
Of  kinges  blood  of  Perfe  is  llie  defccnded  ; 
I  fay  not  that  flie  hadde  moft  faireneffe. 
But  of  hire  ftiape  ftie  might  not  ben  amended. 

From  hire_childhode  I  finde  that  fhe  fledde 
Office  of  woman,  and  to  wode  fhe  went. 
And  many  a  wilde  hartes  blood  llie  fheddc 
With  arwes  brode  that  Ihe  to  hem  fent ; 
She  was  fo  fwift  that  fhe  anon  hem  hent : 
And  whan  that  flie  was  elder  fhe  wolde  kille 
Leons,  lepard,  and  beres  al  to-rent. 
And  in  hire  amies  weld  hem  at  hire  wille. 

She  dorft  the  wilde  beftes  dennes  feke. 
And  rennen  in  the  mountaignes  all  the  night. 
And  Hepe  under  the  bufti ;  and  fhe  coude  eke 
Wraftlen  by  veray  force  and  veray  might 
With  any  yong  man,  were  he  never  fo  wight; 
Ther  mighte  nothing  in  hire  armes  ftonde  : 
She  kept  hire  maidenhode  from  every  wip'ht; 
To  no  man  deigned  hire  for  to  be  bonde. 

But  at  the  laft  hire  frendes  han  hire  mariej 
To  Odenat,  a  prince  of  that  contree, 
Al  were  it  fo  that  ftie  hem  longe  taried, 
And  ye  ftiul  underftonden  how  that  he 
Hadde  fwiche  fantafies  as  hiadde  fhe ; 
But  natheles  whan  they  were  knit  infers 
They,  lived  in  joye  and  in  felicitee. 
For  eche  of  hem  had  other  lefe  and  dere  ; 

Save  o  thing,  that  fhe  n'olde  never  affente 
By  no  way  that  he  fhulde  by  hire  He 
But  ones,  for  it  was  hire  plaine  entente 
To  have  a  childe  the  world  to  multiplie  ; 
And  al  fo  fone  as  that  fhe  might  efpie 
That  Ihe  was  not  with  childe  with  that  dede, 
Than  wold  fhe  fuffer  him  don  his  fantafie 
Eftfone,  and  not  but  ones  out  of  drede. 

And  if  fhe  were  with  child  at  thilke  caft 
No  more  fhuld  he  playen  thilke  game 
Till  fuUen  fourty  days  weren  paft, 
Than  wold  ftie  ones  fuffre  him  do  the  fanie. 
Al  were  this  Odenate  wild  or  tame 
He  gate  no  more  of  hire,  for  thus  fhe  fayde. 
It  was  to  wives  lecherie  and  fhame 
In  other  cas  if  that  men  with  hem  playde.' 

Two  fonesby  this  Odenate  had  fhe, 
The  which  ftie  kept  iii  vertue  and  Icttrurei 
But  now,  unto  otir  Tale  turne  we. 
I  fay  fo  worfhipful  a  creature,- 
And  wife  therwith,  and  large  with  mefure, 
So  penible  in  the  werre,  and  curteis  eke; 
Ne  more  labour  might  in  werre  endure. 
Was  non,  though  all  this  world  men  fhulden  fekSv 

Hire  riche  array  ne  mighte  not  be  toldj 
As  wel  in  veffell  as  in  hire  clothing ; 
She  was  all  clad  in  pierrie  and  in  gold; 
And  eke  Ihe  lefte  pot  idt  nori  huntiufi 
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To  have  of  fondry  tonges  ful  knowing, 
"Whan  that  fhe  leifer  had,  and  for  to  entend 
To  krnen  bookes  was  all  hire  liking,  ^ 

How  flie  in  vertue  might  hire  lif  defpend. 

And  Ihortly  of  this  florie  for  to  trete, 
5)0  doughty  was  hire  hufbond,  and  eke  flie, 
That  they  conquered  many  regnes  grete 
In  the  orient,  with  niany  a  faire  citee 
Appcrtenaunt  unto  the  majeflee 
Of  Rome,  and  with  ftrong  hand  held  hem  ful  fall, 
Ne  never  might  hir  fomen  don  hem  flee 
Ay  while  that  Odenates  dayes  laft. 

Hire  batailles,  who  fo  lift  hem  for  to  rede, 
Againe  Sapor  the  king,  and  other  mo, 
And  how  that  all  this  procefTe  fell  in  dede, 
Why  fhe  conquered,  and  what  title  therto, 
And  after  of  hire  mifchefe  and  hire  wo, 
How  that  fhe  was  befeged  and  ytake, 
Let  him  unto  my  maifter  Petrark  go, 
That  writeth  ynough  of  this  I  undertake. 

Whan  Odenate  was  ded  fhe  mightily 
The  regnes  held,  and  with  hire  propre  hond 
Agaiits  hir  foos  flie  fought  fo  cruelly 
That  ther  n'as  king  ne  prince  in  all  that  lond 
That  he  n'as  glad  if  he  thatt'grace  fond 
That  fhe  ne  wolde  upon  his  lond  worreye  ; 
With  hire  they  maden  alliaance  by  bond 
To  ben  in  pees  and  let  hire  ride  and  pleye. 

The  Emperour  of  Rome  Claudius, 
Ne  him  beforn  the  Roniain  Galien, 
Ne  dorfte  never  be  fo  corageous, 
Ne  non  Ermin  ne  non  Egiptien, 
Ne  Surrien  ne  non  Arabien, 
Within  the  feld  ne  dorfte  with  hire  fight,- 
Left  that  fae  wold  hem  with  hire  hondes  flen. 
Or  with  hire  meinie  putten  hem  tc  flight. 

In  kinges  habite  wente  hire  fones  two 
As  heires  of  hir  fadres  regnes  alle, 
And  Heremanno  and  Timolao 
Hir  names  were,  as  Perfiens  hem  calle. 
But  ay  Fortune  hath  in  hire  bony  galle  : 
This  mighty  quene  may  no  while  endure  ; 
Fortune  out  of  hire  regne  made  hire  falle 
To  wretchedneffe  and  to  mifaventure. 

Aurelian,  whan  that  the  governance 
Of  Rome  came  into  his  hondes  twey, 
He  fhope  upon  this  quene  to  do  vengeance, 
And  with  his  legions  he  toke  his  way 
Toward  Zenobie  ;  and,  fhortly  for  to  fay, 
He  made  hire  flee,  and  attc  laft  hire  hent. 
And  fettred  hire  and  eke  hire  children  tway. 
And  Wan  the  lond,  and  home  to  Rome  he  went, 

Amonges  other  thinges  that  he  wan 
Hire  char,  that  was  with  gold  wrought  and  pierrie, 
This  grete  Romain,  this  Aurelian  y 
Hath  with  him  lad  for  that  men  fhuld  it  fee. 
Bcforen  b.is  triumphe  walketh  flie. 
With  gilte  chaines  on  hire  necke  honging, 
Crouncd  fhe  was,  as  after  hire  degree. 
And  ful  of  pierrie  charged  hire  clothing. 

Alas,  Fortune  !  fhe  that  whilom  was 
Dredeful  to  kinges  and  to  emperoures. 
Now  gaureth  all  the  peple  on  hire,  alas  ! 
And  fhe  that  helmed  was  in  llarke  ftcures, 


And  wan  by  force  tounes  ftronge  and  toiifes, 
Shal  on  hire  hed  now  were  a  vitremite. 
And  ftie  that  bare  the  fceptre  ful  of  floures 
Shal  here  a  diftaf,  hire  coft  for  to  quite. 

Neto^ 

Although  that  Nero  were  as  vicious- 
As  any  fend  that  lieth  ful  low  adoun, 
Yet  he,  as  telleth  us  Suetonius, 
This  wide  vi'orld  had  in  fubjedioun. 
Both  eft  and  weft,  fouth  and  feptentrioun. 
Of  rubies,  faphires,  and  of  perles  white. 
Were  al  his  clothes  brouded  up  and  doun,  / 

For  he  in  gemmes  gretly  gan  delite. 

More  delicat,  more  pompous  of  array. 
More  proude,  was  never  emperour  than  he, 
That  ilke  cloth  that  he  had  wered  o  day 
After  that  time  he  n'olde  it  never  fee  ; 
Nettes  of  gold  threde  had  he  gret  plentee 
To  fifh  in  Tiber  whan  him  lift  to  play  : 
His  luftes  were  as  law  in  his  degree. 
For  Fortune  as  his  frend  v/old  him  obay. 

He  Rome  brente  for  his  delicacie ; 
The  Senatours  he  flow  upon  a  day 
To  heren  how  that  men  wold  wepe  and  crie^ 
And  flow  his  brother,  and  by  his  fufter  lay. 
His  moder  made  he  in  pitous  array. 
For  he  hire  wombe  let  flitten,to  behold 
Wher  he  conceived  was,  fo  w^ala  wa  ! 
That  he  fo  litel  of  his  moder  told. 

No  tere  out  of  his  eyen  for  that  fight 
Ne  came,  but  fayd  a  faire  woman  was  fhe. 
Gret  wonder  is  how  that  he  coud  or  might 
Be  domefman  of  hire  dede  beautee. 
The  wine  to^  bringen  him  commanded  he. 
And  dranke  anon  :  no  other  wo  he  made. 
Whan  might  is  joined  unto  crueltee, 
Alas  !  to  depe  wol  the  venime  wade. 

In  youthe  a  maifter  had  this  emperour 
To  techen  him  lettrure  and  curtefie  : 
For  of  moralitee  he  was  the  flour. 
As  in  his  time,  but  if  bookes  Ik  ; 
And  while  this  maifter  had  of  him  maiftrie 
He  maked  him  fo  conning  and  fo  fouple 
That  longe  time  it  was  or  tyrannic 
Or  any  vic€  dorft  in  him  uncouple. 

This  Seneka,  of  which  that  I  devife, 
Becaufe  Nero  had  of  him  fwiche  drede. 
For  he  fro  vices  wold  him  ay  chaftife 
Difcretly,  as  by  word  and  not  by  dede  ; 
Sire,  he  wold  fay,  an  emperour  mote  nede 
Be  vertuous,  and  haten  tyrannie  ; 
For  which  he  made  him  in  a  bathe  to  bledc 
On  bothe  his  amies  till  he  muft  die. 

This  Nero  had  eke  of  a  cuftumaunce 
In  youth  ageins  his  maifter  for  to  rife, 
Which  afterward  him  thought  a  gret  grevaunce^ 
Therfore  he  made  him  dien  in  this  wife. 
But  natheles  this  Seneka  the  wife 
Chees  in  a  bathe  to  die  in  this  manere 
Rather  than  ban  another  turmentife  : 
And  thus  hath  Nero  flaiii  his  maifter  derc^ 


Now  fell  it  fo  that  Fortune  lift  no  longer 
The  highe  pride  of  Nero  to  cherice, 
For  thottgh  that  he  were  flrong  yet  was  fhe  ftreng- 
She  thoughte  thus  :  by  God  I  am  to  nice  [er. 

To  fet  a  man  that  is  fulfilled  of  vice 
In  high  degree,  and  Emperour  him  calk  : 
By  God  out  of  his  fete  I  wol  him  trice  ; 
Whan  he  left  weneth  foneft  flial  he  falle. 

The  peple  rofe  upon  him  on  a  night 
For  his  defaute,  and  whan  he  it  efpicd 
Out  of  his  dores  anon  he  hath  him  dight 
Alon;,  and  ther  he  wend  han  had  ben  allied 
He  knocked  faft,  and  ay  the  more  he  cried 
The  failer  llietten  they  hir  dores  alle ; 
Tho  wift  he  wel  he  had  himfelf  mifgied, 
And  went  his  way  ;  no  lenger  dorft  he  calle. 

The  peple  cried  and  rombled  up  and  doun, 
That  with  his  eres  herd  he  how  they  fayde, 
Wher  is  this  falfe  tyrant,  this  Neroun  ? 
For  fere  almoft  out  of  his  wit  he  brayde, 
And  to  his  goddes  pitoully  he  preide 
For  focour,  but  it  mighte  not  betide  ? 
For  drede  of  this  him  thoughte  that  he  deide, 
And  ran  into  a  gardin  him  to  hide. 

And  in  this  gardin  fond  he  cherles  tweye 
That  faten  by  a  fire  gret  and  red, 
And  to  thife  cherles  two  he  gan  to  preye 
To  flen  him,  and  to  girden  of  his  hed, 
That  to  his  body  whan  that  he  were  ded 
Were  no  defpit  ydon  for  his  defame. 
Himfelf  he  flow,  he  coud  no  better  rede, 
Of  which  Fortune  lough  and  hadde  a  game. 

TloUfernis-, 

Was  never  capitaine  under  a  king 
That  regnes  mo  put  in  fubjecftioun, 
Ne  ftrengcr  was  in  feld  of  alle  thing 
As  in  his  time,  ne  greter  of  renoun, 
Ne  more  pompous  in  high  prefumptioun, 
Than  Holoferne,  v/hich  that  Fortune  ay  kift 
So  likeroufly,  and  lad  him  up  and  doun, 
Til  that  his  hed  was  of  or  that  he  wift. 

Not  only  that  this  world  had  him  in  awe 
For  lefing  of  richcffe  and  libertee, 
But  he  made  every  man  reneie  his  lawe. 
Nabuchodonofor  was  God,  fayd  he  ; 
Non  other  god  ne  fhulde  honoured  be, 
Ageins  his  hefte  ther  dare  no  wight  trefpace 
Save  in  Eethulia,  a  ftrong  citee, 
Wher  Eliachim  a  preefl  was  of  that  place. 

But  take  kepe  of  the  deth  of  Holoferne  : 
Anaid  his  hofl  he  dronken  lay  a  night 
Within  his  tente,  large  as  is  a  berne ; 
And  yet  for  all  his  pompe  and  all  his  might 
Judith,  a  woman,  as  he  lay  upright 
Sleping,  his  hed  of  fmotc,  and  fro  his  tente 
Ful  prively  Ihe  ftale  from  every  wight, 
And  with  his  hed  unto  hire  toun  Ihe  wente. 

Antiochus. 

What  nedeth  it  of  King  Antiochus 
To  tell  his  high  and  real  majeftee, 
His  gret  pride,  and  his  werkes  venimous  ? 
for  fwiche  anoth(;r  w^s  ther  non  as  he  : 
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And  redeth  the  proud  wordes  that  he  feid, 
And  why  he  fell  from  his  profperitee, 
And  in  an  hill  how  wretchedly  he  deid. 

Fortune  him  had  enhaunfed  fo  in  pride 
That  veraily  he  wend  he  might  attaine 
Unto  the  fterres  upon  every  fide, 
And  in  a  balaunce  weyen  cche  mountaine, 
And  all  the  floodesof  the  fee  reftreine  : 
And  Goddes  peple  had  he  moft  in  hate, 
Hem  wold  he  fleen  in  turment  and  in  peine, 
Wening  that  God  ne  might  his  pride  abate. 

And  for  that  Nichanor  and  Timothee 
With  Jewes  were  venquifhed  mightily, 
Unto  the  Jewes  fwiche  an  hate  had  he 
That  he  bad  greithe  his  char  ful  haftily, 
And  fwore  and  fayde  ful  defpitoufly 
Unto  Jerufalem  he  wold  eftfone, 
To  wreke  his  ire  on  it  ful  cruelly ; 
But  of  his  purpos  was  he  let  ful  fone. 

God  for  his  manace  him  fo  fore  fmote 
With  invifible  wound,  ay  incurable. 
That  in  his  guttes  carfc  it  fo  and  bote 
Thattehis  peines  weren  importable  ; 
And  certainly  the  wreche  was  refonable, 
For  many  a  mannes  guttes  did  he  peine; 
But  from  his  purpos  curfed  and  damnable, 
For  all  his  fmerte,he  n'olde  him  not  reftreine; 

But  bade  anon  apparailen  his  hoft. 
And  fodenly,  or  he  was  of  it  ware, 
God  daunted  all  his  pride  and  all  his  boft  ; 
For  he  fo  fore  fell  out  of  his  chare 
That  it  his  limmes  and  his  fkinne  to-tare, 
So  that  he  neither  mighte  go  ne  ride. 
But  in  a  chaiere  men  about  him  bare, 
Alle  fdrbrufed  bothe  bak  and  fide. 

The  wreche  of  God  him  fmote  fo  cruelly 
That  thurgh  his  body  wicked  woimes  crept, 
And  therwithal  he  ftanke  fo  horribly 
That  non  of  all  his  meinie  that  him  kept, 
Whether  fo  that  he  v/oke  or  elles  ilept, 
Ne  mighte  not  of  him  the  ftinke  endure. 
Tn  this  mifchiefe  he  wailed  and  eke  wept, 
And  knew  God  lord  of  every  creature. 

To  all  his  hoft  and  to  himfelf  alfo 
Ful  wlatfom  was  the  ftinke  of  his  carelne  ; 
No  man  ne  mighte  him  beren  to  ne  fro ; 
And  m  this  ftinke  and  this  horrible  peine 
He  ftarf  ful  wretchedly  in  a  mountaine. 
Thus  hath  this  robbour  and  this  homicide, 
That  many  a  man  made  to  wepe  and  pieine, 
Swiche  guerdon  as  belongeth  unto  pride. 

Alexander. 

The  ftorie  of  Alexandre  is  fo  commune 
That  every  wight  that  hath  difcretioun 
Hath  herd  fomwhat  or  all  of  his  fortune. 
This  wide  world,  as  in  conclufioun, 
He  wan  by  ftrength,  01  for  his  high  renoun 
They  weren  glad  for  pees  unto  him  fende. 
The  pride  of  man  and  boft  he  layd  adoun, 
Wher  fo  he  came,  unto  the  worldes  ende. 
K  iij 
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Comparifon  might  never  yet  be  make4 
Bctwix  hii>i  and  another  conquerour, 
For  al  this  world  for  drede  of  him  hath  quaked  ; 
He  was  of  knighthode  and  of  fredome  flour  ; 
Fortune  him  maked  the  heir  of  hire  honour. 
Save  wine  and  women  nothing  might  aflwage 
His  high  entente  in  amies  and  labour, 
So  was  he  ful  of  leonin  corage. 

What  pris  were  it  to  him  though  I  you  told 
Pf  Darius,  and  an  hundred  thoufand  mo 
Of  kinges,  princes,  dukes,  erles  bold, 
Which  he  conquered,  and  brought  hem  into  wo  ? 
I  fay  as  fer  as  man  may  ride  or  go 
The  world  was  his  ;  what  fliuld  I  more  devife  ? 
For  though  I  wrote  or  told  you  ever  mo 
Of  his  knighthode  it  mighte  not  fuffice. 

Twelf  yere  he  regned,  as  faith  Machabe  ; 
Philipi^usfone  ofMacedoine  he  was, 
That  firft  was  king  in  Greece  the  contree. 

0  worthy  gentil  Alexandre  !  alas 

That  ever  fliuld  thee  fallen  fwiche  a  cas  I 
Enpoifoned  of  thyn  owen  folke  thou  were  ; 
Thy  fis  Fortune  hath  .turned  into  an  as, 
And  yet  for  thee  he  wept  fhe  never  a  tere. 

Who  flial  me  yeven  teres  to  complairie 
The  deth  of  gentillefl^e  and  of  fraunchife, 
That  all  this  world  welded  in  his  demaine, 
And  yet  him  thought  it  mighte  not  fuffice  I 
So  ful  was  his  corage  of  high  emprife. 
Alas !  who  flial  me  helpen  to  endite 
Falfe  Fortune,  and  poifon  to  defpife  ? 
The  which  two  of  all  this  wo  I  wite, 

Julius  Cefar. 

By  wifdpme,  manhode,  and  by  gret  labour, 
From  humblehede  to  real  majefl;ee 
Up  rofehe  Julius  the  conquerour, 
That  w?vn  all  the  Occident  by  Ipnd  and  fee 
By  fl:rengthe  of  bond,  or  elles  by  tretee, 
And  unto  Rome  made  hern  tributarie. 
And  fith  of  Rome  the  Emperour  was  he 
Til  that  Fortune  wexe  his  adverfarie. 

O  mighty  Cefar  !  that  in'  Theffalie 
Ageins  Pompeius,  father  thin  in  lawe, 
That  of  the  orient  had  all  the  chivalrie 
As  fer  as  that  the  day  begirineth  dawe. 
Thou  thurgh  thy  knighthode  hafl;  hem  take  and 
Save  few  folk  that  with  Pompeius  fledde,    [flawe, 
Thurgh  which  thou  put  all  the  orient  in  awe, 
Thanke  Fortune  that  fo  wel  thee  fpedde,     '    ■ 

JBut  now  a  litel  while  I  wol  bewaile 
This  Pompeius,  this  noble  governour 
Of  Rome,  which  that  fled  at  this  bataille. 

1  fay  on  of  his  men,  a  falfe  t'raitour, 

His  bed  of  fmote,  to  winnen  him  favour 
Of  Julius,  and  him  the  bed  he  brought  : 
Alas,  Pompeie  !  of  the  orient  conquerour. 
That  Fortune  unto  fwiche  a  fm  thee  brought. 

To  Rome  again  repaireth  Julius 
With  his  triumphe  laureat  ful  hie, 
But  on  a  time  Brutus  a;nd  Caflius, 
Th^jt  ever  had  of  his  high  eilat  envie, 


Ful  prively  had  made  confpiracio 
Ageins  this  Julius  in  fotil  wife. 
And  cafl;  the  place  in  which  he  ihulde  dl<j 
With  bodekins,  as  I  flial  you  devife. 

This  Julius  to  the  Capitolie  wente 
Upon  a  day,  as  he  was  wont  to  gon. 
And  in  the  Capitolie  anon  him  hente 
This  falfe  Brutus  and  his  other  foon. 
And  fl;iked  him  with  bodekins  anon 
With  many  a  wound,  and  thus  they  let  him  lie  ;• 
But  never  gront  he  at  no  fl;roke  but  on. 
Or  elles  at  two,  but  if  his  florie  lie. 

So  manly  was  this  Julius  of  herte. 
And  fo  wel  loved  efl:atly  honeftee. 
That  though  his  dedly  woundes  fore  fnierte 
His  mantel  over  his  hippes  cafte  he. 
For  no  man  fliulde  feei)  his  privetee  ; 
And  as  he  lay  of  dying  in  a  trance. 
And  wifle  veraily  that  ded  was  he. 
Of  honeltee  yet  had  he  remembrance. 

Lucan,  to  thee  this  florie  I  recommende. 
And  to  Sueton  and  Valerie  alfo, 
That  of  this  fl;orie  writen  word  and  ende. 
How  that  to  thife  gret  conqueroures  two 
Fortune  was  firft  a  frend  and  fith  a  fo. 
No  man  ne  trufl:  upon  hire  favour  long, 
But  have  hire  in  await  for  evermo, 
Witnefle  on  all  thife  conqueroures  ftrong. 

Crefus,  ' 

The  riche  Crefus,  whilom  King  of  Lide, 
Of  whiche  Crefus  Cirus  fore  him  dradde. 
Yet  was  he  caught  amiddes  all  his  pride. 
And  to  be  brent  men  to  the  fire  him  ladde, 
But  fwiche  a  rain  doun  from  the  welken  fliadd^ 
That  flow  the  fire,  and  made  to  him  efcape ; 
But  to  bev/are  no  grace  yet  he  hadde 
Til  Fortune  on  the  galwes  rnade  him  gape. 

Whan  he  efcaped  was  he  can  not  fl;int 
For  to  beginne  a  newe  werre  again  : 
He  wened  wel  for  that  Fortune  him  fent 
Swiche  hap  that  he  efcaped  thurgh  the  rain 
That  of  his  foos  he  mighte  not  be  flain  ; 
And  eke  a  fweven  upon  a  night  he  mette 
Of  which  he  was  fo  proud  arid  eke  fo  fain, 
That  in  vengeance  he  all  his  herte  fette. 

Upon  a  tree  he  was,  as  that  him  thought, 
Ther  Jupiter  him  wesfhe  both  bak  and  fide. 
And  Phebus  eke  a  faire  towail  him  brought 
To  drie  him  with,  and  therforewex  his  pride. 
And  to  his  doughter  that  fl:ood  him  befide, 
Which  that  he  knew  in  high  fcience  habound. 
He  bad  hire  tell  him  what  it  fignified,  ' 

And  flie  his  dreme  began  right  thus  expound. 

The  tree  (quod  fhe)  the  galwes  is  to  mene. 
Arid  Jupiter  betokeneth  fnow  and  rain, 
And  Phebus  with  his  towail  clere  and  clene, 
I'ho  ben  the  fonnes  ftremes,  foth  to  fain  : 
Thou  ftialt  anhanged  be,  fader,  certain  ; 
Rain  ftial  thee  wafli,  and  fonne  flial  thee  drie. 
Thus  warned  him  ful  plat  and  eke  ful  plain ' 
His  doughter,  which  that  called  was  Phaixie. 
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Anlianged  was  Crefus  the  proude  king ; 
His  real  trone  might  him  not  availle  : 
Tragedie  is  non  other  maner  thing, 
Ne  can  in  finglng  crien  ne  bewaile. 
But  for  that  Fortune  all  day  wol  aflaille 
With  unware  ftroke  the  regnes  that  ben  proude  ; 
For  whan  men  truften  hire  than  wol  flie  faille, 
And  cover  hire  bright  face  with  a  cloude. 

Peter  ef  Spaine. 

O  noble,  o  worthy,  Petro,  glorie  of  Spaine  ! 
Whom  Fortune  held  fo  high  in  majeftee, 
Wei  oughten  men  thy  pitous  deth  complaine  : 
Out  of  thy  lend  thy  brother  made  thee  flee, 
And  after  at  a  fege  by  fotiltee 
Thou  were  betraied  and  lad  unto  his  tent, 
Wher  as  he  with  his  owen  hond  flow  thee, 
Succeding  in  thy  regnc  and  in  thy  rent. 

The  feld  of  fnow,  with  th'  egle  of  blak  therin. 
Caught  with  the  limerod,  coloured  as  the  glede. 
He  brewed  this  curfednefle  and  all  this  finne  ; 
The  wicked  nefte  was  werker  of  this  dede. 
Not  Charles  Oliver,  that  toke  ay  hede 
Of  trouthe  and  honour,  but  of  Armorike 
Genilon  Oliver,  corrupt  for  mede, 
Broughte  this  worthy  king  in  fwiche  a  brike. 

Petro  King  of  Cypre. 

O  worthy  Petro !  King  of  Cypre  alfo, 
That  Alexandrie  wan  by  high  maiftrie, 
Ful  many  an  Hethen  wroughteft  thou  ful  wo. 
Of  which  thin  owen  lieges  had  envie. 
And  for  nothing  but  for  thy  chivalrie 
They  in  thy  bed  ban  flain  thee  by  the  morwe. 
Thus  can  Fortune  hire  whele  governie  andgie, 
And  out  of  joyebringen  men  to  forwe. 

Barnabo  Vifcount. 

Of  Milane  grete  Barnabo  Vifcount, 
Qod  of  delit,  and  fcourge  of  Lumbardie, 
Why  Ihuld  I  not  thin  infortune  account, 
Sith  in  eftat  thou  clomben  were  fo  high  ? 
Thy  brothers  fone,  that  was  thy  double,  allie. 
For  he  thy  nevew  was  and  fone  in  lawe. 
Within  his  prifon  made  he  thee  to  die. 
But  why  ne  how  n'ot  1  that  thou  were  flawe, 

Hugelin  of  Pife. 

Of  the  Erl  Hugelin  of  Pife  the  langour 
Ther  may  no  tonge  tellen  for  pitee. 
But  litel  out  of  Pife  ftant  a  tour. 
In  whiche  tour  in  prifon  yput  was  he, 


And  with  him  ben  his  litel  children  three, 
The  eldefl;  icarfely  five  yere  was  of  age  : 
Alas !  Fortune,  it  was  gret  crueltee 
Swiche  briddes  for  to  put  in  fwiche  a  cage. 

Dampned  was  he  to  die  in  that  prifon. 
For  Roger  which  that  Bifhop  was  of  Pife 
Had  on  him  made  a  falfe  fuggeftion, 
Thurgh  which  the  peple  gan  upon  him  rife. 
And  put  him  in  a  prifon  in  fwiche  a  wife 
As  ye  ban  herd  ;  and  mete  and  drinke  he  had 
So  fmale,  that  wel  unnethe  it  may  fuffife. 
And  therwithal  it  was  ful  poure  and  bad. 

And  on  a  day  befell  that  in  that  houre 
Whan  that  his  mete  wont  was  to  be  brought 
The  gailer  fliette  the  dores  of  the  toure ; 
He  herd  it  wel,  but  he  fpake  right  nought : 
And  in  his  herte  anon  ther  fell  a  thought 
That  they  for  hunger  wolden  do  him  dien  : 
Alas  !  quod  he,  alas  that  I  was  wrought ! 
Therwith  the  teres  fellen  fro  his  eyen. 

His  yonge  fone,  that  three  yere  was  of  age, 
Unto  him  faid.  Fader,  why  do  ye  wepe  ? 
Whan  will  the  gailer  bringen  our  potage  ? 
Is  ther  no  morfel  bred  that  ye  do  kepe  ? 
I  am  fo  hungry  that  I  may  not  flepe. 
Now  wold  God  that  I  might  flepen  ever, 
Than  fhuld  not  hunger  in  my  wombe  crepe ; 
Ther  n'is  no  thing  fauf  bred  that  me  were  lever. 

Thus  day  by  day  this  childe  began  to  crie, 
Til  in  his  fadres  barme  adoun  it  lay. 
And  faide,  Farewel,  fader,  I  mote  die ; 
And  kill  his  fader,  and  dide  the  fame  day. 
And  whan  the  woful  fader  did  it  fey 
For  wo  his  armes  two  he  gan  to  bite, 
And  faide,  Alas !  Fortune,  and  wala  wa  ! 
Thy  falfe  whele  my  wo  all  may  I  wite. 

His  children  wenden  that  for  hunger  it  was 
That  he  his  armes  gnowe,  and  not  for  wo. 
And  fayden,  Fader,  do  not  fo,  alas  ! 
But  rather  ete  the  flefli  upon  us  two  : 
Our  flefh  thou  yaf  us,  take  our  flefh  us  fro, 
And  ete  ynough.  Right  thus  they  to  him  felde, 
And  after  that,  within  a  day  or  two. 
They  laide  hem  in  his  lappe  adoun  and  deide, 

Kimfelf  difpeired  eke  for  hunger  ftarf. 
Thus  ended  is  this  mighty  Erl  of  Pife  i 
From  high  eftat  Fortune  aviray  him  carf. 
Of  this  tragedie  it  ought  ynough  fuffice; 
Who  fo  wol  here  it  in  a  longer  wife 
Redeth  the  grete  poete  of  Itaille 
That  highte  Dante,  for  he  can  it  devife 
Fro  p.oipt  to  point ;  not  o  word  wol  he  faillej 
K  iiij 
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Mo  !quod  the  Knight,goo(i  Sire, no  more  of  this; 
That  ye  han  faid  is  right  ynough  ywis, 
And  mochel  more  ;  for  litel  hevineffe 
Is  right  ynough  to  taochel  folk  1  geffe. 
I  fay  for  me  it  is  a  gret  difefe 
Wher  as  men  have  ben  in  gret  wealth  and  efe 
To  heren  of  hir  foden  fail,  alas ! 
And  the  contrary  isjoye  and  gret  folas. 
As  whan  a  man  hath  ben  in  poure  eftat, 
Andclimbeth  up  and  wexeth  fortunat, 
And  ther  abideth  in  profperitee  : 
Swich  thing  is  gladfom  as  it  thinketh  me, 
And  of  fwiche  thing  were  goodly  for  to  telle. 
Ye,  quod  our  ^ofte,  by  Seint  Poules  belle, 
Ye  fay  right  foth  .  this  Monk  hath  clapped  loitde; 
He  fpake  how  Fortune  covered  with  a  cloude 
1  wote  not  what,  and  als  of  a  tragedie 
Right  now  ye  herd ;  and  parde  no  remedie 
It  is  for  to  bewailen  ne  complaine 
That  that  is  don,  andalsit  is  a  paine, 
As  ye  han  laid,  to  here  of  hevineife. 
Sire  Monk,  no  more  of  this,  fo  God  you  bleffe  ; 
Your  Tale  anoyeth  all  this  compagnie  ; 
Swiche'  talking  is  not  Worth  a  boterflie, 
For  therin  is  ther  no'difport  ne  game  ; 
Therfore' Sire  Monk,  Dan  Piers  by  your  name, 
I  pray  you  hertely  tell  us  fomwhat  elles, 
Eor  fikerly  n'ere  of  your  belles 


That  on  your  bridel  hange  on  every  fide. 

By  heven  king,  that  for  us  alle  dide, 

I  fliuld  er  this  have  fallen  doun  for  flepe, 

Although  the  floiigh  had  ben  never  fo  depc. 

Than  hadde  your  Tale  all  ben  told  in  vain  : 

For  certainly,  as  that  thife  clerkes  fain, 

Wher  as  a  man  may  have  non  audience 

Nought  helpeth  it  to  tellen  his  fentence  ; 

And  wel  I  wote  the  fubftance  is  in  me 

If  any  thing  fhal  wel  reported  be. 

Sire,  fay  fomwhat  of  hunting  I  you  pray. 

Nay,  quod  this  Monk,  I  have  not  lufl  to  play  ; 
Now  lette  another  telle  as  I  have  told. 

Than  fpakeour  Hoflewith  rude  fpecheandbold. 
And  fayd  unto  the  Nonnes  Preeft  anon, 
Come  nere,thou  Preeft, come  hither,thou  Sire  John; 
Telle  us  fwiche  thing  as  may  our  hertes  glade  : 
Be  blithe  although  thou  ride  upon  a  jade. 
What  though  thin  horfe  be  both  foule  and  lene  ? 
If  he  wol  ferve  thee  recke  thee  not  a  bene  : 
Loke  that  thyn  herte  be  mery  evermo. 

Yes,  Hofte,  quod  he,  fo  mote  I  ride  or  go 
But  I  be  mery  ywis  I  wol  be  blamed. 
And  right  anon  his  Tale  he  hath  attamed ; 
And  thus  he  faid  unto  us  everich  on. 
This  fwete  Preeft,  this  goodly  man,  Sire  John, . 
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A  ppUEf  Vi'idewe,fomdel  ftoupen  in  age, 

Was  whilom  dwelling  in  a  narwe  cotage' 

"Befide  a  grove  ftonding  in  a  dale. 

This  widewe,  which  I  tell  you  of  my  Tale, 

Sin  thilke  day  that  flie  was  laft  a  wif 

In  patience  led  a  ful  fimple  lif. 

For  litel  was  hire  catel  and  hire  rente ; 

By  hufbondry  of  fwiche  as  God  hire  fente 

*  of  a  cock  and  a  lien  ;  tlie  moral  whereof  is  to  em- 
\5race  true  iriends,  and  to  beware  of  flattertrs.    Urry, 


She  found  hlrefelf  and  eke  hire  doughtren  two. 
Three  large  fowes  had  flie,  and  no  mo, 
Three  kine,  and  eke  a  flieep  that  highte  Malle  ; 
Ful  footy  was  hire  boure  arid  eke  hi"re  halle. 
In  which  fhe  ete  many  a  flender  mele  ; 
Of  poinant  fauce  ne  knew  fhe  never  a  dele  i 
No  deintee  morfel  paffed  thurgh  hire  throt?  ; 
Jriirediete  was  accordant  to  hire  cote  : 
Repletion  ne  made  hire  never  fike ; 
Attempre  diete  was  all  hire  phylike. 
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And  cxercife,  and  heites  fuiFifance  : 
The  goute  let  hire  nothing  for  to  dance, 
Ne  apoplexie  fliente  not  hire  hed  : 
No  win  ne  dranke  flae  nyther  white  ne  red-: 
Hire  bord  was  ferved  moft  with  white  and  black, 
Milk  and  broun  bred,  in  which  (he  fond  no  lack, 
Seinde  bacon,  and  fomtime  an  eye  or  twey. 
For  Ihe  was  as  it  were  a  maner  dey. 

A  yerd  fhe  had  enclofed  all  about 
With  ftickes,  and  a  drie  diche  without, 
In  which  fhe  had  a  cok  highte  Chaunteclere, 
In  all  the  land  of  crowing  n'as  his  pere  : 
His  vois  was  merier  than  the  mery  ergon 
On  mafle  daies  that  in  the  chirches  gon  : 
Wei  fikcrer  was  his  crowing  in  his  loge 
Than  is  a  clok  or  any  abbey  orloge  : 
By  nature  he  knewe  eche  afcentioun 
Of  the  equinodial  in  thilke  toun. 
For  whan  degrees  fiftene  were  afcended 
Than  crew  he  that  it  might  not  ben  amended. 

His  combe  was  redder  than  the  fin  corail, 
Enbattelled  as  it  were  a  caftel  wall; 
His  bill  was  black,  and  as  the  jet  it  fhone. 
Like  afure  were  his  legges  and  his  tone, 
His  nailes  whiter  than  the  lily  fiour. 
And  like  the  burned  gold  was  his  colour. 

This  gentil  cok  had  in  his  governance 
Seven  hennes  for  to  don  all  his  plefance. 
Which  were  his  fufters  and  his  paramoures, 
And  wonder  like  to  him  as  of  coloures, 
Of  which  the  faireft,  hewed  in  the  throte, 
Was  cleped  faire  Damofelle  Pertelote. 
Curteis  ftie  was,  difcrete,  and  debonaire. 
And  compenable,  and  bare  hirefelf  fo  faire, 
Sithen  the  day  that  Ihe  was  fevennight  old. 
That  trewelich  flie  hath  the  herte  in  hold 
Of  Chaunteclere,  loken  in  every  lith  ; 
He  loved  hire  fo  that  wel  was  him  therwith  : 
But  fwiche  a  joye  it  was  to  here  hem  fmg. 
Whan  that  th^  brighte  fonne  gan  to  fpring, 
In  fwete  accord,  My  lefc  is  fare  in  lond. 

For  thilke  time,  as  I  have  underftond, 
Befte^  and  briddes  couden  fpeke  and  Cng. 

And  fo  befell  that  in  a  dawening 
As  Chaunteclere  among  his  wives  alle 
Sate  on  his  perche  that  was  in  the  halle. 
And  next  him  fate'his  faire  Pertelote, 
This  Chaunteclere  gan  gronnen  in  his  throte 
As  man  that  in  his  dreme  is  dretched  fore ; 
And  whan  that  Pertelote  thus  herd  him  rore 
She  was  agaft,  and  faide,  Herte  dere  ! 
What  aileth  you  to  grone  in  this  manere  ? 
Ye  ben  a  veray  fleper,  fy  for  Ihame  ! 

And  he  anfwered  and  fayde  thus ;  Madame, 
I  pray  you  that  ye  take  it  n»t  agrefe  ; 
By  God  me  mete  I  was  in  fwiche  mifchefe 
Right  now,  that  ye  min  herte  is  fore  afright. 
Now  God  (quod  he)  my  fweven  recche  aright, 
And  kepe  my  body  out  of  foule  prifoun. 

My  mete  how  that  I  ronied  up  and  doun 
Within  our  yerde,  wher  as  I  faw  a  befte 
Was  like  an  hound,  and  wold  hart  made  arefle 
Upon  my  body,  and  han  had  me  ded  : 
His  colour  was  betwix  yelwe  and  red. 


And  tipped  was  his  ttiil  and  both  his  eres 
With  black,  unlike  the  remcnant  of  his  heres  : 
His  fnout  was  fmal,  with  glowing  eyen  twey  ; 
Yet  for  his  loke,almo{l:  for  fere  I  dey  : 
This  caufed  me  my  groning  doutcles. 

Away,  quod  Iht;  fy  on  you  herteles! 
Alas!  quod  Ihe,  for  by  that  God  above 
Now  han  ye  loft  myn  herte  and  all  my  love  : 
I  cannot  love  a  coward  by  my  faith  ; 
For  certes,  what  fo  any  woman  faith, 
We  al  defiren,  if  it  mighte  be, 
To  have  an  hufbond  hardy,  wife,  and  free, 
And  fecree,  and  non  niggard  ne  no  fool, 
Ne  him  that  is  agaft  of  every  ^ol, 
Ne  non  avantour  by  that  God  above. 
How  dorften  ye  for  fhame  fay  to  your  love 
That  any  thing  might  maken  you  aferde  ? 
Han  ye  no  mannes  herte  and  han  a  berde  ? 
Alas  !  and  con  ye  ben  agaft  of  fwevenis  ? 
Nothing  but  vanitee,  God  wote,  in  fweven  is. 

Swevenes  engendrcn  of  repletions. 
And  oft  of  fume,  and  of  complexions. 
Whan  humours  ben  to  habundant  in  a  wight. 
Certes  this  dreme  which  ye  han  met  to-night 
Cometh  of  the  gret  fuperfluitee 
Of  youre  rede  colcra  parde, 
Which  caufeth  folk  to  dreden  in  hir  dremes 
Of  arwes,  and  of  fire  with  rede  lemes. 
Of  rede  beftes  that  they  wol  hem  bite. 
Of  conteke,  and  of  wafpes  gret  and  lite, 
Right  as  the  humour  of  melancolie 
Caufeth  ful  many  a  man  in  llepe  to  crie 
For  fere  of  holies  and  of  beres  blake. 
Or  elles  that  blake  devils  v/ol  hem  take. 

Of  other  humours  coud  I  telle  alfo. 
That  werken  m.any  a  man  in  flepe  and  wo  ; 
But  I  wol  pafle  as  lightly  as  I  can. 

Lo  Caton,  which  that  was  fo  wife  a  man. 
Said  he  not  thus  ?  Ne  do  no  force  of  dremes. 

Now,  Sire,  quod  fhe,  whan  we  flee  fro  the  hemes 
For  Goddes  love  as  take  fom  laxatif : 
Up  peril  of  my  foul  and  of  my  lif 
I  confeil  you  the  beft,  I  wol  not  lie. 
That  both  of  coler  and  of  melancolie 
Ye  purge  you;  and  for  ye  fliul  not  tarie, 
Though  in  this  toun  be  non  apotecarie, 
I  fhal  niyfelf  two  herbes  techen  you 
That  ftial  be  for  your  he*e  and  for  your  prow. 
And  in  our  yerde  the  herbes  fhal  I  finde. 
The  which  han  of  hir  propretee  by  kinde 
To  purgen  you  benethe  and -eke  above. 
Sire,  forgete  not  this  for  Goddes  love  ; 
Ye  ben  ful  colerike  of  complexion  ; 
Ware  that  the  fonne  in  his  afcention 
Ne  finde  you  not  replete  of  humours  hote ; 
And  if  it  do  I  dare  wel  lay  a  grote 
That  ye  ihu!  han  a  fever  tertiane. 
Or  elles  an  ague,  that  may  be  your  bane. 
A  day  or  two  ye  fhul  han  degeftives 
Of  vtrormes  or  ye  take  your  laxatives,  » 
Of  laureole,  centaurie,  and  fumetere. 
Or  elles  of  ellebor  that  groweth  there. 
Of  catapuce  or  of  gaitre  beries. 
Or  erbe  ive  growing  in  our  yerd  that  mery  isj 
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Picke  hem  right  as  they  g'row,  and  ete  hem  in. 
Beth  mery,  hulbond;  for  your  fader  kin 
Dredeth  no  dreme :  I  can  fay  you  no  more. 

Madame,  quod  he,  grand  mercy  of  your  lore  ; 
But  natheles  as  touching  Dan  Caton, 
That  hath  of  wifdome  fwiclie  a  gret  renoun, 
Though  that  he  bade  no  dremcs  for  to  drede, 
By  God  men  moun  in  olde  bookes  rede 
Of  many  a  man  more  of  audloritee 
Than  ever  Caton  was,  fo  mote  I  the, 
That  all  the  revers  f;iyn  of  his  fentence, 
And  han  wel  found.n  by  experience 
That  dremes  ben  fignlfications 
As  wel  of  joye  as  tribulations 
That  folk  enduren  in  this  lif  prefent  : 
Ther  nedetb  make  of  this  non  argument ; 
The  veray  preve  fheweth  it  indede. 

On  of  the  greteft  audlours  that  men  rede 
Saith  thus,  that  whilom  twey  felawes  wente 
On  pilgrimage  in  a  ful  good  entente. 
And  happed  fo  they  came  into  a  toun 
Wher  ther  was  fwiche  a  congregatioun 
Of  peple,  and  eke  fo  ftreit  of  herbergage, 
That  they  ne  founde  as  moche  as  a  cotage 
In  which  they  bothe  might  ylogged  be, 
Wherfore  they  muften  of  neceffitee; 
As  for  that  night,  departen  compagnie, 
And  eche  of  hem  goth  to  his  hollelrie, 
And  toke  his  logging  as  it  wolde  falle. 

That  on  of  l^em  was  logged  in  a  ftalle, 
Fer  in  a  yard,  with  oxen  of  the  plough, 
That  other  man  was  logged  wel  ynough. 
As  was  his  aventure  or  his  fortune, 
That  us  govemeth  all,  as  in  commune. 

And  fo  befell  that  long  or  it  were  day 
This  man  met  in  his  bed  ther  as  he  lay 
How  that  his  felaw  gan  upon  him  calle, 
And  faid,  Alas!  for  in  an  oxes  flalle 
This  night  flial  I  be  mordred  ther  I  lie  ; 
-Now  help  me,  dere  brother !  or  I  die : 
In  alle  hafte  come  to  me,  he  faide. 

This  man  out  of  his  Hepe  for  fere  abraide; 
But  \vhan  that  he  was  waked  of  his  flepe 
He  turned  him,  and  toke  of  this  no  kepe; 
Him  thought  his  dreme  was  but  3.  yanitee. 
Thus  twies  in  his  fleping  dremed  he. 

And  at  the  thridde  time  yet  his  felaw 
Came,  as  him  thought,  and  faid,  I  now  am  flaw; 
Behold  my  blody  woundes  depe  and  wide : 
Arife  up  erly  in  the  morwe  tide. 
And  at  the  weft  gate  of  the  toun  (quod  he) 
A  carte  ful  of  donge  ther  Ihalt  thou  fee, 
In  which  my  body  is  hid  prively; 
Do  thilke  carte  arreften  boldely. 
My  gold  caufed  my  mordre,  foth  to  fain  ; 
And  told  him  every  point  how  he  was  flain 
With  a  ful  pitous  face,  pale  of  hewe ; 
And  trulleth  wel  his  dreme  he  found  ful  trewe; 
Tor  on  the  morwe  fone  as  it  was  day 
To  his  felawes  inne  he  toke  his  way, 
And  whan  that  he  came  to  this  oxes  ftalle 
After  his  felaw  he  began  to  calle. 

The  hofleler  anfwered  him  anon, 
jAndfaide,  Sire,  yopr  felaw  is  agonj 


As  fone  as  day  he  went  out  of  the  tOUn. 

This  man  gan  fallen, in  fufpecioun, 
Remembring  on  his  dremes  that  he  mette. 
And  forth  he  goth,  no  lenger  wold  he  lettc. 
Unto  the  weft  gate  of  the  toun,  and  fond 
A  dong  carte  as  it  went  for  to  dong  lend. 
That  was  arraied  in  the  fame  wife 
As  ye  han  herde  the  dede  man  devife, 
And  with  an  harde  herte  he  gan  to  crie 
Vengeance  and  juftice  of  this  felonie; 
My  felaw  mordred  is  this  fame  night, 
And  in  this  carte  he  lith  gaping  upright. 
I  crie  out  on  the  minifters,  quod  he, 
That  fhulden  kepe  and  reulen  this  citee: 
Harow !  alas!  here  lith  my  felaw  flain. 

What  fhuld  1  more  unto  this  tale  fain  ? 
The  peple  out  ftert,  and  caft  the  cart  to  ground. 
And  in  the  middel  of  the  dong  they  found 
The  dede  man  that  mordred  was  all  newe. 

O  blisful  God!  that  art  fo  good  and  trewe, 
Lo,  how  that  thou  bewreyeft  mordre  alway! 
Mordre  wol  out,  that  fee  we  day  by  day : 
Mordre  is  fo  wlatfom  and  abhominable 
To  God,  that  is  fo  juft  and  refonable, 
That  he  ne  wol  not  fufFre  it  hylled  be : 
Though  it  abide  a  yere,  or  two  or  three, 
Mordre  wol  out ;  this  is  my  conclufioun. 

And  right  anon  the  miniftres  of  the.  toun 
Han  hent  the  carter,  and  fo  fore  him  pined. 
And  eke  the  hofteler  fo  fore  engined, 
That  they  beknewe  hir  wickedneffe  anon, 
And  were  anhanged  by  the  necke  bCin. 

Here  moun  ye  fee  that  dremes  ben  to  drede. 
And  certes  in  the  fame  book  I  rede, 
Right  in  the  next  chapitre  after  this, 
(I  gabbe  not,  fo  have  I  joye  andblis) 
Two  men  that  wold  han  paffed  over  the  fee. 
For  certain  caufe,  in  to  a  fer  contree. 
If  that  the  winde  ne  hadde  ben  contrarie. 
That  made  hem  in  a  citee  for  to  tarie 
That  ftood  ful  mery  upon  a  haven  fide : 
But  on  a  day,  agein  the  even  tide, 
The  wind  gan  change,  and  blewright  ashemWt?, 
Jolif  and  glad  they  wenten  to  hir  reft. 
And  caften  hem  ful  erly  for  to  faile; 
But  to  that  o  man  fel  a  gret  mervaile. 

That  on  of  hem  in  fleping  as  he  lay 
He  mette  a  wonder  dreme  agairi  the  day : 
Him  thought  a  man  ftood  by  his  beddes  fide, 
And  him  commanded  that  he  fliuld  abide. 
And  faid  hini  thus;  If  thou  to-morwe  wende 
Thou  fhalt  be  dreint;  my  tale  is  at  an  ende. 

He  woke,  and  told  his  felavr  what  he  met, 
^nd  praied  him  his  viage  for  to  let; 
As  for  that  day  he  pray d  him  for  to  abide. 

Hi§  felaw,  that  lay  by  his  beddes  fide, 
Gan  for  to  laugh,  and  fcorned  him  ful  fafte : 
No  dreme,  quod  he,  may  fo  my  herte  agafte 
That  I  wol  leten  for  to  do  my  thinges: 
I  fette  not  a  ftraw  by  thy  dreminges. 
For  fwevens  ben  but  vanitees  and  japes ! 
Men  dreme  al  day  of  oules  and  of  apes. 
And  eke  of  many  a  mafe  therwithal; 
Men  dfenje  of  thing,  that  never  was  ne  fliaii 
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gut  fith  I  fee  that  thou  wol  there  abide, 
And  thus  forflouthen  wilfully  thy  tide, 
God  wot  it  reweth  me;  and  have  good  day  : 
And  thus  he  took  his  leve,  and  went  his  way. 

But  or  that  he  had  half  his  cours  yfailed, 
N'ot  I  not  why  ne  what  mefchance  it  ailed, 
But  cafuelly  the  fliippes  bottom  rente, 
And  fhip  and  man  under  the  water  wente 
in  fight  of  other  fliippes  ther  befide 
That  with  him  failed  at  the  fame  tide. 

And  tlierfore,  faire  Pertelote  fo  dere, 
By  fwiche  enfamples  olde  maift  thou  lere 
.*rhat  no  man  fhulde  be  to  reccheles 
.Of  dremes,  for  I  fay  thee  douteles 
That  many  a  dreme  ful  fore  is  for  to  drede. 

Lo,  in  the  lif  of  Seint  Kenelme  I  rede, 
That  was  Kenulphus  fone,  the  noble  King 
Df  Mercenrike,  how  Kenelm  mette  a  thing. 
A  litel  or  he  were  mordred  on  a  day 
His  mordre  in  his  avifion  he  fay; 
His  norice  him  expouned  every  del 
His  fweven,  and  bade  him  for  to  kepe  him  wel 
Fro  trefon;  but  he  n'as  but  feven  yere  old, 
And  therfore  litel  tale  hath  he  told 
Of  any  dreme,  fo  holy  was  his  herte. 
By  God  I  hadde  lever  than  my  llierte 
That  ye  had  red  his  legend  as  have  I. 

Dame  Pertelote,  I  fay  you  trewely, 
Macrobius,  that  writ  the  avifion 
In  AfFrike  of  the  worthy  Scipion, 
ASirmeth  dremes,  and  fayth  that  they  ben 
Warning  of  thinges  that  men  after  feen. 

And  forthermore,  I  pray  you  loketh  wel 
In  The  Olde  Teftament  of  Daniel, 
If  he  held  dremes  any  vanitee. 

Rede  eke  of  Jofeph,  and  ther  fliuln  ye  fee 
Wher  dremes  ben  fomtime  (I  fay  not  alle) 
Warning  of  thinges  that  fiiuln  after  falle. 

Loke  of  Egipt  the  king,  Dan  Pharao, 
His  baker  and  his  boteler  alfo, 
Wheder  they  ne  felten  npn  eSeA  in  dremes. 
Who  fo  wol  feken  a<9:es  of  fondry  remes 
May  rede  of  dremes  many  a  wonder  thing. 

Lo  Crefus,  which  that  was  of  Lydie  king, 
Mette  he  not  that  he  fat  upon  a  tree  ? 
Which  fignified  he  fhuld  arihanged  be. 

Lo  hire  Adromacha,  Hedlores  wif. 
That  day  that  Hedor  Ihulde  lefe  his  lif. 
She  dremed  on  the  fame  nighte  beforne 
How  that  the  lif  of  He(5tor  fhuld  be  lorne 
If  thilke  day  he  went  into  bataille  ; 
She  warned  him,  but  it  might  not  availle ; 
He  went  forth  for  to  fighten  natheles. 
And  was  yflain  anon  of  Achilles. 

But  thilke  tale  is  al  to  long  to  telle. 
And  eke  it  is  nigh  day,  I  may  not  dwelle. 
Shortly  I  fay,  as  for  conclufion. 
That  I  fhal  han  of  this,  avifion 
Adverfitee  ;  and  I  fay  forthermore, 
That  I  ne  tell  of  laxatives  no  ftore. 
For  they  ben  veninious,  I  wot  i.t  wel : 
I  hem  deffie ;  I  love  hem  never  a  del. 

But  let  us  fpeke  of  mirthe,  and  ftinte  all  this, 
Madapie  Pertflote,  fp  have  I  blis. 


Of  o  thing  God  hath  fent  me  large  igrate. 

For  whan  I  fee  the  beautee  of  y(?ur  face, 

Ye  ben  fo  fcarlet  red  about  your  eyen. 

It  niaketh  all  my  drede  for  to  dien  ; 

For  al  fo  fiker  as  In  principio 

Mulier  eft  homiiih  coiifufiOy 

(Madame,  the  fentence  of  this  Latine  is, 

Woman  is  mannes  joye  and  mannes  blis;^ 

For  whan  1  fele  a-night  your  fofte  fide^ 

Al  be  it  that  I  may  not  on  you  ride 

For  that  our  perche  is  made  fo  narwe,  alas! 

I  am  fo  ful  of  joye  and  of  folas 

That  1  deffie  bothe  fweven  and  dreme. 

And  with  that  word  he  flew  doun  fro  the  bemCjf- 
For  it  was  day,  and  eke  his  hennes  alle. 
And  with  a  chuk  he  gan  hem  for  to  calle. 
For  he  had  found  a  corn  lay  in  the  yerd. 
Real  he  was,  he  was  no  more  aferd  ; 
He  fethered  Pertelote  twenty  time. 
And  trade  hire  eke  as  oft,  er  it  was  prime  : 
He  loketh  as  it  were  a  grim  leoun. 
And  on  his  toos  he  rometh  up  and  doun  ; 
Him  deigned  not  to  fet  his  feet  to  ground  : 
He  chukketh,  whan  he  hath  a  corn  yfound. 
And  to  him  rennen  than  his  wives  alle. 

Thus  real  as  a  prince  is  in  his  halle 
Leve  I  this  Chaunteclere  in  his  pafture, 
And  after  wol  I  till  his  aventure. 

Whan  that  the  month  in  which  the  world  began. 
That  highte  March,  whan  God  firfl  maked  man^ 
Was  complete,  and  ypaffed  were  alfo 
Sithen  March  ended  thritty  dayes  and  two, 
Befell  that  Chaunteclere  in  all  his  pride. 
His  feven  wives  walking  him  befide, 
C'afl  up  his  eyen  to  the  brighte  fonne. 
That  in  the  Cgne  of  Taurus  hadde  yronne 
Twenty  degrees  and  on,  and  fomwhat  more  : 
He  knew  by  kind, , and  by  Hon  other  lore, 
That  it  was  prime,  and  crew  with  blisful  fleven,' 
The  fonne,  he  faid,  is  clomben  up  on  heven 
Twenty  degrees  and  on,  and  more  ywis; 
Madame  Pertelote,  my  worldes  blis, 
Herkeneth  thife  blisful  briddes  how  they  ling, 
And  fee  the  freflie  floures  how  they  fpringj 
Ful  is  min  herte  of  revel  and  of  folas. 

But  fodenly  him  fell  a  forweful  cas, 
For  ever  the  latter  ende  of  joye  is  wo  ; 
God  wote  that  worldly  joye  is  fone  ago; 
And  if  a  rethor  coude  faire  endite 
He  in  a  chronicle  might  it  faufly  write 
As  for  a  foveraine  notabilitee. 

Now  every  wife  man  let  him  herken  me  i 
This  fl;ory  is  al  fo  trewe,  I  undertake, 
As  is  the  book  of  L^uncelot  du  Lake, 
That  women  holde  in  ful  gret  reverence. 
Now  wol  \  turne  agen  to  my  fentence. 

A  col  fox,  ful  of  fleigh  iniquitee. 
That  in  the  grove  had  wonned  yeres  three. 
By  high  imagination  forecafl. 
The  fame  night  thurghout  the  hegges  braft 
Into  the  yerd  ther  Chaunteclere  the  faire 
Was  wont,  and  eke  his  wives,  to  repaire. 
And  in  a  bedde  of  wortes  fl;ille  he  lay- 
Till  it  was  paffsd  undern  of  the  day. 


156 


THE    NONNES    PREESTES   TALE. 


Waiting  his  time  on  Cliaunteclere  to  falle, 
As  gladly  don  thife  homicides  alle 
That  in  await  liggen  to  mordre  men. 

O  falfe  morderour!  rucking  in  thy  den, 
O  newe  Scariot,  nev/e  Genelon! 
O  falfe  diffimulour,  o  Greek  Sinon! 
That  broughteft  Troye  al  utterly  to  forwe, 

0  Cliaunteclere!  accurfedbe  the  morwe 
That  thou  into  thy  yerd  flew  fro  the  hemes; 
Thou  were  ful  wel  ywarned  by  thy  dremes 
That  thilke  day  was  perilous  to  thee : 

But  what  that  God  forewote  mofl  nedes  be, 
After  the  opinion  of  certain  clerkes, 
WitnelTe  on  him  that  any  parfit  clerk  is, 
That  in  fcole  is  gret  altercation 
In  this  matere  and  gret  difputifon, 
And  hath  ben  of  an  hundred  thoufand  men  : 
But  I  ne  cannot  boult  it  to  the  bren. 
As  can  the  holy  Do6lour  Auguftin, 
Or  Boece,  or  the  bifhop  Bradwardin, 
Whether  that  Goddes  worthy  foreweting 
Strclneth  me  nedeiy  for  to  don  a  thing, 
(Nedcly  clepe  I  fimple  neceflitee) 
Or  elles  if  free  chois  be  granted  me 
To  do  tlrat  fame  thing  or  do  it  nought. 
Though  God  forewot  it  or  that  it  was  wrought, 
Or  if  his  weting  ftreineth  never  a  del 
But  by  neceflitee  condicionel. 

1  wol  not  han  to  don  of  fwiche  matere; 
My  Tale  is  of  a  cok,  as  ye  may  here, 
That  took  his  confeil  of  his  wif  with  forwe 
To  walken  in  the  yerd  upon  the  morwe 
That  he. had  met  the  drenie,  as  I  you  told. 
Womennes  confeiles  ben  ful  often  cold; 
Womennes  confeil  brought  us  firfl  to  wo, 
And  made  Adam  fro  Paradis  to  go, 
Ther  as  he  was  ful  mery  and  wel  at  efe  : 
But  for  I  n'ot  to  whom  I  might  difplefe 

If  I  confeil  of  women  wolde  blame, 

PalTc  over,  for  I  faid  it  in  my  game. 

Rede  audtours  where  they  trete  of  fwiche  matere, 

And  what  they  fayn  of  women  ye  mown  here, 

T'hife  ben  the  Cokkes  wordes  and  not  mine  ; 

I  can  non  harme  of  no  woman  devine. 

Faire  in  the  fond,  to  bath  hire  merily, 
Ivith  Pertelote,  and  all  hire  fufters  by, 
Agein  the  fonne,  and  Chaunteclere  fo  free 
Sang  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  fee. 
For  Phifiologus  fayth  frkerly 
How  that  they  fmgen  wel  and  merily. 

And  fo  befell  that  as  he  caft  his  eye 
Among  the  wortes  on  a  boterflie 
He  was  ware  of  this  fox  that  lay  ful  low  : 
Nothing  ne  lift  him  thaune  for  to  crow. 
But  cried  anon  Cok,  cok,  and  up  he  fterte 
As  man  that  was  afFraied  in  his  herte  ; 
For  naturally  a  beeft  defireth  flee 
Fro  his  contrarie  if  he  may  it  fee. 
Though  he  never  erft  had  feen  it  with  his  eye. 

This  Chaunteclere,  whan  he  gan  him  efpie, 
He  wold  han  fled,  but  that  the  fox  anon 
Said,  Gentil  Sire,  alas!  what  wol  ye  don? 
Be  ye  affraid  of  me  that  am  your  frend  i 
Now  ccrtes  I  were  werfe  than  any  fend 


If  I  to  you  wold  harme  or  vilanie. 

I  n'am  not  come  your  confeil  to  efpie. 

But  trewely  the  caufe  of  my  coming 

Was  only  for  to  herken  how  ye  fing. 

For  trewely  ye  han  as  mery  a  fteven 

As  any  angel  hath  that  is  in  heven, 

Therwith  ye  han  of  mufike  more  feling 

Than  had  Boece,  or  any  that  can  fing. 

My  Lord,  your  fader  (God  his  foule  blelTe) 

And  eke  your  moder  of  hire  gentilleffe 

Han  in  myn  hous  yben,  to  my  gret  efe, 

And  certes.  Sire,  ful  fain  wold  I  you  plefe. 

But  for  men  fpeke  of  fmgen,  I  wol  fey. 

So  mote  I  brouken  wel  min  eyen  twey, 

Save  you  ne  herd  I  never  man  fo  fmg 

As  did  your  fader  in  the  morwening  ; 

Certes  it  was  of  herte  all  that  he  fong  : 

And  for  to  make  his  nois  the  more  ftrong 

He  wold  fo  peine  him,  that  with  both  his  eyen 

He  mufte  winke,  fo  loude  he  walde  crien. 

And  ftonden  on  his  tiptoon  therwithal. 

And  ftretchen  forth  his  necke  long  and  fmal. 

And  eke  he  was  of  fwiche  difcretion. 

That  ther  n'as  no  man  in  no  region 

That  him  in  fong  or  wifdom  mighte  paffe. 

I  have  wel  red  in  Dan  Burnel  the  affe 

Among  his  vers,  how  that  ther  was  a  cok 

That  for  a  preeiles  fone  yave  him  a  knok 

Upon  his  leg,  while  he  was  yonge  and  nice, 

He  made  him  for  to  lefe  his  benefice  ; 

But  certain  ther  is  no  comparifon 

Betwix  the  wifdom  and  difcretion 

Of  your  fader  and  his  fubtilitee. 

Now  fingeth.  Sire,  for  Seint  Charitee  : 

Let  fee,  can  ye  your  fader  counterfete  ? 

This  Chaunteclere  his  winges  gan  to  bete, 
As  man  that  coud  not  his  trefon  efpie, 
So  was  he  ravifhedwith  his  flaterie. 

Alas !  ye  lordes,  many  a  falfe  flatour 
Is  in  your  court,  and  many  a  lofengeour. 
That  plefeth  you  wel  more,  by  my  faith. 
Than  he  that  fothfaftneffe  unto  you  faith, 
Redeth  Ecclefiaft  of  flaterie  : 
Beth  ware,  ye  lordes,  of  hire  trecherie. 

This  Chaunteclere  ftood  high  upon  his  toos 
Streching  his  necke,  and  held  his  eyen  cloos 
And  gan  to  crowen  loude  for  the  nones  ; 
And  Dan  Ruffel  the  fox  flert  up  at  ones. 
And  by  the  gargat  hente  Chaunteclere, 
And  on  his  back  toward  the  wood  him  here. 
For  yet  ne  was  ther  no  man  that  him  fued. 

O  deftinee  !  that  maift  not  ben  efchued, 
Alas  that  Chaunteclere  flew  fro  the  hemes  ! 
Alas,  his  wif  ne  raughte  not  of  dremes  ! 
And  on  a  Friday  fel  all  this  mefchance. 

O  Venus  !  that  art  goddefle  of  Piefance, 
Sin  that  thy  fervant  was  this  Chaunteclere, 
And  in  thy  fervice  did  all  his  powere. 
More  for  delit  than  world  to  multiplie. 
Why  wolt  thou  fuflTre  him  on  thy  day  to  die  ? 

O  Gaufri^le,  dere  maifler  foverain  ! 
That  whan  thy  worthy  King  Richard  was  flain 
With  fliot  complainedeft  his  deth  fo  fore. 
Why  ne  had  I  now  thy  fcience  and  thy  lore 
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The  Friday  for  to  chlden  as  did  ye  ? 
(For  on  a  Friday  fothly  flain  was  he) 
Then  wold  I  fhew  you  how  that  I  coud  plaine 
For  Chauntecleres  drede  and  for  his  paine. 

Certes  fwiche  cry  ne  lamentation 
N'as  never  of  ladies  made  whan  Ilion 
Was  wonne,  and  Pirrus  with  ftreite  fvverd, 
When  he  had  hen  King  Priam  by  the  herd 
And  flain  him,  (as  faith  us  Enidos) 
As  maden  all  the  hennes  in  the  cloos 
Whan  they  had  feen  of  Chaunteclere  the  fight ; 
But  foverainly  Dame  Pertelote  fhright 
Fill  louder  than  did  Hafdruballes  wif 
Whan  that  hire  hufbond  hadde  ylofl;  his  lif, 
And  that  the  Romaines  hadden  brent  Cartage ; 
She  was  fo  ful  of  turment  and  of  rage 
That  wilfully  into  the  fire  flie  flerte, 
And  brent  hire  felven  with  a  ftedfafl  herte, 

O  woful  hennes !  right  fo  criden  ye 
As  whan  that  Nero  hrente  the  citce 
Of  Rome  cried  the  Senatoures  wives 
For  that  hir  hufbonds  loften  alle  hir  livc^ 
Withouten  gilt  this  Nero  hath  hem  flain" 

Now  wol  I  turne  unto  my  Talc  again. 
The  fely  widewe  and  hire  doughtren  two 
Harden  thefe  hennes  crie  and  maken  wo. 
And  out  at  the  dores  fl;erten  they  anon. 
And  faw  the  fox  toward  the  wode  is  gon. 
And  bare  upon  his  back  the  cok  away  : 
They  crieden  out  Harow  and  wala  wa  I 
A  ha  the  fox !  and  after  him  they  ran, 
And  eke  with  fl:aves  many  an  other  man ; 
Ran  Colle  our  dogge,  and  Talbot  and  Gerlond, 
And  Malkin,  with  hire  diftaf  in  hire  hond  ;' 
Ran  cow  and  calf  ;  and  eke  the  veray  hogges 
So  fered  were  for  barking  of  the  dogges, 
And  flicruting  of  the  men  and  women  eke, 
They  ronnan  fo  hem  thought  hir  hertes  breke  ; 
They  yeileden  as  fendes  don  in  helle  ; 
The  dokes  crieden  as  men  wold  hem  quelle : 
The  gees  for  fere  fiewen  over  the  trees, 
Out  of  the  hive  came  the  fwarme  of  bees. 
So  hidous  was  the  noife,  a  benedldte  ! 
Certes  he  Jakke  Straw  and  his  meinie 
Ne  maden  never  fhoutes  half  fo  fhrilie, 
Whan  that  they  wolden  any  Fleming  kille, 
As  thilke  day  was  made  upon  the  fox. 
Of  bras  they  broughten  beemes  and  of  box. 
Of  horn  and  bone,  in  which  they  blew  and  pouped, 
And  therwithal  they  fliriked  and  they  houped  ; 
It  femed  as  that  the  heveri  fliulde  falle. 

Now,  goode  men,  I  pray  you  herkeneth  alle  : 
Lo  how  Fortune  turneth  fodenly 
The  hope  and  pride  eke  of  hire  enemy  ! 
This  cok  that  lay  upon  the  foxes  bake. 
In  all  his  drede  unto  the  fox  he  fpake. 
And  fayde  ;  Sire,  if  that  I  were  as  ye 
Yet  wold  I  fain,  (as  wifly  God  help  me) 


Turneth  agein,  ye  proude  cherles  alle, 
A  very  peftilence  upon  you  falle  : 
Now  I  am  come  unto  the  wodes  fide, 
Maugre  your  hed  the  cok  fl:al  here  abide  ; 
I  wol  him  ete  in  faith,  and  that  anon. 

The  fox  anfwered,  in  faith  it  Ihal  be  don ; 
And  as  he  fpake  the  word  al  fodenly 
The  cok  brake  from  his  mouth  deliverly, 
And  high  upon  a  tree  he  flew  anon. 

And  whan  the  fox  faw  that  the  cok  was  goii, 
Alas!  quod  he,  o  Chaunteclere, alas  ! 
I  have  (quod  he)  ydon  to  you  trefpas, 
In  as  moche   as  I  maked  you  aferd 
Whan  1  you  hcnte  and  brought  out  of  your  yerd 
But,  Sire,  I  did  it  in  no  wikke  entente  : 
Come  doun,  and  I  ftial  tell  you  what  I  mente  : 
I  flial  fay  fothe  to  you,  God  helpe  me  fo. 

Nay  than  quod  he,  I  fliirewe  us  bothe  two  ; 
And  firft  I  Ihrewe  myfelf  bothe  blood  and  booes 
If  thou  begile  me  oftener  than  ones  : 
Thou  fhalt  no  more  thurgh^thy  flaterie 
Do  me  to  fing  and  winken  with  mine  eye, 
For  he  that  winketh  whan  he  fliulde  fee, 
Al  wilfully,  God  let  him  never  the. 

Nay,  quod  the  fox,  but  God  yeve  him  mefchance 
That  is  fo  indifcrete  of  governance 
That  jangleth  v/han  that  he  fliuld  hold  his  pees. 

Lo,  which  it  is  for  to  be  reccheles 
And  negligent,  and  truft  on  flaterie. 
But  ye  that  holden  this  Tale  a  folie. 
As  of  a  fox,  or  of  a  cok  or  hen, 
Taketh  the  moralitee  therof,  good  men; 
For  Seint  Poule  fayth,  that  all  that  writen  is 
To  our  doctrine  it  is  y writen  ywis. 
Taketh  the  fruit,  and  let  the  chaf  be  ftille. 
Now,  goode  God,  if  that  it  be  thy  wille. 
As  fayth  my  Lord,  fo  make  us  all  good  men. 
And  bring  us  to  thy  high  blifle.   Amen 

Sire  Nonnes  Preeft,  our  Hofte  fayd  anon,, 
Ybleffed  be  thy  breche  and  every  fton ; 
This  was  a  rnery  Tale  of  Chaunteclere  : 
But  by  my  trouthe  if  thou  were  feculere 
Thou  woldeft  ben  a  tredefoule  a  right, 
For  if  thou  have  corage  as  thou  haft  might 
Thee  were  nede  of  hennes,  as  I  wcne, 
Ye  mo  than  feven  times  feventene. 
Se  whiche  braunes  hath  this  gentil  Preeft, 
So  gret  a  neck,  and  fwiche  a  large  breeft 
He  loketh  as  a  fparhauk  with  his  eyen  : 
Him  nedeth  not  his  colour  for  tp  dien 
With  Brafil  ne  with  grain  of  Portingale, 
But,  Sire,  faire  falle  you  for  your  Tale. 
And  after  that  he  with  ful  mery  chere 
Sayd  to  another  as  ye  fliulen  here. 
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TiaE  miniftre  and  the  norke  unto  vices, 

Which  that  men  clepe  in  Englifh  Idelneffe, 

That  porter  at  the  gate  is  of  Delices, 

To  efchuen,  and  by  hire  contrary  hire  opprefle, 

That  is  to  fain,  by  leful  befineffe. 

"VVel  oughte  we  to  don  al  our  entente. 

Left  that  the  fend  thurgh  idelneffe  us  hente; 

For  he  that  with  his  thoufand  cordes  flie 
Continuelly  us  waiteth  to  be  clappe, 
Whan  he  may  man  in  idelneffe  efpie, 
He  can  fo  lightly  cacche  him  in  his  trappe; 
Til  that  a  man  be  hent  right  by  the  lappe 
He  n'is  not  ware  the  fend  hath  him  in  bond  : 
Wei  ought  us  werche  and  idelnelTe  withftond. 

And  though  men  dradden  never  for  to  die, 
Yet  fee  men  wel  by  refon  douteles 
That  idelneffe  is  rote  of  flogardie, 
Of  which  ther  never  cometh  no  good  encrees, 
And  fee  that  flouth  holdeth  hem  in  a  lees. 
Only  to  flepfe  and  for  to  ete  and  drinke. 
And  td  devouren  all  that  other  fwinke. 

And  for  to  put  us  from  fwiche  idelnefTe, 
That  caufe  is  of  gret  confufion, 
I  have  here  don  my  feithful  befinefTe, 
After  the  legende,  in  tranflation 
Right  of  thy  glorious  lif  and  paflion, 
Thou  with  thy  gerlond  wrought  of  rofe  and  lilie^ 
Thee  mene  I,  maid  and  martir,  Seinte  Gecilie, 

And  thou,  that  arte  floure  of  virgines  all, 
Of  whom  that  Bernard  lifl  fo  wel  to  write. 
To  thee  at  my  beginning  firft  I  call. 
Thou  comfort  of  us  wretches,  do  me  endite 
Thy  maidens  deth,  that  wan  thurgh  hjre  merite 
The  eternal  lif,  and  over  the  fend  vicftorie. 
As  man  may  after  reden  in  hire  ftorie. 

Thou  maide  and  mother,  doughter  of  thy  fon, 
Thou  wel  of  mercy,  finful  foules  cure, 
In  whom  that  God  of  bountee  chees  to  won; 
Thou  humble  and  high  oVer  every  creature, 
Thou  nobledeft  fo  fer  forth  our  nature, 
That  no  difdaine  the  maker  had  of  kinde 
His  fon  in  blood  and  flefh  to  clothe  and  winde. 

Within  the  cloyftre  blisful  of  thy  fides 
Toke  mannes  fliape  the  eternal  Love  and  Pees, 

,  *  The  life  and  death  of  Saint  Cecily.  Sp, 


That  of  the  trine  compas  Lord  and  guide  is, 
Whom  erthe,  and  fee,  and  heven,  out  ofrelleer 
Ay  herien  ;  and  thou  virgine  wemmeles 
Bare  of  thy  body  (and  dwelteft  maidfen  pure) 
The  Creatour  of  every  creature. 

AfTembled  in  thee  magnificence 
With  mercy  goodneffe,  and  with  fwiche  pitee,' 
That  thou  that  art  the  fonne  of  excellence. 
Not  only  helpeft  hem  that  praien  thee, 
But  oftentime  of  thy  benignitee 
Ful  freely,  or  that  men  thin  heipe  befeche. 
Thou  goeft  beforne  aad  art  hir  lives  leche. 

Now  helpe,  thou  meke  and  blisful  faire  maide,' 
Me  flamed -wretch,  in  this  defert  ofgalle; 
Thinke  on  the  woman  Cananee,  that  faide 
That  whelpes  eten  fom  of  tTie  cromes  alle 
That  from  hir  lordes  table  been  yfalle  ; 
And  though  that  I,  unworthy  fone  of  Eve, 
Be  finful,  yet  accepteth  my  beleve. 

And  for  that  feith  is  ded  withouten  wer&eS^ 
So  for  to  w^erken  yeve  me  wit  and  fpace 
That  I  be  quit  from  thennes  that  moll  derke  is  r 
O  thou  I  that  art  fo  faire  and  ful  of  grace. 
Be  thcnt  min  advocat  in  that  high  place, 
Ther  as  withouten  ende  is  fonge  Olanne, 
Thou  Crifles  mother,  doughter  dere  of  Anne. 
And  of  thy  light  my  foule  in  prifon  light. 
That  troubled  is  by  the  contagion 
Of  my  body,  and  alfo  by  the  wight 
Of  erthly  luft  and  falfe  afTedion  : 
O  haven  of  refute  !   o  falvation 
Of  hem  that  ben  in  forwe  and  in  diflrefle  ? 
Now  help,  for  to  my  werk  I  wol  me  dreffe. 

Yet  pray  I  you  that  reden  that  I  write 
Foryeve  me  that  I  do  no  diligence 
This  ilke  fborie  fubtilly  to  endite ; 
For  both  have  I  the  wordt:s  and  fentence 
Of  him  that  at  tire  feintes  reverence 
The  ftorie  wrote,  and  folowed  hire  legende, 
And  pray  you  thiat  ye  wol  my  werk  amende. 

Firft  wol  I  you  the  name  of  Seinte  Cecihe 
Expoune,  as  men  may  in  hire  ftorie  fee  ; 
It  is  to  fayn  in  Enghfli,  Hevens  Hlie, 
For  pure  chaftneffe  of  virginitee, 
Or  for  {he  whitneffe  had  of  honeftee, 
An*^  grene  of  confcience,  and  of  good'  fame 
""rhe  iwote  favour,  Lilie  was  hire  name. 
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Or  Cecile  is  to  fayn,  The  way  to  blinde. 
For  fhe  enfample  was  by  good  teching, 
Or  elles  Cecilie,  as  I  writen  finde, 
Is  joined  by  a  maner  conjoining 
Of  heven  and  Lia,  and  here  in  figuring 
The  heven  is  fet  for  thought  of  holineffe, 
And  Lia  for  hire  lafling  befinefle. 

Cecilie  may  eke  be  fayd  in  this  manere, 
Wanting  of  blindneffe,  for  hire  grete  light 
Oj  fapience,  and  for  hire  thewes  clere  ; 
Or  elles  lo  this  maidens  name  bright 
Of  heven  and  Leos  cometh,  for  which  by  right 
Men  might  hire  wel  the  heven  of  peple  calle, 
Infample  of  good  and  wife  werkes  alle. 

For  Leos  peple  in  Englilh  is  to  fay  : 
And  right  as  men  may  in  the  heven  fee 
The  fonne  and  moT?e,  and  fterres,  every  way, 
Right  fo  men  goftly,  in  this  maiden  free 
Sawen  of  faith  the  magnanimitee, 
And  eke  the  clereneffe  hole  of  fapience, 
And  fondry  werkes  bright  of  excellence. 

And  right  fo  as  thife  pholofophres  write. 
That  heven  is  fwift  and  round,  and  eke  brcnning, 
Right  fo  was  faire  Cecilie  the  white 
Ful  fwift  and  bcfy  in  every  good  werldng, 
And  round  and  hole  in  good  perfevering. 
And  brenning  ever  in  charitiee  ful  bright. 
Now  have  I  you  delcared  what  fhe  hight. 

This  maiden  bright  Cecile,  as  hire  life  faith, 
Was  come  of  Romaines  and  noble  kind, 
And  from  hire  cradle  foflred  in  the  faith 
Of  Crift,  and  bare  his  gofpel  in  hire  mind  : 
She  never  cefed,  as  T  writen  find, 
Of  hire  prayere,  and  God  to  love  and  drede, 
Befeching  him  to  kepe  hire  maidenhede. 

And  whan  this  maiden  fliuld  until  a  man 
Ywedded  be  that  was  ful  yonge  of  age, 
Which  that  ycleped  was  Valerian, 
And  day  was  comen  of  hire  marriage. 
She  ful  devout  and  humble  in  hire  corage, 
Under  hire  robe  of  gold,  that  fat  ful  faire 
Had  Jiext  hire  flefh  yclad  hire  in  an  haire. 

And  while  that  the  organs  maden  melodic 
To  God  alone  thus  in  hir^  hert  fong  fhe  ; 
O  Lord  !  my  foule  and  eke  my  bodie  gie 
Unwemmed,  left  that  I  confounded  be. 
And  for  his  love  that  died  upon  the  tree 
Every  fecond  or  thridde  day  fhe  fafl, 
Ay  bidding  in  hire  orifons  ful  faft. 

The  night  came,  and  to  bed  muft  fhe  gon 
With  hire  hufbond,  as  it  is  the  manere. 
And  prively  fhe  faid  to  him  anon  ; 

0  fwete  and  wel  beloved  fpoufe  dere  ! 
Ther  is  a  confeil,  and  ye  wol  it  here. 
Which  that  right  fayn  I  wold  unto  you  faie. 
So  that  ye  fwere  ye  wol  it  not  bewraie. 

Valerian  gan  faft  unto  hire  fwere 
That  for  no  cas  ne  thing  that  mighte  be 
He  (hulde  never  to  non  bewraien  here  ; 
And  than  at  erft  thus  to  him  faide  fhe  ; 

1  have  an  angel  which  that  loveth  me. 
That  with  gret  love  wher  fo  I  wake  or  Hepe 
^8  redy  ay  my  body  for  to  kepe  : 

And  if  that  he  may  felen  out  of  drede 
That  ye  me  touch  or  love  in  vilanie, 
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He  right  anon  wol  flcen  you  with  the  dede, 
And  in  your  youthe  thus  ye  fhulden  die  j 
And  if  that  ye  in  clene  love  me  gie, 
He  wol  you  love  as  me  for  your  cleneneiTc, 
And  fhew  to  you  his  joye  and  his  brightnelTe. 

This  Valerian,  corredted  as  God  wold, 
Anfwered  again  ;   If  I  fhal  truften  thee 
Let  me  that  angel  feen  and  him  behold. 
And  if  that  it  a  veray  angel  be, 
Than  v/ol  I  don  as  thou  haft  prayed  me  ; 
And  if  thou  love  another  man,  forfothe 
Right  with  this  fwerd  then  wol  I  flee  you  bothci 

Cecile  anfwerd  anon  right  in  this  wife  : 
If  that  you  lift  the  angel  fhul  you  fet. 
So  that  ye  trowe  on  Crift,  and  you  baptife  : 
Go  forth  to  Via  Apia,  (quod  fhe) 
That  fro  this  toun  ne  ftant  but  miles  three, 
And  to  the  poure  folkes  that  ther  dwellen 
Say  hem  right  thus  as  that  I  ftial  you  tellen. 

Tell  hem  that  I  Cecile  you  to  hem  fent 
To  ftiewen  you  the  good  Urban  the  old, 
For  fecree  nedes  and  for  good  entent ; 
And  whan  that  ye  Seint  Urban  han  behold. 
Tell  him  the  vv^ordes  whiche  I  to  you  told  : 
And  whan  that  he  hath  purged  you  fro  finne 
Than  fhal  ye  feen  that  angel  ere  ye  twinne. 

Valerian  is  to  the  place  gon. 
And  right  as  he  was  taught  by  hire  lerning 
He  fond  this  holy  old  Urban  anon 
Among  the  felntes  buriels  louting ; 
And  he  anon  withouten  tarying 
Did  his  meffage,  and  whan  that  he  It  tolde 
Urban  for  joye  his  hondes  gan  upholde. 

The  teres  from  his  eyen  let  he  falle ; 
Almighty  Lord,  o  Jefu  Crift  !  quod  he, 
Sower  of  chaft  confeil,  hierde  of  us  alle. 
The  fruit  of  thilk  feede  of  chaftitee 
That  thou  haft  fow  in  Cecile  take  to  thee : 
Lo,  like  a  befy  bee  withouten  gile 
Thee  ferveth  ay  thin  owen  thral  Cecile. 

For  thilk  fpoufe  that  fhe  toke  but  newe, 
Ful  like  a  fiers  leon,  fhe  fendeth  here 
As  meke  as  ever  was  any  lamb  or  ewe. 
And  with  that  word  anon  ther  gan  apere 
An  old  man  clad  in  white  clothes  clere. 
That  had  a  book  with  letters  of  gold  in  hond. 
And  gan  beforne  Valerian  to  ftond. 

Valerian  as  ded  fell  doun  for  drede 
Whan  he  him  favs^,  and  he  up  hent  him  tho, 
And  on  his  book  right  thus  he  gan  to  rede  :■ 
On  Lord,  on  faith, on  God  withouten  mo. 
On  Criftendom,  and  fader  of  all  alfo 
Aboven  all,  and  over  all  every  wher. 
Thife  wordes  ail  with  gold  ywriten  were. 

Whan  this  was  red^  than  faid  this  olde  man, 
Leveft  thou  this  thing  or  no  ?  fay  ye  or  nay. 
I  leve  all  this  thing,  quod  Valerian, 
For  fothtr  thing  than  this  I  dare  wel  fay 
Under  the  heven  no  wight  thinken  may. 
Tho  vanifhed  the  olde  man  he  n'ifte  wher, 
And  Pope  Urban  him  criftened  right  ther. 

Valerian  goth  home,  and  fmt  Cecilie 
Within  his  chambre  with  an  angel  ftonde  : 
This  angel  had  of  rofes  and  of  lilie 
Corones  two,  the  which  he  bare  in  honde, 
And  firijt  to  Cecile,  aj  I  underftonde. 
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He  yaf  that  on,  and  after  gan  he  take 
That  other  to  Valerian  hire  make, 

With  body  clene  and  with  unwemmed  thought 
Kepeth  ay  wel  thifc  corones  two,  quod  he, 
From  Paradis  to  you  I  have  hem  brought, 
Ne  never  mo  ne  lliul  they  roten  be, 
Ne  lefe  hir  fwete  favour,  trufleth  me, 
Ne  never  wight  fhal  feen  hem  with  his  eye, 
But  he  be  chafte  and  hate  vilanie. 

And  thou,  Valerian,  for  thou  fo  fone 
Affentedeft  to  good  confeil,  alfo 
Say  what  thee  lift  and  thou  ftialt  han  thy  hope. 
I  have  a  brother,  quod  Valerian  tho, 
That  in  this  world  I  love  no  man  fo, 
1  pray  you  that  my  brother  may  have  grace 
To  know  the  trouth,  as  1  do  in  this  place. 

The  angel  fayd,  God  liketh  thy  requeft, 
And  bothe  with  the  palme  of  martirdome 
Ye  Ihullen  come  unto  this  blifsful  refl ; 
And  with  that  word  Tiburoe  his  brother  come. 
And  whan  that  he  the  favour  undernome. 
Which  that  the  rofes  and  the  lilies  caft. 
Within  his  herte  he  gan  to  wonder  faft. 

And  faid ;  I  wonder  this  time  of  the  yere 
Whenes  that  fwete  favour  conieth  fo 
Of  rofes  and  lilies  that  I  fmelle  here. 
For  though  T  had  hem  min  hondes  two 
The  favour  might  in  me  no  deper  go  : 
The  fwete  fmel  that  in  min  herte  I  find 
Hath  changed  me  all  in  another  kind. 

Valerian  faid.  Two  corones  han  we 
Snow-white  and  rofe-red,  that  ll^inen  clere, 
Which  that  thin  eyen  han  no  might  to  fee, 
And  as  thou  fmelleft  hem  thurgh  my  praiere, 
So  ftialt  thou  feen  hem,  leve  brother  dere, 
If  it  fo  be  thou  wolt  withouten  flouthe 
Beleve  aright,  and  know  the  veray  trouthe. 

Tiburce  anfwered ;  Saieft  thou  this  to  me 
In  fothneffe,  or  in  dreme  herken  I  this  ? 
In  dremes,  quod  Valerian,  han  we  be 
Unto  this  time,  brother  min,  ywis  ; 
But  now  at  erfh  in  trouthe  our  dwelling  is. 
How  weft  thou  this,  quod  Tiburce,  in.what  wife  ? 
Quod  Valerian,  That  fhal  I  thee  devife. 

The  angel  of  God  hath  me  the  trouth  ytaught, 
Which  thou  Ihalt  feen,  if  that  thou  wilt  reney 
The  idoles,  and  be  clene,  and  elles  naught. 
And  of  the  miracle  of  thife  corones  twey 
Seint  Ambrofe  in  his  preface  lift  to  fey  ; 
Solempnely  this  noble  dodiour  dere 
Commendeth  it,  and  faith  in  this  manere  : 

The  palme  of  martirdome  for  to  receive 
Seint  Cecilie,  fulfilled  of  Goddes  yeft, 
The  world  and  eke  hire  chambre  gan  flic  weive, 
Witneffe  Tiburces  and  Ceciles  Ihrift, 
To  which  God  of  his  bountee  wolde  fliift 
Corones  two,  of  floures  wel  fmelling. 
And  made  his  angel  hern  the  corones  bring. 

The    maid  hath  brought  thife  men  to   bllffe 
above  ; 
The  world  hath  wift  what  it  is  worth  certain. 
Devotion  of  chaftitee  to  love. 
Though  fhewed  him  Cecile  all  open  and  plain 
That  ^U  idoles  n'i?  but  a  thing  in  vajn, 


For  they  ben  dombe,  and  therto  they  Ben  de-fe,' 
And  charged  him  his  idoles  for  to  leve. 

Who  fo  that  troweth  not  this,  a  beft  he  is, 
Quod  this  Tiburce,  if  that  I  fhal  not  lie. 
And  fhe  gan  kiffe  his  breft  whan  Ihe  herd  this. 
And  was  ful  glad  he  coude  trouthe  efpie  : 
This  day  I  take  thee  for  min  allie, 
Saide  this  blifsful  faire  maiden  dere  ; 
And  after  that  fhe  faid  as  ye  may  here  : 

Lo,  right  fo  as  the  love  of  Crift  (quod  flie) 
Made  me  thy  brothers  wif,  right  in  that  wife 
Anon  for  min  allie  here  take  I  thee, 
Sithen  that  thou  wolt  thin  idoles  defpife. 
Goth  with  thy  brother  now  and  thee  baptife, 
And  make  thee  clene,  fo  that  thou  maift  behold 
The  angels  face  of  which  thy  brother  told. 

Tiburce  anfwered,  and  faide.  Brother  dere, 
Firft  tell  me  whither  I  fhal,  and  to  what  man. 
To  whom,  quod  he.  Come  for  with  goode  chere, 
I  wol  thee  lede  unto  the  Pope  Urban. 
To  Urban  ?  brother  min,  Valerian, 
Quod  tho  Tiburce,  wilt  thou  me  thider  lede  ? 
Me  thinketh  that  it  were  a  wonder  dede. 

Ne  meneft  thou  not  Urban  (quod  he  tho) 
That  is  fo  often  damned  to  be  ded. 
And  woneth  in  halkes  alway  to  and  fro. 
And  dare  not  ones  putten  forth  his  bed  ?  " 
'  Men  fhold  him  brennen  in  a  fire  fo  red 
If  he  were  found,  or  that  men  might  him  fpie. 
And  we  alfo,  to  here  him  compagnie. 

And  while  we  feken  thilke  divinitee 
That  is  yhid  in  heven  prively, 
Algate  ybrent  in  this  world  fhuld  we  be. 
To  whom  Cecile  anfwered  boldel^  ; 
Men  mighten  dreden  wel  and  Ikilfully 
This  lif  to  lefe,  min  owen  dere  brother  ! 
If  this  were  hving  only  and  non  other. 

But  ther  is  better  lif  in  other  plate 
That  never  fljal  be  loft,  ne  drede  thee  nought. 
Which  Goddes  fone  us  tolde  thurgh  his  grace. 
That  fadres  fone  which  alle  thinges  wrought ;- 
And  all  that  wrought  is  with  a  fkilful  thought. 
The  goft  that  from  the  fader  gan  procede 
Hath  fouled  hem  withouten  any  drede . 

By  word  and  by  miracle^he  Goddes  fone, 
Whan  he  was  in  this  world,  declared  here 
That  ther  is  other  lif  ther  men  may  wone. 
To  whom  anfwerd  Tiburce ;  O  fufter  dere! 
Ne  faideft  thou  right  now  in  this  manere, 
Ther  n'is  but  o  God  Lord  in  fothfaftneffe, 
And  now  of  three  how  mayft  thou  here  witneffe  ? 

That  fhal  I  tell,  quod  flie,  or  that  I  go. 
Right  as  a  man  hath  fapiences  three, 
Memorie,  engine,  and  intelledl  alfo. 
So  in  o  being  of  divinitee 
Three  perfones  mowen  ther  righte  wel  be. 
Tho  gan  Ihe  him  ful  befily  to  preche 
Of  Criftes  fonde,  and  of  his  peines  teehe, 

And  many  pointes  of  his  paffion, 
How  Goddes  fone  in  this  world  was  withhold 
To  don  mankinde  pleine  remiffion, 
That  was  ybound  in  finne  andjtares  cold. 
All  this  thing  (he  unto  Tiburce  told, 
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And  after  this  Tiburce  in  good  entent 
With  Valerian  to  Pope  Urban  he  went, 

That  thanked   God,  and  with  glad  herte   and 
light 
He  sriftened  him,  and  made  him  in   that  place 
Parfite  in  his  lerning,  and  Goddes  knight  : 
And  after,  this  Tiburce  gat  fwiche  grace 
That  every  day  he  faw  in  time  and  fpace 
The  angel  of  God  and  every  maner  bone 
That  he  God  axed  it  was  fped  ful  fone. 
It  were  ful  hard  by  ordre  for  to  fain 
How  many  wonders  Jefus  for  hem  wrought : 
But^t  the  laft,  to  tellen  fhort  and  plain. 
The  fergeaunts  of  the  toun  of  Rome  hem  fought. 
And  hem  before  Almache  the  Prefedl  brought. 
Which  hem  appofed,  and  knew  all  hir  entent, 
And  to  the  image  of  Jupiter  hem  fent. 

And  faid,  Who  fo  wol  nought  do  facrifice 
Swap  of  his  hed ;  this  is  my  fentence  here. 
Anon  thife  martyrs  that  I  you  devife 
On  Maximus,  that  was  an  officere 
Of  the  Prefedles,  and  his  Corniculere 
Hem  hept,  and  whan  he  forth  the  feintes  lad 
Himfelf  he  wept  for  pitee  that  he  had. 

Whan  Maximus  had  herd  the  feintes  lore 
Ht  gate  him  of  the  turmentoures  leve. 
And  lad  hem  to  his  hous  withouten  more; 
And  with  hir  preching  or  that  it  were  eve 
They  gonnen  fro  the  turmentours  to  reve. 
And  fro  Maxime,  and  fro  his  folk  eche  on, 
The  falfe  faith,  to  trowe  in  God  alone. 

Cecilie  came,  whan  it  was  waxen  night, 
With  preeftes  that  hem  criftened  all  yfere  ; 
And  afterward  w^han  day  was  w^axen  light 
Cecilie  hem  faid  with  a  ful  fledfaft  chere. 
Now,  Criftes  owen  knightes  leve  and  dere, 
Cafte  all  away  the  werkes  of  derkeneffe. 
And  armeth  you  in  armes  of  brightnelTe. 

Ye  han  forfoth  ydon  a  gret  bataille  ; 
Your  coure  Is  don  ;  your  faith  h^ith  you  confervgd  ; 
Goth  to  the  croune  of  lif  that  may  not  faille  ; 
The  rightful  juge,  which  that  ye  han  ferved, 
Shal  yeve  it  you,  as  ye  han  it  deferved. 
And  whan  this  thing  was  faid  as  I  devife 
Men  ledde  hem  forth  to  don  the  facrifice. 

But  whan  they  weren  to  the  place  ybrought, 
To  tellen  fhortly  the  conclufioun, 
They  n'olde  encenfe  ne  facrifice  right  nought. 
But  on  hir  knees  they  fetten  hem  adoun, 
with  humble  herte  and  fad  devotioun. 
And  loften  both  hir  hedes  in  the  place  : 
f        Hir  foules  wenten  to  the  King  of  grace. 

This  Maximus,  that  faw  this  thing  betide, 
With  pitous  teres  told  it  anon  right 
That  he  hir  foules  faw  to  heven  glide 
With  angels,  ful  of  clereneffe  and  of  light. 
And  witkhis  word  converted  many  a  wight, 
For  which  Almachius  did  him  to-bete 
With  whip  of  led  til  he  his  lif  gan  lete. 
Cecile  him  toke  and  buried  him  anon 
By  Tiburce  and  Valerian  foftely. 
Within  hir  burying  place,  under  the  flon  ; 
And  after  this  Almachius  haftily 
Bad  his  miniftres  f^tchen  openly 
Vol.  I. 


Cecile,  fo  that  fhe  might  in  his  prefence 
Don  facrifice,  and  Jupiter  encenfe. 

But  they,  converted  at  hire  wife  lore, 
Wepten  ful  fore,  and  yaven  ful  credence 
Unto  hire  word,  and  crieden  more  and  more 
Crift,  Goddes  fone,  withouten  difference. 
Is  veray  God,  this  is  all  our  fentence, 
That  hath  fo  good  a  fervant  him  to  ferve  : 
Thus  \vith  o  vols  we  trowen  though  we  ftervc, 

Almachius,  that  herd  of  this  doing. 
Bad  fetchen  Cecile,  that  he  might  hire  fee  : 
And  alderfirft,  lo,  this  was  his  axing  ; 
What  maner  woman  art  thqu  ?  quod  he. 
I  am  a  gentilwoman  borne,  quod  fhe. 
I  axp  thee,  quod  he,  though  it  thee  greve. 
Of  thy  religion  and  of  thy  beleve.  \ 

Why  than  began  your  queftion  folily. 
Quod  fhe,  thatwoldeft  twoanfwers  conclude 
In  o  demand  ?  Ye  axeii  lewcdly. 
Almache  anfwered  to  that  fimilitude. 
Of  whennes  cometh  thin  anfwering  fo  rude  ? 
Of  whennes?  (quod  flie,  whan  that  fhe  was  friened). 
Of  confcience,  and  of  good  faith  unfeined. 

Almachius  faid ;   Ne  takefl  thou  non  hede 
Of  my  power  ?  And  fhe  him  anfwerd  this  ; 
Your  might  (quod  fhe)  ful  litel  is  to  drede. 
For  every  mortal  mannes  power  n'is 
But  like  a  bladder  ful  of  wind  ywis. 
For  with  a  nedles  point  whan  it  is  bloyv 
May  all  the  bofl  of  it  be  laid  ful  low. 

Ful  wrongfully  begonnefl;  thou,  (quod  he) 
And  yet  in  wrong  is  all  thy  perfeverance  : 
Wofl;  thou  not  how  our  mighty  princes  free 
Have  thus  commanded  and  made  ordinance 
That  every  Criften  wight  fhal  han  penance 
But  if  that  he  his  Crillendome  withfeye. 
And  gon  al  quite  if  he  wol  it  rCneye  ? 

Your  princes  erren,  as  your  nobley  doth. 
Quod  tho  Cecile,  and  with  a  \v«od  fentence 
Ye  make  us  gilty,  and  it  is  not  foth  ; 
For  ye,  that  knowen  wel  our  innocence. 
For  as  moche  as  we  don  ay  reverence 
To  Crift,  and  for  we  here  a  Criften  name, 
Ye  put  on  us  a  crime  and  eke  a  blame. 

But  we,  that  knowen  thilke  name  fo 
For  vertuous,  we  may  it  not  withfeye. 
Almache  anfwered;  Chefe  on  of  thife  two., 
Do  facrifice,  or  Criftendom  reneye, 
I'hat  thou  mow  now  efcapen  by  tljiat  wey. 
At  which  this  holy  blisful  fayre  maid 
Gan  for  to  laughe,  and  to  the  juge  faid; 

O  juge  !  confufe  in  thy  njcetee, 
Woldeft  thou  that  I  reneye  innocence  ? 
To  maken  me  a  wicked  wight  (quod  Ihc) 
Lo,  he  diflimuleth  here  in  audience. 
He  ftareth  andwodeth  in  his  advertence. 
To  whom  Almachius  faid,  Unfely  wretch! 
Ne  woft  thou  not  how  far  my  might  may  ftretck  jl. 

Han  not  our  mighty  princes  to  me  yeven 
Ya  bothe  power  and  eke  audloritee 
To  maken  folk  to  dein  or  to  liven  ? 
Why  fpekefl:  thou  fo  proudly  than  to  me  ? 
1  ne  fpeke  nought  but  fledfaftly,  qiiod  flie, 
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Not  proud«!y,  for  I  fdy,  as  for  my  fide 
We  haten  dedly  thilke  vice  of  pride. 

And  if  thou  drede  hot  a  foth  for  to  here 
Than  wol  I  fliewe  al  openly  by  right 
That  thou  haft  made  a  ful  gret  lefiiig  here. 
Thou  faift  thy  princes  han  thee  yeven  might 
Both  for  to  flee  and  for  to  quicken  a  \Vight. 
Thou  that  ne  maift  but  only  lif  bereve 
Thou  haft  non  other  power  ne  no  leve. 

But  thou  maift  fayn  thy  princes  han  thee  maked 
Miniftre  of  Deth,  for  if  thbu  fpeke  of  mo 
Thou  lieft,  for  thy  power  is  ful  naked. 
Do  way  thy  boldneffe,  faid  Almachius  tho, 
And  facrifice  to  our  goddes  er  thou  go. 
I  recke  not  what  wrong  that  thou  me  proffre, 
For  I  can  fuffre  it  as  a  philofophre. 

But  thilke  wronges  may  I  not  endure 
That  thou  fpekeft  of  our  goddes  here,  quod  he. 
Cecile  anfwerd  ;  O  nice  creature  ! 
Thou  faideft  no  word  fm  thou  fpake  to  me 
That  I  ne  knew  therwith  thy  nicetee, 
And  that  thou  were  in  every  maner  wife 
A  lewed  ofRcer,  &  vain  juftice. 

The'r  lacketh  nothing  to  thin  ijtter  eyen 
That  thou  n'art  blind  ;  for  thing  that  we  feen  alje, 
That  is  a  fton,  that  men  iiiay  wej  efpien. 
That  ilke  fton  a  god  thou  wolt  it  calle  : 
1  rede  thee  let  thin  bond  upon  it  falle. 
And  taft  it  -jvel,  and  fton  thou  flialt  it  find, 
Sin  that  thou  feeft  not  with  thii}  eyen  blind. 

It  is  a  ftiame  that  the  peple  flial 
ISo  fcornen  thee,  and  laugh  at  thy  folie, 
For  comunly  men  wot  it  wel  over  al 
That  mighty  God  is  in  his  hevens  hie ; 
And  thife  images,  wel  maift  thou  efpie, 
To  thee^^pc  to  hemfelf  may  not  profite, 
For  in  eftedl  they  be  not  worth  a  mite. 

Thife  and  Ivviche  other  wordes  faid  Ihe, 
4-nd  fee  wex  wroth,  and  bade  men  fliulde  hire  lede 


Home  til  hire  hous,  and  in  hire  fioUs  (qiTod  he) 
Brenne  hire  right  ih  a,  bftth  with  flames  rede. 
And  as  he  bade  right  fo  was  don  the  dede, 
For  in  a  bathe  they  gonne  hire  fafte  flietteii. 
And  night  aird  day  gi-et  fire  they  under  betteiu 

The  longe  night,  and  eke  a  day  alfo, 
For  all  the  fire,  and  eke  the  bathes  hete, 
She  fate  al  cold,  and  felt  of  it  no  wo  ; 
It  made  hire  not  a  drope  for  to  fwete  ; 
But  in  that  bath  hire  lif  flic  mufte  lete, 
For  he  Almache  virith  a  ful  wicke  entent 
To  fleeh  hire  in  the  bath  his  fonde  fent. 

Three  ftrokes  io  the  neklce  he  finote  hire  thp 
The  turmentour,  but  for  no  maner  chance 
He  mighte  not  fmite  all  hire  nekke  atwo  : 
And  for  ther  wis  that  tinie  an  ordinance 
That  no  man  fliulde  don  man  fwiche  penance 
The  fdurthe  ftroke  to  fmiten  foft  or  ibre. 
This  turmentour  ne  dorfte  do  no  more ; 

But  half  ded,  with  hire  nekke  ycorven  ther 
He  left  hire  lie,  and  on  his  way  is  wetit : 
The  Criften  folk  which  that  about  hir«  were 
With  flietes  hail  the  blood  ful  faire  yhent : 
Three  dayes  lived  flie  in  this  turment, 
And  never  cefed  heili  the  faith  to  teche. 
That  flie  had  foftred  hem  flie  gan  to  preche. 

And  hem  flie  yaf  hire  mebles  and  hire  thingj 
And  to  the  Pope  Urban  betoke  hem  tho, 
And  faid,  I  axed  this  of  hevf  n  Kiiig 
To  have  refpit  thtee  dayes  and  no  mO, 
To  recommend  to  you  or  that  I  go 
Thife  foules,  lo,  and  that  I  might  do  wefch? 
Here  of  min  houfe  perpetuellich  a  cherce. 

Seint  Urban  with  his  dekenes  prively 
The  body  fette,  and  bliried  it  by  night 
Among  his  other  feintes  honeftly. 
Hire  hous  The  Cherche  of  Seint  Cecile  JiigBl:  j 
peint  Urban  halowed  it  as  he  wel  might. 
In  which  unto  this  day  in  noble  wife 
Mta  don  to  Crift  and  to  hi?  feintfe  fertife^ 
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Whan  that  tolde  was  the  lif  of  Seinte  Cecile, 

Er  we  had  ridden  fully  five  mile, 

At  Bought'on-under-Blee  us  gan  atake 

A  man  that  clothed  was  in  clothes  blake, 

And  undernethe  he  wered  a  white  furplis. 

His  hakeney,  which  that  was  al  pomclee  gris, 

So  fwatte  that  it  wonder  was  to  fee; 

It  femed  as  he  had  priked  miles  three. 

Thehorfe  eke  that  his  Yeman  rode  upon 

So  fwatte  that  uhnethes  might  he  gon  : 

About  the  pey  trel  flood  the  fome  ful  hie  ; 

He  was  of  fome  as  flecked  as  a  pie. 

A  male  tweiiold  on  his  croper  lay. 

It  femed  that  he  caried  litel  array ; 

Al  light  for  fommer  rode  this  worthy  man. 

And  in  my  herte  wondren  I  began  • 

What  that  he  was,  til  that  1  underflode 

How  that  his  cloke  was  fowed  to  his  hode, 

For  which  whan  I  had  long  avifed  me 

I  denied  him  fome  chanon  for  to  be. 

His  hit  heng  at  his  back  doun  by  a  las, 

For  h:  had  ridden  more  than  trot  or  pas ; 

He  had  ay  priked  like  as  he  were  wode. 

A  clote  lefe  he  had  laid  under  his  hode 

For  fwcte,  and  for  to  kepe  his  lied  '  fo  hete  : 

But  it  wasjoye  for  to  feen  him  fwete; 

His  forehed  dropped  as  a  ftillatorie 

Were  ful  of  plantaine  or  of  paritorie. 

And  whan  that  he  was  come  he  gan  to  crie, 

God  fave  (quod  he)  tliis  joly  compagnie  ! 

Faft  have  I  priked  (quod  he)  for  your  fake, 

Becauf?  that  I  wolde  you  atake, 

To  riden  in  this  mei-y  compagnie. 

His  Yeman  was  eke  ful  of  curtefie, 
And  faide,  Sires,  nov7  in  the  morwe  tide 
Out  of  your  hoftelrie  I  faw  you  ride, 
And  warned  here  my  lord  and  foverain, 
WJiich  that  to  ridcn  with  you  is  ful  fain 
For  his  difport ;  he  loveth  daliance. 
Frend,  for  thy  warning  God  yeve  the  good  chance. 
Than  faid  our  Holte  ;  certain  it  wolde  feme 
Thy  lord  were  wife,  and  fo  T  may  wel  deme  ; 
He  is  ful  joconde  alfo  dare  I  leye  : 
Can  he  ought  tell  a  mery  tale  or  tweie. 
With  which  he  gladen  may  this  compagnie  ? 
"Who,  Sire  ?  my  lord  ?  Yc,  Sire,  withoutcn  lie, 
He  can  'of  mirth  and  eke  of  jolitee 
Jfot  bu_j  vnough ;  jilfo,  Sire,  trulleth  me 


And  ye  him  knew  al  fo  wel  as  do  I 

Ye  wolden  wondre  how  wel  and  craftily 

He  coude  werke,  and  that  in  fondry  wife  s 

He  hath  take  on  him  many  a  gret  emprife, 

Which  were  ful  harde  for  any  that  is  here 

To  bring  about  but  they  of  him  it  lere. 

As  homely  as  he  rideth  amonges  you 

If  ye  him  knew  it  wold  be  for  your  prow  i 

Ye  wo'-ien  not  forgon  his  acquaintance 

For  mochel  good,  1  dare  lay  in  balance 

All  that  I  have  in  my  pofTeffion, 

He  is  a  man  of  high  difcreflion  ; 

I  warne  you  wel  he  is  a  pafTiiig  man. 

Wel,  quod  our  Hoftc,  I  pray  thee  tell  me  than 
Is  he  a  clerk  or  non  ?  Tell  what  he  is. 

Nay,  he  is  greter  than  a  clerk  ywis, 
Saide  this  Yeman,  and  in  wordes  fewe, 
Hofte,  of  his  craft  fomwhat  I  wol  you  fhewe. 

I  fay  my  lord  can  fwiche  a  fubtlltee, 
(But  all  his  craft  ye  moun  not  wetc  of  mc, 
And  fomv/hat  help  T  yet  to  his  werking) 
That  all  the  ground  on  which  we  ben  riding, 
Til  that  we  come  to  Canterbury  toun, 
He  coud  al  clene  turnen  up  fo  doun, 
And  pave  it  all  of  Giver  and  of  gold. 

And  whan  this  Yeman  liad  this  tale  ytolde 
Unto  our  Hofte,  he  faid  Bcncdklte  ! 
'Fhis  thing  is  wonder  mervaillous  to  me. 
Sin  that  thy  lord  is  of  fo  high  prudence, 
Becaufe  of  which  men  fliulde  him  rcverencCj 
That  of  his  woiihip  rekketh  he  fo  lite  ; 
His  overefl:  floppe  it  is  not  worth  a  mite, 
As  in  effcft,  to  him,  fo  mote  I  go ; 
It  is  all  baudy  and  to-tore  alfo. 
Why  is  thy  lord  fo  fluttifti  I  thee  prcyc. 
And  is  of  power  better  cloth  to  beye, 
If  that  his  dede  acorded  with  thy  fpeche  ! 
Telle  me  that,  and  that  I  thee  befeche. 

Why  ?  quod  this  Yeman,  wherto  axe  ye  me  ? 
God  helpe  me  fo,  for  he  fhal  never  the  : 
(But  I  wol  not  avowen  that  I  fay, 
And  therfore  kepe  it  fecree  I  you  pray) 
He  is  to  wife  in  faith,  as  I  belevc  : 
Thing  that  is  oVcrdon  it  wol  not  preve 
Aright,  as  clcrkes  fain  ;  it  Is  a  vice  ; 
Wherfore  in  that  I  hold  him  lewcd  and  nice.; 
For  whan  a  man  hath  ovcrgret  a  wit 
Ful  oft  him  happcth  to  mifufen  it ; 
Lij, 
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6.   doth  my  Iof*d,  and  that  me  greveth  fore  : 
God  it  amende  ;  1  can  fay  now  no  more 

Therof  no  force,  good  Yeman,  quod  our  Hoft  ; 
Sin  of  the  conning  of  thy  lord  thou  woU 
Telle  how  he  doth,  I  pray  thee  hertily, 
Sin  that  he  is  fo  crafty  and  fo  fly. 
Wher  dwellen  ye,  if  it  to  tellen  be  ? 

In  the  fubarbes  of  a  toun,  quod  he. 
Lurking  in  hemes  and  in  lanes  blinde, 
"Wheras  thife  robbours  and  thife  theves  by  kinde 
Holden  hir  privee  fereful  refidence. 
As  they  thaf;  dare  not  fhewen  hir  prefence  ; 
So  faren  We,  if  I  Ihal  fay  the  fothe. 

Yet,  quod  our  Hofte,  let  me  talken  to  the ; 
Why  art  thou  fo  difcoloured  of  thy  face  ? 

Peter,  quod  he,  God  yeve  it  harde  grace  ; 
1  am  fo  ufed  the  bote  fire  to  blow 
That  it  hath  changed  my  colour  I  trow  : 
I  n'am  not  wont  in  no  mirrour  to  prie, 
But  fvvinke  fore,  and  lerne  to  multiplie. 
We  blundren  ever  and  poren  in  the  fire. 
And  for  all  that  we  faille  of  our  defire ; 
For  ever  we  lacken  our  conclufion. 
To  mochel  folk  we  don  illufion. 
And  borwe  gold  be  it  a  pound  or  two, 
Or  ten  or  twelve,  or  many  fommes  mo. 
And  make  hem  wenen  at  the  lefte  wey 
That  of  a  pound  we  connen  maken  twey  ; 
Yet  it  is  falfe  5  and  ay  we  ban  good  hope 
It  for  to  don,  and  after  it  we  grope  : 
But  that  fcience  is  fo  fer  us  beforne, 
We  mowen  not,  although  we  had  it  fworne, 
It  overtake,  it  flit  away  fo  fafl: ; 
It  wol  us  maken  beggers  at  the  lafl:. 

While  this  Yeman  was  thus  in  his  talking 
Thi?  cha^on  drpw  him  nere  and  herd  all  thing 


Which  this  Yeman  fpake,  forfufpeciOH 
Of  mennes  fpeche  ever  had  this  chanon ; 
For  Caton  fayth,  that  he  that  gilty  is 
Demeth  all  thing  be  fpoken  of  him  ywis  : 
1  hat  was  the  caufe  he  gan  fo  nigh  him  drawe 
To  his  Yeman,  to  herken  all  his  fawe  ; 
And  thus  he  faide  unto  his  Yemain  the  : 
Hold  thou  thy  pees,  and  fpeke  no  wordes  mo. 
For  if  thou  do  thou  fhalt  it  dere  abie  : 
Thou  fclaundreft  me  here  in  this  compagnie. 
And  eke  difcovereft  that  thou  fiiuldeft  hide. 

Ye,  quod  our  Hofte,  tell  on,  what  fo  betide  ; 
Of  all  his  thretening  recke  not  a  mite. 

In  faith,  quod  he,  no  more  I  do  but  lite. 
And  whan  this  chanon  faw  it  wold  not  be 
But  his  Yeman  wold  tell  his  privetee. 
He  fled  away  for  veray  forwe  and  fhame. 

A !  quod  the  Yeman,  here  ftial  rife  a  game  : 
All  that  I  can  anon  I  wol  you  telle, 
Sin  he  is  gon  :  the  foule  fend  him  quelle, 
For  never  hereafter  wol  I  with  him  mete 
For  peny  ne  for  pound,  I  you  behete. 
He  that  me  broughte  firft  unto  that  game, 
Er  that  he  die  forwe  have  he  and  fhame. 
For  it  is  erneft  to  me  by  my  faith  ; 
That  fele  I  wel,  what  that  any  man  faith  ; 
And  yet  for  all  my  fmert  and  all  my  grief. 
For  all  my  forwe,  labour,  and  mefchief, 
I  coude  never  leve  it  in  no  wife. 
Now  wolde  God  my  wit  mighte  fuffice 
To  tellen  all  that  longeth  to  that  art ; 
But  natheles  yet  wol  I  tellen  part : 
Sin  that  my  lord  is  gon  I  wol  not  fpare  ; 
S-yviche  thing  as  that  I  know  I  wol  declare, 
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W^TH  this'  chanon  I  dwelt  have  feven  yere, 
Jind  of  his  fcience  am  I  never  the  nere ; 
All  that  I  had!  have  yloft  therby. 
And  God  wot  fo  han  many  mo  than  I. 
Ther  I  was  wont  to  be  riglit  frelh  and  gay 
Of  clothing,  and  of  other  good  array, 
Now  may  I  vvere  an  hofe  upon  min  hed ; 
And  wher  my  colour  was  both  frefli  and  red 
Now  is  it  wan  and  of  a  leden  hewe ; 
(Who  fo  it  ufeth  fo  dial  he  it  rewe) 

*  A  prieft  of  London,  mnre  covetous  than  wife,  i";  dcr 
■jciyed  tJy  a  chanon  proleffiqg  the  art  of  alchymye.   Uriy. 


And  of  my  fwinke  yet  blered  is  min  eye  ;^ 
Lo  which  avantage  is  to  multiplie  ! 
That  fliding  fcience  hath  me  made  fo  bare 
That  I  have  no  good  wher  that  ever  I  fare  5 
And  yet  I  am  endetted  fo  therby, 
Of  gold  that  I  have  borwed  trewely. 
That  while  I  live  I  flial  it  quiten  never  ; 
Let  every  man  beware  by  me  for  ever.    • 
What  maner  man  that  calteth  him  therto,    > 
If  he  continue,  I  hold  his  thrift  ydo ; 
So  helpe  me  God,  therby  fhal  he  nat  winne, 
But  empte  his  purfe,  and  make  his  wittes  thinne. 
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And  whan  he  thurgh  his  madneffe  and  folic, 

Hath  lofl  his  owcn  good  thurgh  jupartie, 

I'han  he  exciteth  other  folk  therto, 

To  lele  hir  good  as  he  himfelf  hath  do, 

For  unto  Ihrewes  joye  it  is  and  efe 

To  have  hir  felawes  in  peine  and  difefe. 

Thus  was  I  ones  lerned  of  a  clerk. 

Of  that  no  charge  ^,1  wol  fpeke  of  our  werk. 

Whan  we  he  ther  as  we  flauln  exercife 

Our  elvifh  craft  we  femen  wonder  wife. 

Our  termes  hen  fo  clergial  and  queinte. 

I  blow  the  fire  til  that  niyn  herte  feinte. 

What  fliuld  I  tellen  eche  proportion 

Of  thingcs  whiche  that  we  werchen  upon, 

As  on  five  or  fix  unces,  may  wel  be, 

Of  filver,  or  fom  other  quantitee  ? 

And  befie  me  to  tellen  you  the  names, 

As  orpiment,  brent  bones,  yren  fquames, 

That  into  poudre  grounden  ben  ful  final .' 

And  in  an  erthen  pot  how  put  is  al. 

And  fait  yput  in  and  alfo  pepere, 

Beforn  thife  poudres  that  I  fpeke  of  here. 

And  wel  ycovered  with  a  lampe  of  glas  ? 

And  of  moche  other  thing  w'lich  that  ther  was  ? 

And  of  the  pottes  and  glafTes  engluting, 

That  of  the  aire  might  pafTen  out  no  thing  ? 

And  of  the  efy  fire,  and  fmert  alfo, 

Which  that  w^as  made  ?  and  of  the  care  and  wo 

That  we  had  in  our  materes  fubliming. 

And  in  amalgaming  and  calcening 

Of  quickfilver,  ycleped  Mercuric  crude  ? 

For  all  our  lleightes  we  can  not  conclude. 

Our  orpiment  and  fublimed  mercuric, 

Our  grounden  litarge  eke  on  the  porphuric, 

Of  eche  of  thife  of  unces  a  certain 

Not  helpeth  us  ;  our  labour  is  in  vain. 

Ne,  ncyther  our  fpirites  afcentioun, 

Ne  our  materes  that  lien  al  fix  adoun. 

Mown  in  our  werking  nothing  us  availle, 

For  lofl  is  all  our  labour  and  travaille, 

And  all  the  colh  a  twenty  devil  way 

I3  loft  alfo  which  we  upon  it  lay. 

Ther  is  alfo  ful  many  another  thing 
That  is  unto  our  craft  apperteining. 
Though  I  by  ordre  hem  nat  reberfen  can, 
Becaule  that  I  am  a  lewed  man. 
Yet  wol  1  telle  hem  as  they  come  to  minde, 
Though  I  ne  cannot  fet  hem  in  hir  kinde, 
As  bole  armoniak,  verdegrefe,  boras. 
And  fondry  veffels  made  of  erthe  and  glas. 
Our  urinales,  and  our  defcenforics, 
Viols,  croflettes  and  fublimatories, 
Cucurbitcs  and  alcmbikes  eke, 
And  other  fwiche  ger,  derc  ynough  a  leke, 
What  nedcth  it  for  to  reherfc  hem  alle  ? 
Wateres  rubifying,  and  boUes  galle, 
Arfenik,  fal  armoniak,  and  brimfton, 
And  herbes  coude  I  tell  eke  many  on, 
As  egremoine,  valerian,  and  lunarie, 
And  other  fwiche,  if  that  me  Hfl;  ,to  tarie. 
Our  lampes  brenning  bothe  night  and  day, 
To  bring  about  our  craft  if  that  we  may, 
Our  fourneis  eke  of  calcination, 
And  of  wateres  albification, 


Unflekked  lime,  chalk,  and  glcire  of  an  ey, 

Poudres  divers,  aihes,  dong,  pifi'e,  and  cley, 

Scred  pokettcs,  fal  peter,  and  vitriole. 

And  divers  fires  made  of  wode  and  cole, 

Sal  tiirtre,alca]y,  and  fait  preparat, 

And  combuJt  materes  and  coagulat, 

Cley  made  with  hors  and  mannes  here,  and  olio 

Of  tartre,aluni,  glas,  berme,  wort,  and  argoilc^ 

Rolalgarj  and  other  materes  enbibing, 

And  eke  of  our  materes  cncorporing, 

And  of  our  filver  citrination. 

Our  cementing  and  fermentation. 

Our  ingottes,  teiles,  and  many  tliingcs  nio  ? 

I  wol  you  tell  as  was  me  taught  alfo 
The  foure  fpirites  and  the  bodies  fevene 
By  ordre,  as  oft  1  herd  my  lord  hem  ncvenfi. 
The  firfte  fpirit  (^ickfilvcr  cleped  is, 
The  i'econd  Orpiment,  the  thridde  ywis 
Sal  Armoniak,  and  the  fourth  Brimfton. 

The  bodies  fevene  ehe,  lo  hem  here  anon  i 
Sol  gold  is,  and  Luna  filver  we  threpe, 
Mars  iren.  Mercuric  quickfilver  we  clepe, 
Saturnus  led,  and  Jupiter  is  tin, 
And  Venus  coper,  by  my  fader  kin^ 

This  curled  craft  who  fo  wol  exercife 
He  flial  no  good  have  that  him  may  fufficCj 
For  all  the  good  he  I'pendeth  theraboute 
He  lefen  ftial,  therof  have  I  no  doutCi 
Who  fo  that  lifteth  uttren  his  folic 
Let  him  come  forth  and  Icrnen  multlplie  ;• 
And  every  man  that  hath  ought  in  his  co^re 
Let  him  appere  and  wex  o  philofophre, 
Alcaunce  that  craft  is  fo  light  to  lere. 
Nay,  nay,  God  wot  al  he  he  monk  or  frere, 
Preeft  or  uhanon,  or  any  other  wight, 
Though  he  fit  at  his  book  both  da)'  and  night 
In  lerning  of  this  elvifli  nice  lore 
All  is  in  vain,  and  parde  mochel  more 
To  lerne  a  lewed  man  this  fubtiltee  : 
Fie  !  fpeke  not  therof,  for  it  wol  not  be  : 
And  conne  he  letterurc,  or  conne  he  non 
As  in  effe^  he  fhal  finde  it  all  on, 
For  bothe  by  two  my  faivation 
Concluden  in  multiplication 
Ylike  wel  whan  they  have  al  ydo  ; 
This  is  to  fain,  they  faillen  bothe  two. 

Yet  forgate  I  to  maken  reherfaile 
Of  waters  corofif  and  of  limaile, 
And  of  bodies  nnolification. 
And  alfo  of  hir  induration, 
Oiles,  ablufionSj  metal  fufible  ; 
To  tellen  all  wold  paffen  any  Bible 
That  o  wlier  is ;  wherfore  as  for  the  beft 
Of  all  thife  names  now  wol  I  me  reft ; 
For  as  I  trow  I  have  you  told  ynow 
To  reife  a  fend,  al  loke  he  never  fo  row> 
A !    nay,  let  be  ;  the  philofophres  fton, 
Elixer  cleped,  we  feken  fail  echo  on, 
For  had  we  him  than  were  we  fiker  ynow; 
But  unto  God  of  heven  I  make  avow, 
For  all  our  craft,  whan  we  han  all  ydo, 
And  all  our  lleight,  he  wol  not  come  us  te  i 


"J 


i66 


THE    CHANONES    YEMANNES    TALE. 


He  hatli  ymade  us  fpenden  mochel  good, 

For  forwe  of  which  almoft  we  waxen  wood, 

Eut  that  good  hope  crepeth  in  our  herte, 

Suppofing  ever,  though  we  fore  fmerte, 

To  ben  releved  of  him  afterward  : 

Swiche  f'uppofing  and  hope  is  fiiarp  and  hard  : 

1  warne  you  wel  it  is  to  fekeu  ever  ; 

That  future  Umfis  hath  made  men  diffever 

In  truft  therof  from  all  that  ever  they  had, 

Yet  of  that  art  they  conne  not  waxen  fad, 

For  unto  hem  it  is  a  bitter  fwete  : 

So  fcmeth  it,  for  ne  had  they  but  a  ihete 

Which  that  they  might  wrappen  hem  in  a-night, 

And  a  bratt  to  walken  in  by  day-light, 

They  virold  hem  fell,  and  fpend  it  on  this  craft : 

They  conne  not  ftinten  til  no  thing  be  laft ; 

And  evermore,  wher  ever  that  they  gon, 

Men  may  hem  kennen  by  fmell  of  brimfton  : 

For  all  the  world  they  flinken  as  a  gote  ; 

Hir  favour  is  fo  rammifn  and  fo  hote 

'iliat  though  a  man  a  mile  frem  hem  be 

The  favour  wol  enfedt  him,  trufteth  me. 

Lo,  thus  by  fmelling  and  thred-bare  array 
if  that  men  lift  this  folk  they  knowen  may  ; 
And  if  a  man  wol  axe  hem  prively 
Why  they  be  dotbed  fo  unthriftily. 
They  right  anon  wol  rounen  Ln  his  ere, 
And  faien,  if  that  they  efpied  were 
Men  wolde  hem  fie  becaufe  of  hir  fcience. 
luo,  thus  thife  folk  betraien  innocence, 

Faffe  c-ver  this  ;  I  go^  ray  Tale  unto. 
Er  that  the'  pot  be  on  the  fire  ydo. 
Of  metals  with  a  certain  quantitee 
My  lord  hem  temperethy  and  no  man  but  he, 
(Nov/  he  is  gon  I  dare  fay  boldely) 
For  as  rneri  fain  he  can  don  craftily, 
Algate  I  wote  wel  he  hath  fwiche  a  namej 
And  yet  ful  oft  he  renneth  in  a  blame  ; 
And  wete  ye  how  ?  ful  oft  it  falleth  fo 
The  pot  to-breketh,  and  farewel !  ail  is  go, 
Thife  metales  ben  of  fo  gret  violence 
Our  walles  may  not  make  hem  refiftence, 
But  if  they  weren  wrought  of  lime  and  flon  ; 
They  percen  fo  that  thurgh  the  wall  they  gon. 
And  fom  of  hem  fmke  doun  into  the  ground, 
(Thus  have  we  lofl:  by  times  many  a  pound) 
And  fom  arc  fcatered  all  the  flore  aboute, 
Som  lepen  into  the  roof  withouten  doute. 
Though  that  they  fend  not  in  our  fight  him  fhewe 
1  trow  that  he  be  with  us,  thilke  flirewe 
In  helle,  v/her  that  he  is  lord  and  fire, 
Ne  is  ther  no  more,  rancour,  ne  irvi. 
"Whan  that  oitr  pot  is  broke,  as  I  have  faydc^ 
Every  man  chit,  and  hoit  him  evil  apayde  : 
Scm  fayd  it  Vi'as  long  on  *he  fire-making, 
Som  fayd  nay,  it  was  long  on  the  blowing  ; 
(Than  was  I  ferd,  for  that  vi^as  niin  office) 
Straw  !  quod  the  thridde,  ye  ben  lewed  and  nice; 
It  was  not  tempred  as  it  ou'ghte  to  be  ; 
Nay,  qilod  the  fourthe,  flinte  and  herken  me  ; 
Eecaufe  our  fire  was  not  ihade  of  beche 
That  is  the  caufe;  and  other  Hon,  fo  the  iche. 
I  can  not  tell  wheron  it  was  along, 
jBut  wel  I  Avot  gret  ftrif  is  'us  among. 


What  ?  quod  my  lord,  ther  n'is  no  more  to-don:j 
Of  thife  perils  I  wol  beware  eftfone  ; 
I  am  right  fiker  that  the  pot  was  crafed. 
Be  as  be  may  be  ye  no  thing  amafed  ; 
As  ufage  is  let  fwepe  the  flore  as  fwithe ; 
Plucke  up  your  hertes,  and  be  glad  and  blithe. 

The  muUek  on  an  hepe  yfweped  was, 
And  on  the  fiore  ycaft  a  cane-ps, 
And  all  this  muUok  in  a  five  ythrowe. 
And  fifted,  and  ypicked  many  a  throwe, 

Parde,  quod  on,  fomwhat  of  our  metall 
Yet  is  ther  here,  though  that  we  have  not  all ; 
And  though  this  thing  raifhaped  hath  as  now 
Another  time  it  may  be  wel  ynow. 
We  molf  en  put  our  good  in  aventure  ; 
A  marchant  parde  may  not  ay  endure, 
Truftcth  me  wel,  in  his  profperitee  ; 
Somtime  his  good  is  drenched  in  the  fee. 
And  fomtime  cometh  it  fauf  unto  the  lond. 

Pees,  quod  my  lord,  the  next  time  I  wol  foE^ 
To  bring  our  craft  all  in  another  plite. 
And  but  I  do.  Sires,  let  me  have  the  wite  : 
Ther  was  defaute  in  fomewhat  wel  I  wote. 

Another  fayd  the  fire  was  over  hote  : 
Bat  be  it  hote  or  cold  I  dare  fay  this, 
That  we.  concluden  evermore  amis  ; 
We  faille  alway  of  that  which  we  wold  have. 
And  in  our  madnelTe  evermore  ^ve  rave. 
And  whan  we  be  together  everich  on 
Every  man  femeth  a  Salomon. 
But  all  thing  which  that  fhineth  as  the  gold 
Ne  is  no  gold,  as  I  have  herd  it  told, 
Ne  every  apple'  that  is  faire  at  eye 
Ne  is  not  good,  what  fo  men  clap  or  crie. 
Right  fo,  lo,  fareth  it  amonges  us  ; 
He  that  femeth  the  wifell,  by  Jefus 
Is  moft  fool  whan  it  cometh  to  the  prefs. 
And  he  that  femeth  trueft  is  a  thefe  : 
That  fhal  ye  know  or  that  I  from  you  wende, 
By  that  I  of  ray  Tali?  have  made  an  ende, 

Tlier  was  a  chanon  of  religioun 
Amonges  us  wold  enfetSl  all  a  touH, 
Though  it  As.  gret  were  as  was  Ninive, 
Rome,  Alifaundre,  Troie,  or  other  three. 
His  fleightes  and  his  infinite  falfenefle 
Ther  coude  no  man  writen,  as  I  geflte. 
Though  that  he  mighte  live  a  thoufand  yci'e  : 
In  all  this  world  of  falfeneffe  n'is  his  pere, 
For  in  his  termes  he  wol  him  fo  winde. 
And  fpeke,  his  wordes  in  fo  {lie  a  kinde^ 
Whan  he  comunen  fhal  with  any  wight. 
That  he  wol  make  him  doten  anon  right 
But  it  a  fend  be,  ashimfelvch  is. 
Ful  many  a  man  hath  he  begiled  er  this, 
And  wol,  if  that  he  may  live  any  while  ; 
Aod  yet  men  gon  and  riden  many  a  mile 
Him  for  to  feke,  and  have  his  acquaintance, 
Not  knowing  of  his  falfe  governance  ; 
And  if  you  luft  to  yeve  me  audience 
I  wol  it  tellen  here  in  your  prefence. 

But,  worfhipful  chanons  religious,, 
Nc  demeth  not  that  I  fcknder  your  hous,. 
Although  that  my  Tale  of  a  chanoii  be  S'    ' 
Of  every  order  fom  flircw  is  parde 
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And  God  forbede  that  all  a  compagnje 
Shuld  rewe  afinguler  mannes  folic. 
To  fclander  you  is  no  thing  min  entente 
But  to  corre(ften  that  is  mis  I  ment. 
This  Tale  was  not  only  told  for  you 
But  eke  for  Other  mo  :  ye  %Vot  wel  how 
That  among  Criftes  apofteles  twelve 
Ther  was  no  traitour  but  Judas  himfelve ; 
Than  why  Ihuld  al  the  remenant  have  blamcj 
That  giltles  were  ?  By  you  I  fay  the  fame ; 
Save  only  this,  if  ye  wol  herken  me, 
If  any  Judas  in  your  covent  be 
Remeveth  him  betimes  I  you  rede, 
If  ihame  or  los  may  caufen  any  drede  ; 
And  be  no  thing  difplefed  I  you  pray, 
But  in  this  cas  herkeneth  what  I  fay. 

In  London  was  a  preeft,  an  annuellere  *, 
Tha.t  therin  dwelled  hadde  many  a  yere, 
Which  was  fo  plefant  and  fo  fervifable 
Unto  the  wif  ther  as  he  was  at  table, 
That  fhe  wold  fufFer  him  no  thing  to  pay 
Por  horde  ne  clothing,  went  he  never  fo  gay ; 
And  fpendirig  filver  had  he  right  ynow  : 
Therof  no  force ;  I  wol  proceed  as  now, 
And  tellep  forth  my  Tale  of  the  chanon 
That  broughte  this  preeft  to  confufion. 

This  falfe  chanon  came  upon  a  day 
Unto  the  preeftes  chambre  ther  he  lay^ 
Befeching  him  to  lene  him  a  certain 
Of  gold,  and  he  wold  quite  it  him  again, 
Lene  me  a  marke,  quod  he,  but  dayes  three, 
And  at  my  day  I  wol  it  quiten  thee  ; 
And  if  it  fo  be  that  thou  finde  me  falfe 
Another  day  hang  me  up  by  the  halfe. 

This  preeft  him  toke  a  marke,  and  that  ai  fvvith, 
And  this  chanon  him  thanked  often  fith, 
And  toke  his  leve,  and  wente  forth  his  wfiy  j 
And  at  the  thridde  day  brought  his  money, 
And  to  the  preefl  he  toke  his  gold  again, 
Wherof  this  preefl  was  wonder  glad  and  fain. 

Certes,  quod  he,  nothing  anoieth  me 
To  lene  a  man  a  noble,  or  two,  or  three, 
Or  what  a  thing  were  in  my  pofTeffion, 
Whan  he  fo  trev/e  is  of  condition 
That  in  no  wife  he  breken  wol  his  day ; 
To  fwiche  a  man  I  can  never  fay  nay. 

What .?  quod  this  chanon,  fhuld  I  be  untrewe  ? 
Nay,  that  were  thing  fallen  al  of  the  newe  : 
Trouth  is  a  thing  that  I  wol  ever  kepe    ' 
Unto  the  day  in  which  that  I  fhal  crepe 
Into  my  grave,  and  elles  God  forbede  ! 
Beleveth  this  as  fiker  as  your  crede,    • 
God  thanke  I,  and  in  good  time  be  it  fayde, 
That  ther  n'as  never  man  yet  evil  apayde 
For  gold  ne  filver  that  lie  to  me  lent, 
Ne  never  falfliede  in  min  herte  I  ment. 

And,  Sire,  (quod  he)  now  of  my  pjivetee. 
Sin  ye  fo  goodlichhave  ben  unto  me. 
And  kithed  to  me  fo  gret  gentillefie, 
Somwhat  to  quiten  with  your  kindeneffe 
i  wol  you  fnewe,  and  if  you  luft  to  lere 
1  wol  you  techen  pleinly  die  mancre 

'  *  Tlicy  were  called  (innuelkrcs.  not  frrm  their  rfcev- 
jngaTyearly  Uip?nd,  as  the  Glofi".  exr^'i"''  't.  '^^^  '™"^ 
tlieir  being:  emp'.Dveii  fokly  in  li;if;ing  a;inuals  or  aanivcr- 
fary  mafie;.  lor  the  dead,  withoutany  cure  of  fouls. 


How  I  can  werken  In  philofophie  J 
Taketh  goodheed?  ye  fhuln  wel  fen  at  eye 
That  I  wol  do  a  maiftrie  or  I  go. 

Ye,  quod  the  preeft  ;  ye,  Sire,  and  wol  ye  fo  ? 
Mary,  therof  I  pray  you  hertily. 

At  your  commandement,  Sire,  trewely. 
Quod  the  chanon,  and  elles  God  forbede. 
L.0,  how  this  thefe  coude  his  fervice  bede 

Ful  foth  it  is  that  fwiche  profered  fervice 
Stinketh,  as  witneffen  thife  olde  wife, 
And  that  ful  fone  1  wol  it  verifie 
In  this  chanon,  rote  of  all  trecherie. 
That  evermore  delight  hath  and  gladnefle 
(Swiche  fendly  thoughtes  in  his  herte  empreiTe) 
Hovif  Criftes  peple  he  may  to  mefchief  bring  : 
God  kepe  us  from  his  falfe  diflimuling  ! 
Nought  wifte  this  preeft  with  whom  that  he  deltj 
Ne  of  his  harme  coming  nothing  he  felt. 
O  fely  preeft  !  o  fely  innocent ! 
With  covetife  anon  thou  flialt  be  blent ; 
O  graceles  !  ful  bhnd  is  thy  conceite. 
For  nothing  art  thou  v/are  of  the  difceite 
Which  that  this  fox  ylhapen  hath  to  thee  ; 
His  wily  wenches  thou  ne  niayft  not  flee  ; 
Wherfore  to  go  to  the  conclufion. 
That  referreth  to  thy  confufion, 
Unhappy  man  !  anon  I  wol  me  hie 
To  tellen  thin  unwit  and  thy  folie. 
And  eke  the  falfeneffe  of  that  other  wretch. 
As  ferforth  as  that  my  conning  will  ftretch. 

This  chanon  was  my  lord,  ye  wolden  wene  3 
Sire  Hofte,  in  faith,  and  by  the  heven  quene. 
It  v/as  another  chanon,  and  not  he 
That  can  an  hundred  part  more  fubtiltee  : 
He  hath  betraied  folkes  many  a  time  ; 
Of  his  falfeneffe  it  dulleth  me  to  rime  : 
Ever  whan  that  I  fpeke  of  his  falfliede 
For  ftiame  of  him  my  chekes  waxen  rede, 
Algates  theybeginnenforto  glowe, 
For  redeneffe  have  I  non,  right  wel  I  knowe, 
In  my  vifage,  for  fumes  diverfe 
Of  metals  which  ye  have  herd  me  reherfe 
Confumed  han  and  wafted  my  redneffe. 
Now  take  hede  of  this  chanons  curfednefle. 

Sire,  quod  the  chanon,  let  your  yeman  gon 
For  quikfilver,  that  we  it  had  anon, 
And  let  himbringen  unces  two  or  three, 
And  whan  he  cometh  as  fafte  fhul  ye  fee 
A  wonder  thing,  which  ye  faw  never  er  thi?. 
Sire,  quod  the  preeft,  it  flial  be  don  ywis. 
He  bad  his  fervant  fetchcn  him  this  thing, 
And  he  al  rcdy  was  at  his  bidding, 
And  Vvfent  him  forth,  and  came  anon  again, 
With  this  quikfdver,  fiiortly  for  to  fain, 
And  toke  thife  unces  three  to  the  chanoun. 
And  he  hem  laide  wel  and  faire  adoun, 
And  bad  the  fervant  coles  for  to  bring. 
That  he. anon  might  go  to  his  werking. 

The  coles  right  anon  Vireren  yfet, 
And  this  chanon  toke  out  a  croffelet 
Of  his  bofome,  and  fhewed  it  to  the  preeft* 
This  inftrument,  quod  he,  which  that  thou  ftefe 
Take  in  thyn  bond,  and  put  thyfeif  therin 
Of  this  quikfilver  an  unce,  and  here  begin 
In  the  name  of  Crift  to  v/ex  a  philofophre  ; 
^  Ther  be  ful  fewe  which  that  I  wolde  profrs 
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To  fliewen  hem  thus  muche  of  my  fcience  ; 
For  here  flml  ye  fee  by  experieiTce 
That  this  quikfilver  1  wol  mortifie 
Slight  in  your  fight  anon  withouten  lie, 
And  make  it  as  goodfilver  and  as  fine 
As  ther  is  any  in  your  purfe  or  mine 
Or  elles  wher,  and  make  it  maUiable, 
And  elles  holdeth  me  falfe  and  unable 
Amonges  folk  for  ever  to  appere. 

I  have  a  prouder  here,  that  coft  m«  derc, 
Shal  make  all  good,  for  it  i&  caufe  of  all 
My  conning  which  that  I  you  fliewen  fhall. 
Voideth  your  man,  and  let  him  be  therout, 
And  fliet  the  dore,  while  we  ben  about 
Our  privitee,  that  no  man  us  efpie 
"While  that  we  werke  in  this  philofophie. 

All  as  he  bade  fulfilled  was  in  dede  : 
This  like  fervant  anon  right  out  yede. 
And  his  maifler  fliette  the  dore  anon. 
And  to  hir  labour  fpedily  they  gon. 

This  preeft  at  this  curfed  chanons  bidding; 
Upon  the  fire  anon  he  fet  this  thing, 
And  blew  the  fire,  and  befied  him  ful  fait  ^ 
And  this  thanon  into  the  croffelet  caft 
A  pouder,  n'ot  I  never  wherof  it  was 
Ymade,  other  of  chalk,  other  of  glas. 
Or  fomwhat  elks,  was  not  worth  a  flicy 
To  blinden  with  this  pr'eelt,  and  bade  him  hie 
The  coles  for  to  couchen  all  above 
The  croffelet,  for  in  tokening  I  thee  love 
(Quod  this  chanon)  thine  owen  hondes  two 
Shal  werken  all  thing  which  that  here  is  do. 

Grand  mercy,  qilod  the  preeft,  and  was  ful  glad. 
And  couched  the  coles  as  the  chanon  bad ; 
And  while  he  befy  was  this  fendly  wretch, 
This  falfe  chanon,  (the  foule  fend  him  fetch) 
Out  of  his bofom  toke  a  bjchen  cole. 
In  which  ful  fubtilly  was  made  an  hole  j 
And  therin  put  was  of  filver  limaile 
An  uj>cey  and  flopped  was  withouten  faile 
The  hole  with  wax  to  keep  the  limaile  in. 

And  underftandeth  that  this  falfe  gin 
"Was  not  made  ther,  bur  it  was  made  before ; 
And  other  thinges  I  lliall  tell  you  more 
Hereafterward  v/hich  that  he  with  him  brought ; 
Er  he  came  ther  him  to  begile  he  thought. 
And  fo  he  did  or  that  they  went  atwin ; 
Til  he  had  torned  him  coud  he  not  blin. 
It  dulleth  me  whan  that  I  of  him  fpeke  ; 
On  his  falfliede  fain  wold  I  mc  awreke 
If  I  wift  how;    but  he  is  here  and  ther  : 
He  is  fo  variaunt  he  abit  no  wher. 

But  taketh  hede.  Sires,  now,  for  Goddes  love. 

He  toke  his  cole,  of  which  I  fpake  above, 

And  in  bis  bond  he  bare  it  prively. 

And  whiles  the  preeft  couched  befily 

The  coles,  as  I  tolde  you  er  this,. 

This  Chanpn  fayde  ;  Frend,  ye  don  amis ; 

This  is  not  couched  as  it  ought  to  be, 

J3ut  fone  I  flial  amenden  it,  quod  he. 

Kow  let  me  meddle  therwith  but  a  while, 

Fot  of  you  have  I  pitee  by  Seint  Gile. 

Ye  ben  right  hot ;  I  fee  wel  how  ye  fwete  ; 

Have  here  a  cloth  and  wipe  away  the  wete. 
And  whiles  that  the  preeft  wiped  his  face 

"ftiis  chanon  toke  his  cole  with  lory  grace, 


And  laied  it  above  on  the  midward 

Of  the  croffelet,  and  blew  wel  afterward. 

Til  that  the  coles  gonnen  faft  to  bren. 

Now  yeve  us  drinke,  quod  this  chanon,  then. 
As  fwithe  all  fhall  be  wel  I  undertake  : 
Sitte  we  dbun,  and  let  us  mery  make. 
And  whanne  that  this  chanones  bechen  cole 
Wes  brent  all  the  limaile  out  of  the  hole 
Into  the  croflelet  anon  fell  adoun  ; 
And  fo  jt  mufte  nedes  by  refoun. 
Sin  it  above  fo  even  couched  was, 
But  therof  wift  the  preeft  nothing,  alas ! 
He  denied  all  the  coles  ylike  good. 
For  of  the  Height  he  nothing  underftood. 

And  whan  this  alkymiftre  faw  his  time, 
Rifeth  up,  Sire  Preeft,  quod  he,  and  ftondeth  by  mcy 
And  for  I  wote  wel  ingot  have  ye  non, 
Goth,  walketh  forth,  and  bringeth  a  chalk  fton. 
For  I  wol  make  it  of  the  fame  fliap 
That  is  an  ingot,  if  I  may  have  hap  : 
Bring  eke  with  you  a  bolk  or  elles  a  panne 
Ful  of  water,  and  ye  fliul  wel  fee  thanne 
How  that  our  befineffe  fhal  thrive  and  preve  : 
And  yet,  for  ye  ftiul  have  no  mifbeleve 
Ne  wrong  conceit  of  me  in  your  abfence, 
I  ne  wol  not  ben  out  of  your  prefence. 
But  go  with  you,  and  come  with  you  again. 

The  chambre  door,  ftiortly  for  to  fain, 
They  opened  and  fhet,  and  went  hir  wey. 
And  forth  with  hem  they  earied  the  key, 
And  camen  again  withouten  any  delay. 
What  fhuld  I  tarien  all  the  longe  day  ? 
He  toke  the  chalk,  and  ftiope  it  in  the  wife 
Of  an  ingot,  as  I  fhal  you  devife ; 
I  fay  he  toke  out  of  his  owen  fleve 
A  teine  of  filver  (yvel  mote  he  cheve) 
Which  ttiat  ne  was  but  a  juft  unce  of  weight : 
And  taketh  heed  now  of  his  curfed  fleight ; 
He  fliop  his  ingot  in  length  and  in  brede 
Of  thilke  teine,  withouten  any  drede, 
So  flily  that  the  preeft  it  not  efpide. 
And  in  his  fleve  again  he  gan  it  hide. 
And  from  the  fire  he  toke  up  his  matere. 
And  in  the  ingot  it  put  with  mery  chere, . 
And  in  thi  water-veflel  he  it  caft 
Whan  that  him  lift,  and  bad  the  preeft  as  faft 
Loke  what  ther  is  ;  put  in  thin  hond  and  grope  '^ 
Thou  flialt  ther  finden  filver,  as  I  hope. 
What,  divel  of  belle !  fliuld  it  elles  be  ? 
Shaving  of  filver,  filver  is  parde. 

He  put  his  hond  in  and  toke  up  a  teine 
Of  filver  fine,  and  glad  in  every  veine 
Was  this  preeft  whan  he  faw  that  it  was  fo. 
Goddes  blefllng,  and  his  mothers  alfo. 
And  alle  Halwes,  have  ye,  Sire  Chanon  ! 
Sayde  this  preeft,  and  I  hir  malifon, 
But  and  ye  vouchefauf  to  techen  me 
This  noble  eraft  and  this  fubtilitee 
I  wol  be  your  in  alle  that  ever  I  may. 

Quod  the  chanon.  Yet  wol  I  make  affay 
The  fecond  time,  that  ye  mow  taken  hede',. 
And  ben  expert  of  this,  and  in  your  nede 
Another  day  affay  in  min  abfence 
This  difcipline  and  this  crafty  fcience. 
Let  take  another  unce,  quod  he  tho. 
Of  quikfilver,  without  en  wordca  raa^. 
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And  do  thenVitli  as  ye  have  doh  er  this 
With  that  other  which  that  now  filver  is. 

The  preeft  him  befieth  all  that  ever  he  can 
To  don  as  this  chanon,  this  curfed  man, 
Commandeth  him,  and  fafte  blewe  the  fire 
For  to  come  to  the  efledl  of  his  defire  ; 
And  this  chanon  right  in  the  mene  whik 
Al  redy  was  this  preeft  eft  to  begile, 
And  for  a  countenance  in  his  hond  bare 
An  holow  ftikke,  (take  kepe  and  beware) 
In  the  ende  of  which  an  iince  and  no  more 
Of  fdver  limaile  put  was,  as  before 
Was  in  his  cole,  and  {topped  with  wax  wel 
For  to  kepe  in  his  limaile  every  del ; 
And  while  this  preeft  was  in  his  befinefle-  ■ 
This  chanon  with  his  ftikke  gan  him  drefle 
To  him  anon,  and  his  pouder  caft  in 
As  he  did  erft,  (the  devil  out  of  his  Ikin 
liim  torne,  1  pray  to  God,  for  his  falfhede, 
For  he  was  ever  falfe  in  thought  and  dede) 
And  with  his  ftikke  above  the  croffelet. 
That  \yas  ordained  with  that  falfe  get. 
He  ftirreth  the  coles  til  relenten  gan 
The  wax  again  the  fire,  as  every  man 
But  he  a  fool  be  wote  wel  it  mote  nede, 
And  all  that  in  the  ftikke  was  out  yede, 
And  in  the  croffelet  haftily  it  felL 

Now,  goode  Sires,  what  wol  ye  bet  than  wel  ? 
Whan  that  this  preeft  was  thus  begiled  again, ' 
Suppofing  nought  but  trouthe,  foth  to  fain, 
He  was  lb  glad  that  I  can  not  expreffe 
In  no  manere  his  mirth  and  his  gladnefTc, 
And  to  the  chanon  he  profered  eftfone 
Body  and  goed.  Ye,  quod  the  chanon,  fone. 
Though  poure  1  be,  crafty  thou  Ihah  me  finde  : 
1  warne  thee  wel  yet  is  ther  mor  behinde. 
Is  ther  any  coper  here  within  ?  fayd  he  ? 
Ye,  Sire,  quod  the  preeft,  I  trow  ther  be. 

Elles  go  beie  us  fom,  and  that  as  fwithe. 
Now,  goode  Sire,  go  forth  thy  way  and  hie  the. 

He  v/ent  his  wa]^,  and  with  the  coper  he  came 
And  this  chanon  it  in  his  hondes  name. 
And  of  that  coper  weycd  out  an  unce. 
To  fimple  is  my  tonge  to  pronounce, 
As  minifter  of  my  wit,  the  doublenelfe 
Of  this  chanon,  rote  of  all  curfedneffe  : 
He  femed  frendly  to  hem  that  knew  him  nought. 

But  he  was  fendly  both  in  werk  and  thought.       ^ 

It  werieth  me  to  tell  of  his  faifenelTe, 

And  natheles  yet  wol  I  it  expreffe, 

To  that  entent  men  may  bev/are  therby. 

And  for  non  other  caufe  trewely. 
He  put  this  coper  into  the  crofl'elet, 

And  on  the  fire  as  fwithe  he  hath  it  fet, 

And  caft  in  pouder,  and  made  the  preeft  to  blow, 

And  in  his  werking  for  to  ftoupen  low 

As  he  did  erft,  and  all  n'as  but  a  jape; 

Right  as  him  lift  the  preeft  he  made  his  ape  ; 

And  afterward  in  the  ingot  he  it  caft, 

And  in  the  panne  put  it  at  the  laft 

Of  water,  and  in  he  put  his  owen  hond  .• 

And  in  his  fleve,  as  ye  beforen  hond 

Herde  me  telle,  he  had  a  filver  teine ; 

He  flily  toke  it  out,  this  curfed  heine, 


(Unweting  this  preeft  of  his  falfe  >eraft) 
And  in  the  pannes  bottom  he  it  laft,' 
And  in  the  water  rombleth  to  and  Iro, 
And  wonder  prively  toke  up  alfo 
I'he  coper  teine,  (not  knowing'thiJke  preeft) 
And  hid  it,  and  him  hcnte  by  tl>e  breft, 
And  to  him  fpake,  and  thus  faid  in  his  game  ; 
Stoupeth  adoun;  by  God  ye  be  to  blame ; 
Hclpeth  me  now,  as  I  did  you  whilere  ; 
Put  in  your  hond,  and  loketh  what  is  there. 
This  preeft  toke  up  this  filver  teine  anon  ; 
And  thanne  faid  the  chanon,  I^et  us  gon 
With  thife  three  teines  which  that  weJian  wrtjugha 
To  fom  goldfmith,  and  wete  if  they  ben  oufht, 
For  by  my  faith  I  n'olde  for  my  hood 
But  if  they  weren  filver  fine  and  good, 
And  that  as  fwithe  wel  preved  ftial  it  be. 

Unto  the  goldfmith  with  thife  teines  three 
They  went  anon,  and  put  hem  in  affay 
To  fire  and  hammer  :  m^ght  no  man  fay  nay 
But  that  they  weren  as  hem  ought  to  be. 

This  foted  preeft,  who  was  gladder  than  he  ? 
Was  never  brid  gladder  agains  the  day, . 
Ne  nightingale  in  the'fefon  of  May    ^ 
Was  never  non  that  lift  better  to.fing-, 
Ne  lady  luftierin  carolling. 
Or  for  to  fpeke  of  love  and  womanhedc, 
Ne  knight  in  armes  don  a  hardy  dede 
To  ftonden  in  grace  of  his  lady  dere, 
Than  hadde  this  preeft  this  traft  for  to  lere  ; 
And  to  the  chanon  thus  he  fpake  and  feid  : 
For  the  love  of  God  that  for  us  alle  de'id. 
And  as  I  may  deferve  it  unto  you. 
What  fhal  this  receit  coft  ?  telleth  me  now. 

By  our  Lady,  quod  this  chanon,  it  is  derc. 
I  warne  you  wel  that  fave  1  and  a  frere 
In  Englelond  ther  can  no  man  it  make. 

No  force,  quod  he :  now.  Sire,  for  Goddes  foke 
What  fhall  1  pay  ?  telleth  me  I  you  pray. 

Ywis,  quod  he,  it  is  ful  dere  I  fay. 
Sire,  at  o  word,  if  that  you  lift  it  have 
Ye  fhal  pay  forty  pound,  fo  God  me  fave  ; 
And  n'erc  the  frendfiiip  that  ye  did  er  this 
To  me  ye  fhulden  payen  more  ywis. 

This  preeft  the  fum  of  fourty  pound  anon 
Of  nobles  fet,  and  toke  hem  evcnch  on 
To  this  chanon  for  this  ilke  receit.  \ 

AH  his  werking  n'as  but  fraud  and  deceit. 

Sire  Preeft,  he  faid,  I  kepe  for  to  have  no  loos 
Of  my  craft,  for  I  wold  it  w^re  kept  cloos, 
And  as  ye  love  me  kepeth  it  fecree. 
For  if  men  knewen  all  my  fubtiltee, 
By  God  they  wolden  have  fo  gret  envie 
To  me,  becaufe  of  my  pJiilofophic, 
I  fhuld  be  ded,  that  were  non  other  way. 

God  it  forbede,  quod  the  preeft,  what  ye  fay  i 
Yet  had  I  lever  fpenden  all  the  good 
Which  that  I  have  (and  elles  v/ere  I  wood) 
Than  that  ye  fliuld  fallen  in  fwiche  mifchefe. 

For  your  good  will, Sire, have  ye  right  good  prefe. 
Quod  the  chanon  ;  and  farewcl,  grand  mercy. 
He  v/ent  his  way,  and  never  the  preeft  him  fey 
After  that  day.  And  whan  tliat  this  preeft  ftiold 
Maken  afiay,  at  fwiche  time  as  he  wold. 
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Of  this  recpit,  farewell  itn'old  not  be. 
liO,  thus  bejaped  and  begiled  wjis  he  ; 
Thus  maketh  he  his  introduction 
To  bringen  folk  tp  hir  deftrmftion. 

Confidereth,  Sires,  how  that  in  eche  eftat 
Betwixen  men  and  gold  ther  is  debat, 
So  ferforth  that  unnethcs  is  ther  non. 
This  multiplying  fo  blint  many  on 
That  in  good  faith  I  trowe  that  it  be 
The  caufe  greteft  of  fwiche  fcarfitee. 
Thife  philofophres  fpekc  fo  miftily 
In  this  craft  that  men  cannot  come  therby 
For  any  wit  that  men  have  now  adayes  : 
They  mow  wel  cluiteren  as  don  thife  jayes, 
And  in  hir  termes  fethir  lull  and  peine. 
But  to  hir  purpos  ftiul  they  never  attcine. 
A  man  may  lightly  lerne,  if  he  have  ought, 
To  multiplie  and  bring  his  good  to  nought, 
Lo,  fwiche  a  lucre  is  in  this  lufty  game 
A  mannes  mirth  it  wol  turne  al  to  grame. 
And  emptien  alfo  gret  and  hevy  purfes, 
And  maken  folk  for  to  purchafen  curfes 
Of  hem  that  han  thei-to  hir  good  ylent. 
O,  fy  for  fliame  1  they  that  han  be  brent, 
Alas !  can  they  not  flee  the  fires  hete  ? 
Ye  that  it  ufe  1  rede  that  ye  it  lete, 
Left  ye  lefe  all;  for  bet  than  never  is  late : 
Never  to  thriven  were  to  long  a  date  : 
Though  ye  proll  ay  ye  fliul  it  never  find  ; 
Ye  ben  as  bold  as  is  Bayard  the  blind, 
That  blondereth  forth,  and  peril  cafteth  non  j 
He  is  as  bold  to  renne  agains  a  fton 
As  for  to  go  befides  in  the  way  : 
So  faren  ye  that  multiplien  I  fay. 
If  that  your  eyen  cannot  feen  aright 
Loketh  that  youre  mind  lacke  not  his  fight. 
For  though  ye  loke  never  fo  brode,  and  ftare. 
Ye  fliuln  not  win  a  mite  on  that  chaffare. 
But  waften  all  that  ye  imay  rape  and  renne. 
Withdraw  the  fire  left  it  to  faile  brenne ; 
Medleth  no  more  with  that  art  I  mene, 
For  if  ye  don  your  thrift  is  gon  ful  clene  : 
And  right  as  fwithe  I  wol  you  tellen  here 
What  philofophres  fain  in  this  matere.. 

Lo,  thus  faith  Arnolde  of  the  newe  toun, 
As  his  Rofarie  maketh  mentioun  ; 
He  faith  right  thus,  withouten  any  lie, 
Ther  may  no  man  Mercuric  mortifie 
But  it  be  with  his  brothers  know  lech  ing. 

Lo,  hpw  that  he  which  firfte  faid  this  thing 


Of  philofophres  father  was,  Herme?? 

He  faith  how  that  the  dragon  douteks 

Ne  4ieth  not  but  if  tljat  he  be  flain 

With  his  brother,;  and  this  is  for  to  fajn 

By  the  dragon  Mercery  and  non  other 

He  underiftood,  and  Brimftone  by  his  brother, 

That  out  of  Sole  and  Luna  were  ydrawe. 

And  therfor,  faid  he.  Take  heed  to  iny  fawe: 
Let  no  man  befie  him  this  art  to  feche 
But  if  that  he  the  entention  and  fpeche 
Of  philofophres  underftonden  can. 
And  if  he  do  he  is  a  lewed  man  ;    , 
For  this  fcience  and  this  conning  (quod  he) 
Is  of  the  fecree  of  fecrees  parde. 

Alfo  ther  was  a  difciple  of  Plato 
That  on  a,  time  faid  his  maifter  to. 
As  his  book  Senior  wol  here  witneffe, 
And  this  vvas  his  demand  in  fothfaftneffej 
Telle  rtie  the  name  of  thilk^  privee  ftpn. 

And  Plato  anfwerd  unto  him  anon  ; 
Take  the  fton  that  Titanos  men  name. 
Which  is  that  ?  quod  he.  Magnetia  is  the  fame 
Saide  Plato.     Ye,  Sire,  and  is  it  thus  ? 
This  is  ignotum  per  ignotiuSf 
What  is  niagnetia,  good  Sire,  I  pray  ? 

It  is  a  water  that  is  made,  I  fay. 
Of  the  elementes  foure,  quod  Plato. 
Tell  me  the  rote,  good  Sire,  quod  he  tho, 
Of  that  v/ater,  if  that  it  be  your  will. 

Nay,  nay,  quod  Plato,  certain  that  I  n'ill  3 
The  philofophres  were  fworne  everich  on 
That  they  nc  fliuld  difcover  it  unto  non, 
Ne  in  no  book  it  write  in  no  manere. 
For  unto  God  it  is  fo  lefe  and  dere 
That  he  wol  not  that  it  difcovered  be 
But  wher  it  liketh  to  his  deitee 
Man  for  to  enfpire,  and  eke  for  to  defende 
Whom  that  him  Hketh  ;  lo,  this  is  the  ende. 

Than  thus  conclude  I ;  fin  that  God  of  hefea 
Ne  wol  cot  that  the  philofophres  neven 
How  that  a  man  Ihal  come  unto  this  fton, 
I  rede  as  for  the  beft  to  let  it  gon  ; 
For  who  fo  maketh  God  his  adverfary. 
As  for  to  werken  any  thing  in  contrary 
Of  his  will,  certes  never  flial  he  thrive, 
Though  that  he  multiply  terme  of  his  live- 
And  ther  a  point,  for  ended  is  my  Tale. 
God  fend  every  good  man  bote  of  his  bale  ' 
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Wete  ye  not  whcr  ftondeth  a  litel  touii 

Which  that  ycleped  is  Bob-up-and-doun, 

Under  the  Blee  in  Canterbury  way  ? 

Ther  gan  our  hofte  to  jape  and  to  play, 

And  fayde  ;  Sires,  what  ?  Dun  is  in  the  mire  ; 

Is  ther  no  man  for  praiere  ne  for  hire 

That  wol  awaken  our  felaw  behind  ? 

A  thefe  him  might  ful  lightly  rob  and  bind  ; 

See  how  he  nappeth,  fee,  for  cockes  bones, 

As  he  wold  fallen  from  bis  hors  atones. 

Is  that  a  coke  of  London,  with  mefchance  ? 

Do  him  come  forth,  he  knoweth  his  penance. 

For  he  flial  tell  a  Tale  by  my  fey, 

Although  it  be  not  worth  a  hotel  hey. 

Awake,  thou  coke,  quod  he  ;  God  yeve  the  forwe, 

What  aileth  thee  to  flepen  by  the  morwe  ? 

Haft  thou  had  fleen  al  night,  or  art  thou  dronke  ? 

Or  haft  thou  with  fom  quene  al  night  yfwonke 

So  that  thou  mgyft  not  hplden  up  thin  hed  ? 

This  coke,  that  was  ful  pale  and  nothing  red, 
Sayd  to  our  Hofte  ;  So  God  my  foule  bleffe, 
As  ther  is  falle  on  me  fwiche  hevineffe, 
N'ot  I  nat  why,  that  me  were  lever  to  flepe 
Than  the  beft  gallon  wine  that  is  in  Chepe. 

Wei,  quod  the  Manciple,  if  it  may  don  efe 
To  thee,  Sire  Coke,  and  to  no  wight  difplefe 
Which  that  hire  rideth  in  this  compagnie, 
And  that  our  Hofte  wol  of  his  curtefie  ; 
I  wol  as  now  excufe  thee  of  thy  Tale, 
For  in  good  faith  thy  vifage  is  ful  pale  : 
Thin  eyen  dafen,  fothly  as  me  thinketh. 
And  wel  I  wot  thy  breth  ful  (oure  ftinketh, 
That  flieweth  wel  thou  art  not  wel  difpofed  : 
Of  me  certain  thou  flialt  not  ben  yglofed. 
See  hov/  he  galpeth,  lo,  this  dronken  wight, 
As  though  he  wold  us  fwalow  anon  right ! 
Hold  clofe  thy  mouth,  man,  by  thy  father  kin  ; 
The  devil  of  helle  fet  his  foot  therin, 
Thy  curfed  breth  enfecften  wol  us  alle  : 
Fy,  ftinking  fwine  !  fy,  foul  mote  thee  bafalle  ! 
A  !  taketh  heed,  Sires,  of  this  lufty  man. 
Now,  fwete  Sire  !  wol  ye  juft  at  the  fan  ? 
Therto  me  thinketh  ye  be  wel  yftiape  : 
I  trow  that  ye  have  dronken  Vv'in  of  ape, 
And  that  is  whan  men  playen  with  a  ftraw. 

And  with  this  fpeche  the  coke  waxed  all  wraw, 
And  on  the  Manciple  he  gan  not  faft 
For  lacke  of  ff^che^  a^d  doun  hh  hors  hj^a  caft. 


Wher  as  he  lay  til  that  men  him  up  toke  ? 
This  was  a  faire  chivachee  of  a  coke  : 
Alas  that  he  ne  had  hold  him  by  his  ladel  i 
And  ^r  that  he  agen  were  in  the  fadel 
Ther  was  gret  flioving  bothe  to  and  fro 
To  lift  him  up,  and  mochgl  care  and  wc. 
So  unweldy  was  this  fely  palled  goft  ; 
And  to  the  Manciple  then  fpajce  our  Hoft. 
Becaufe  that  drinke  hath  domination 
Upon  this  man,  by  my  falvation 
I  trowe  he  lewedly  wol  tell  his  Tale  ; 
For  wer  it  win  or  old  or  moifty  ale 
That  he  hath  dronke  he  fpeketh  in  his  nofe. 
And  fnefeth  faft,  and  eke  he  hath  the  pofe  ; 
He  alfo  hath  to  don  more  than  ynough 
To  keep  him  on  his  capel  out  of  the  flough 
And  if  he  fclle  from  of  his  capel  eftfone 
Than  fliul  we  alle  have  ynough  to  done 
In  lifting  up  his  hevy  dronken  ccrs. 
Tell  on  thy  Tale,  of  him  make  I  no  force. 

But  yet.  Manciple,  in  faith  thou  art  to  nice 
Thus  openly  to  repreve  him  of  his  vice  ; 
Another  day  he  wol  paraventure 
Recleimen  thee,  and  bring  thee  to  the  lure  J 
I  menc  he  fpeken  wol  of  fmale  thinges. 
As  for  to  pinchen  at  thy  rekeninges. 
That  were  not  honeft  if  it  came  to  prefe. 

Quod  the  Manciple, That  were  a  gret  mefchefe^ 
So  might  he  lightly  bring  me  in  the  fnare  ; 
Yet  had  I  lever  payen  for  the  mare 
Which  he  writ  on  than  he  ftiuld  with  me  ftrivc  : 
I  wol  not  wrathen  him,  fo  mote  I  thrive  : 
That  that  I  fpake  I  fayd  it  in  my  bourd 
And  wete  ye  what  ?  I  have  here  in  my  gourd 
A  draught  of  win,  ye  of  a  ripe  grape, 
And  right  anon  ye  ftiul  feen  a  good  jape; 
This  coke  fh.al  drinke  therof  if  that  I  may  ; 
Up  peine  of  my  lif  he  wol  not  fay  nay. 

And  certainly,  to  tellen  as  it  was, 
Of  this  veffell  the  coke  dranke  faft,  (afas ! 
What  nedeth  It  ?  he  dranke  ynough  beforne) 
And  whan  he  hadde  pouped  in  his  home 
To  the  Manciple  he  toke  the  gourd  again; 
And  of  that  drinke  the  cojse  was  wonder  f^in, 
And  thonked  him  in  fwiche  wife  as  he  coude. 

Than  gan  our  Hofte  to  laughen  wonder  lou^e 
And  fayd;  I  fee  wel  it  is  neceffary 
Wher  that  we  o;on  good  drinke  with  us  to  cary, 


>^ 


17a  THE    MANCIPLES    PROLOGUE. 

For  that  wol  turnen  rancour  and  difefe  |  Worfliip  and  thonke  be  to  tliy  deitce 


To  accord  and  love,  and  many  a  wrong  apefe 

O  Bacchus,  Bacchus  !  bleffed  be  thy  name, 
That  fo  canft  turnen  ernell  into  game  ; 


Of  that  matere  ye  get  no  more  of  me. 
Tale  on  thy  Tale,  Manciple,  I  thee  pray. 

Wei,  Sire,  quod  he,  now  herkeneth  what  I  fay. 


THE  MANCIPLES  TALE* 


VV  HAN  Phebus  dwelled  here  in  erth  adoun, 
As  olde  bookes  maken  mentioun. 
He  was  the  mofle  lufty  bacheler 
Of  all  this  world,  and  eke  the  bell  archer  : 
He  flow  Phiton  the  ferpent  as  he  lay 
Sleping  agains  the  fonne  upon  a  day, 
And  many  another  noble,  worthy  dede 
He  with  his  bow  wrought,  as  men  mowen  rede. 

Playen  be  coude  on  every  minftralcie, 
And  fmgen  that  it  was  a  melodie 
To  he'ren  of  his  clere  vols  the  foun  : 
Certes  the  King  of  Thebes  Amphioun, 
That  with  his  fmging  walled  the  citee, 
Coud  never  fingen  half  fe  wel  as  he. 
Therto  he  was  the  fenieliefte  man 
That  is  or  was  fithen  the  world  began. 
'What  nedeth  it  his  feture  to  defcrive  ? 
For  in  this  world  n'is  non  fo  faire  on  live  ; 
He  was  therwith  fulfilled  of  gentilleffe. 
Of  honour,  and  of  parfite  worthineffe. 

This  Phebus,  that  was  floure  of  bachelerie, 
As  wel  in  fredom  as  in  chivalrie, 
For  his  difport,  in  figne  eke  of  vidorle 
Of  Phiton,  fo  as  telleth  us  the  ftorie, 
"Was  wont  to  beren  in  his  bond  a  bowe. 
Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  crowe. 
Which  in  a  cage  he  foftred  many  a  day. 
And  taught  it  fpeken,  as  men  teche  a  jay. 
Whit  was  this  crowe,  as  is  a  fnow-whit  fwan, 
And  contrefete  the  fpeche  of  every  man 
He  coude  whan  he  fhulde  tell  a  tale  : 
Therwith  in  all  this  world  no  nigluingale 
Ne  coude  by  an  hundred  thoufand  del 
Singen  fo  wonder  merily  and  wel. 

Now  had  this  Phebus  in  his  hous  a  wif 
Which  that  he  loved  more  than  his  lif. 
And  night  and  day  did  ever  his  diligence 
Hire  for  to  plefs  and  don  hire  reverence  ; 
Save  only,  if  that  I  the  foth  fhal  fain, 
Jelous  he  was,  and  world  have  kept  hire  fain, 

*  Phoebus  kepeth  a  white  crow  which  can  fpeak  as  a  jay. 
The  crow  accufeth  his  wife,  of  whom  he  was  too  jealoufe, 
to  have  played  falfe  in  his  ahtence  ;  hereupon  with  an 
arrow  he  flayethhis  wife  but  after  repenting  of  his  rath- 
ncfs  he  taketli  revenge  of  the  crow.    Urry. 


For  him  were  loth  yjaped  for  to  be. 

And  fo  is  every  wight  in  fwiche  degree  t 

But  all  for  nought,  for  it  availeth  nought. 

A  good  wif,  that  is  clene  of  werk  and  thought, 

Shuld  not  be  kept  in  non  await  certain  ; 

And  trewely  the  labour  is  in  vain 

To  kepe  a  ftirewe,  for  it  wol  not  be. 

This  hold  1  for  a  veray  nicetee 

To  fpillen  labour  for  to  kepen  wives  ; 

Thus  writen  olde  clerkes  in  hir  lives. 

But  now  to  purpos  as  I  firft  began.  « 

This  worthy  Phebus  doth  all  that  he  can 
To  plefen  hire,  wening  thurgh  fwiche  plefance. 
And  for  his  manhood  and  his  governance. 
That  no  man  fhulde  put  him  from  hire  grace ; 
But  God  it  wote  ther  may  no  man  embrace 
As  to  deftreine  a  thing  which  that  Nature 
Hath  naturelly  fet  in  a  creature. 

Take  any  brid  and  put  it  in  a  cage, 
And  do  all  thin  entente  and  thy  corage 
To  fofter  it  tendrely  with  mete  and  drinkc 
Of  alle  deintees  that  thou  canft  bethinke. 
And  kepe  it  al  fo  clenely  as  thou  may. 
Although  the  cage  of  gold  be  never  fo  gay. 
Yet  had  this  brid  by  twenty  thoufand  fold 
Lever  in  a  foreft  that  is  wilde  and  cold 
Gon  eten  wormes  and  fwiche  wretchednelTe  : 
For  ever  this  brid  will  don  his  befineffe 
To  efcape  out  of  his  cage  whan  that  he  may ; 
His  libertee  the  brid  defireth  ay. 

Let  take  a  cat,  and  fofter  hire  with  milke 
And  tendre  fiefli,  and  make  hire  couche  of  filke. 
And  let  hire  fee  a  mous  go  by  the  wall, 
Anon  fhe  weiveth  milke  and  flefh  and  all. 
And  every  deintee  that  is  in  that  hous, 
Swiche  appetit  hath  fhe  to  ete  the  mous. 
Lo,  here  hath  kind  hire  domination, 
And  appetit  flemeth  difcretion. 

A  flie-wolf  hath  alfo  a  vilains  kind  ; 
The  lewedefte  wolf  that  fhe  may  find, 
Or  left  of  reputation,  wol  the  take 
In  time  whan  hire  loft  to  have  a  make. 

All  thife  enfanipl<;s  fpeke  I  by  thife  men 
That  ben  untrewe,  and  nothing  by  women ; 
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F»r  men  have  ever  a  likerous  appetit 
On  lower  thing  to  parfdrme  hir  delit 
Than  on  hir  wives,  be  they  never  fo  faire, 
Ne  never  fo  trewe,  ne  fo  debonaire. 
Flefti  is  fo  nev/efangle,  with  mefchance. 
That  we  ne  con  in  nothing  have  plefance 
That  founeth  unto  vertue  any  while. 

This  Phebus,  which  that  thought  upon  no  gile, 
Difceived  was  for  all  his  jolitee. 
For  under  him  another  hadde  Ihe, 
A  man  of  litel  reputation, 
Nought  worth  to  Phebus  in  comparifon  : 
The  more  harme  is  :  it  happeth  often  fo. 
Of  which  ther  cometh  mochel  harme  and  wo. 

And  fo  befell  whan  Phebus  was  abfent 
His  wif  anon  hath  for  hire  lemman  fent. 
Hire  lemman  !  certes  that  is  a  knavifli  fpeche  ; 
Foryeve  it  me,  and  that  I  you  befeche  ; 

The  wife  Plato  fayth,  as  ye  mow  rede, 
The  word  mufl:  nede  accorden  wit  the  dede  : 
If  men  fhul  tellen  proprely  a  thing 
The  word  muft  cofin  be  to  the  werking. 
I  am  a  boiftous  man,  right  thus  fay  T; 
Ther  is  no  difference  trewely 
Betwixt  a  wif  that  is  of  high  degree 
(If  of  hire  body  difhoneft  Ihe  be) 
And  any  poure  wenche,  other  than  this, 
(If  it  fo  be  they  werken  both  amis) 
But  for  the  gentil  is  in  eftat  above 
She  fhal  be  cleped  his  Lady  and  his  Love, 
And  for  that  other  is  a  poure  woman 
She  flial  be  cleped  his  Wenche  and  his  Lemman ; 
And  God  it  wote,  mine  owen  dere  brother  ! 
Men  lay  as  low  that  on  as  lith  that  other. 

Right  fo  betwixt  a  titleles  tiraunt 
And  an  outlawe,  or  eUes  a  thefe  erraunt, 
The  fame  I  fay  ;  ther  is  no  difference, 
(To  Alexander  told  was  this  fentence) 
But  for  the  tyrant  is  of  greter  might 
By  force  of  meine  for  to  fie  doun  right. 
And  brennen  hous  and  hom,  and  make  all  plain, 
Lo,  therfore  is  he  cleped  a  Capitain  ; 
And  for  the  outlawe  hath  but  fmale  meine, 
And  may  not  do  fo  gret  an  harme  as  he, 
Ne  bring  a  contree  to  fo  gret  raefchiefe. 
Men  clepen  him  an  Outlawe  or  a  Thefe. 

But  for  I  am  a  man  not  textuel 
I  wol  not  tell  of  textes  never  a  del ; 
I  wol  go  to  my  Tale  as  I  began. 

Whan  Phebus  wif  had  fent  for  hire  lemman 
Anon  they  wroughten  all  hir  lufl  volage. 
This  white  crowe,  that  heng  ay  in  the  cage. 
Beheld  hir  werke,  and  fayde  never  a  word  ; 
And  whan  that  home  was  come  Phebus  the  lord 
This  crowe  fong  Cuckow,  cuckow,  ci],ckow  ! 

What?  br id,  quod  Phebus,  what  fong  fingeftthou 
Ne  were  thou  wont  fo  merily  to  hng,  [now  ? 

That  to  my  herte  it  was  a  rejoyfing 
To  here  thy  vois  ?  Alas  !  what  fong  Is  this  ! 

By  God,  quod  he,  I  fmge  not  amis. 
phebus,  (quod  he)  for  all  thy  worthinefTe, 
For  all  thy  beautee  and  all  thy  gentillcffe, 
For  all  thy  fong-  and  all  thy  minltralcie, 
for  3II  thy  waiting,  blercd  is  thin  eye 


With  nn  of  litel  reputation, 

Not  worth  to  thee  as  in  comparifon 

The  mountance  of  a  gnat,  fo  mote  I  thrive. 

For  on  thy  bedde  thy  wif  I  faw  him  fwive.    ^  ' 

What  wol  you  more  ?  the  crowe  anon  him  told. 
By  fade  tokenes  and  by  wordes  bold. 
How  that  his  wif  had  don  hire  lecherie 
Him  to  gret  fhame  and  to  gret  vilanie, 
And  told  him  oft  he  fawe  it  with  his  cyen. 

This  Phebus  gaii  awayward  for  to  wrien  : 
Him  thought  his  woful  herte  braft  atwo  ; 
His  bowe  fie  bent,  and  fet  therin  a  flo. 
And  in  his  ire  he  hath  his  wif  yflain  : 
This  is  the  effeft,  ther  is  no  more  to  fain  ; 
For  forwe  of  which  he  brake  his  minftralcie. 
Both  harpe  and  lute,  giterne  and  fautrie. 
And  eke  he  brake  his  arwes  and  his  bowe. 
And  after  that  thus  fpake  he  to  the  crowe  : 

Traitour,  quod  he,  with  tonge  of  fcorpion 
Thou  haft  me  brought  to  my  confufion  : 
Alas  that  1  was  wrought!  why  n'ere  I  dede  I 

O  derc  wif,  o  gemme  of  luftyhede ! 
That  were  to  me  fo  fade  and  eke  fo  trewe. 
Now  liefl  thou  ded,  with  face  pale  of  hewe^ 
Ful  gilteles,  that  durft  I  fwere  ywis. 

O  rakel  bond  !  to  do  fo  foule  a  mis  ; 
^O  troubled  wit,  o  ire  rcccheles  ! 
That  unadvifed  fmiteft  gliteles  : 

0  wantruft !  ful  of  falfe  fufpecion,  ' 
Wher  was  thy  wit  and  thy  difcretion  ? 

O  !  every  man  beware  of  rakelneffe, 
Ne  trowe  no  thing  withouten  flrong  witnelTc  : 
Smite  not  to  fone  er  that  ye  weten  why, 
And  beth  avifed  wel  and  fikerly 
Or  ye  do  any  execution 
Upon  your  ire  for  fufpecion. 
Alas !  a  thoufand  folk  hath  rakel  ire 
Fully  fordon,  and  brought  hem  in  the  mire. 
Alas  !  for  forwe  I  wol  myfelven  fie.  ' 

And  to  the  crowe,  O  falfe  thefe  !  faid  he, 

1  wol  thee  quite  anon  thy  falfe  tale ; 
Thou  fong  whilom  like  any  nightingale. 
Now  fhalt  tliou,  faife  thefe,  thy  fong  forgon. 
And  eke  thy  white  fethers  everich  on, 

Ne  never  in  all  thy  lif  ne  fhalt  thou  fpeke ; 
Thus  fhul  men  on  a  traitour  ben  awreke. 
Thou  and  thin  offspring  ever  fliul  be  blakc, 
Ne  never  fwete  noife  fhul  ye  make. 
But  ever  crie  ageins  tempeft  and  rain. 
In  token  that  thurgh  thee  my  wif  is  flain. 

And  to  the  crowe  he  llert,  and  that  anori. 
And  pulled  his  white  fethers  everich  on, 
And  made  him  blak,  and  raft  him  all  his  fong 
And  eke  his  fpeche,  and  out  at  dore  him  flong 
Unto  the  devil,  which  I  him  betake; 
And  for  this  caufe  ben  alle  crowes  blake, 

Lordings,  by  this  enfample  I  you  pray 
Beth  ware,  and  taketh  kepe  what  that  ye  fay,. 
Ne  telleth  never  man  in  all  your  lif 
How  that  another  man  hath  dight  his  wif; 
He  wol  you  haten  mortally  certain. 
Dan  Salomon,  as  wife  clerkesfain, 
Techeth  a  man  to  kepe  his  tonge  wel ; 
Bat,  as  I  fayd,  I  ani  no  textuel; 
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Eut  natheles  thus  tauglite  mc  my  dame  ; 

My  fone,  thinke  on  the  crowe  a  G&ddes  name  : 

My  fone,  kepe  wel  thy  tonge,  and  kepe  thy  frend ; 

A  wicked  tonge  is  worfe  than  a  fend  : 

My  fone^  from  afende  men  ijiay  hem  bleffe  : 

My  fone,  God  of  his  endeles  goodnefle 

Walled  a  tonge  with  teeth,  and  lippes  eke, 

For  man  fliuld  him  avifen  what  hq  fpeke  : 

My  fone,  ful  often  for  to  mpchel  fpeche 

Hath  many  a  man  ben  fpilt,  as  clerkes  teche, 

But  for  a  litel  fpeche  avifedly 

Is  no  man  ilient,  to  fpeken  generally  : 

My  fone,  thy  tonge  fhuldeft  thou  reftreine 

At  alle  time,  but  whan  thou  doft  thy  peine 

To  fpeke  of  God  in  honour  and  prayere  : 

The  firfte  vertue,  fone,  if  thou  wolt  lere, 

Is  to  reftraine  and  kepen  wel  thy  tonge ; 

Thus  leren  children  whan  that  they  be  yonge  : 

My  fone,  of  mochel  fpeking  evil  avifed, 

Ther  lefle  fpeking  had  ynough  fuffifed, 

Cometh  mochel  harme  :  thus  wa?  me  told  and 

In  mochel  fpeche  firine  wanteth  naught,    [taught, 

\Voft  thou  wherof  a  rakel  tonge  ferveth  ? 

Right  as  a  fwerd  forcutteth  and  forkerVeth 
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An  arme  atwo,  my  dere  fone  !  right  {o 

A  tonge  cutteth  frendfhip  all  atwo  : 

A  jangler  is  to  God  abhoihin^ble; 

jRede  Salomon,  fo  wife  ahd  Konourablcj 

Rede  David  in  his  Pfalmes,  rede  Senek. 

My  fone,  fpeke  not  but  with  thyn  hed  thou  beck| 

iDiffimule  as  thou  yere  defc  if  that  thou  here 

A  janglour  fpeke  of  perilous  matere. 

The  Fleming  fayth^  and  lerne  if  that  thee  leftj 

That  litel  jangling  caufeth  mochel  reft. 

My  fone,  if  thou  no  wicked  word  haft  faid 

Thee  thar  not  dredcn  for  to  be  beWraid  ; 

But  he  that  hath  miffayd,  I  dare  wel  fain. 

He  may  by  no  way  clepe  his  v/ord  again. 

Thing  that  is  fayd  is  fayd,  and  forth  it  goth  ; 

Though  him  repent,  of  be  him  never  fo  loth. 

He  is  his  thral  to  whom  that  he  hath  fayd 

A  tale  of  which  he  is  now  evil  apaid. 

My  fone,  beware,  and  be  non  audlour  newe 

Of  tidings  whether  they  ben  falfe  or  trewe  : 

Wher  fo  thou  come,  amonges  high  or  }ov7C, 

Kepe  v;-el  thy  tonge,  and  thinke  upon  the  croyre. 
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By  that  the  Manciple  had  his  tale  efided 

And  than  that  ye  wol  yeVe  rtie  audience, 

The  fonne  fro  the  fouth  line  was  defcended 

I  wold  ful  fain  at  Criftes  reverence 

So  lowe,  that  it  ne  was  not  to  my  fight 

Don  you  plefance  leful,  as  I  can  ; 

Degrees  nine-and-twenty  as  of  hight. 

But  trufteth  wel  I  am  a  fotheme  man  j 

Foure  of  the  clok  it  was  tho,  as  I  gtffe, 

i  cannot  gefte,  rom,  ram,  ruf,  by  my  letter, 

For  enleven  foot,  a  litel  more  or  leffe, 

And,  God  wote,  rime  hold  I  but  litel  better  ; 

My  Ihadow  was  at  thilke  time  as  there, 

And  therfore  if  you  lift,  I  wol  npt  glofe. 

Of  fwiche  feet  as  my  lengths  parted  ^ere 

I  wol  you  teU  a  litel  Tale  in  profe 

In  fix  feet  equal  of  proportion  ; 

To  knitte  up  all  this  fefte  afld  make  an  eflde  j 

Therwith  the  mones  exaltation. 

And  Jefu  for  his  grace  wit  me  fende 

I  mene  Libra,  alway  gan  afcende 

To  ftiewen  you  the  way  in  this  viage 

As  we  were  ehtring  at  the  thorpes  eilde ; 

Of  thilke  parfit  glorious  pilgrimage 

For  which  our  Hofte,  as  he  was  wont  to  gie 

That  hight  Jerufalem  celeftial : 

As  in  this  cas  our  jolly  coinp.agiiie, 
Said  in  this  wife;  IvordTngs  everich  on, 

And  if  ye  vouchefauf  anon  1  flial 

Beginne  upon  my  Tale,  for  which  I  pray 

Now  lacketh  us  ho  Tales  mo  than  on  : 

Tell  your  avis :  I  can  no  better  fay. 

Fulfilled  is  my  fentence  and  my  decree ; 

But  natheles  this  meditation. 

I  trowe  that  we  han  herd  of  eche  degree  t 

I  put  it  ay  under  corredtion 

Almoft  fulfilled  in  myn  ordinance ; 

Of  clerkes,  for  I  am  not  textuel : 

1  pray  to  God  fo  yeve  him  right  good  chance 

I  take  but  the  fentence,  trufteth  me  wel ; 

That  telleth  us  this  Tale  luftily. 

Therfore  I  make  a  proteftation 

Sire  Preeft,  quod  he,  art  thou  a  Vicary, 

That  I  wol  ftanden  to  correction. 

Or  art  thou  a  Perfon  ?  fay  foth  by  thy  fay. 

Upon  this  word  we  hah  afienled  foiie ; 

Be  what  thou  be  ne  breke  thou  not  our  play, 

For  as  us  femed  it  was  for  to  done. 

For  every  man  fave  thou  hath  told  his  Tale. 

To  enden  in  fom  vertuous  fentence, 

Unbokel  and  fhew  us  what  is  in  thy  male ; 

And  for  to  yeve  him  fpace  and  audience. 

For  trewely  me  thinketh  by  thy  chere 

And  bade  our  Hofte  he  fhulde  to  him  fay 

Thou  fhuldeft  knitte  up  wel  a  gret  matere. 

That  alle  we  to  tell  his  Tale  him  pray. 

Tell  us  a  fable  anon,  for  cockes  bones. 

Our  Hofte  had  the  wordes  for  us  alle  : 

This  Perfon  him  anfwerd  al  at  ones ; 

Sire  Preeft,  quod  he,  now  faire  you  befalle ; 

^hou  geteft  fable  non  ytold  fot-  me. 

Say  what  you  lift,  and  we  fhul  gladly  here. 

Foi-  Poule,  that  writeth  unto  Timbthe, 

And  with  that  word  he  fai4  in  this  manere ; 

Repreveth  hem  that  weiven  fothfaftiieffe, 

Telleth,  quod  he,  your  meditation. 

1 

i     "  And  tellen  fables  and  fwiche  wretchedneflfe* 

But  hafteth  you,  the  fonne  wol  adoun : 

' 

Why  fliuld  I  fowen  draf  out  of  my  fift 

Beth  fru(ftuous,  and  that  in  litel  fpace, 

Whan  I  may  fowen  whete  if  that  me  lift  ? 

And  to  do  wel  God  fende  you  his  gracc^ 

For  which  I  fay,  if  that  you  lift  ta  here 

^sraliKe  atnd  vertuous  matere, 

.    ♦ 
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Our  fvvete  Lord  God  of  hevcn,  thr.t  no  man  wol 
periili,  but  wol  that  we  comcn  nil  to  the  know- 
Icching  of  him,  and  to  the  hlisful  lif  that  is  par- 
durable,  amoneilcth  us  by  the  prophet  Jercmie, 
that  fayth  in  this  wife,  Stondeth  upon  the  wayes, 
and  feeth,  and  axeth  of  the  olde  pathes,  that  is  to 
fay,  of  old(i  fenterices,  which  is  the  good  way,  and 
walketh  in  that  way,  and  ye  fhul  finde  reireftiing 
for  yo.ur  foules.  Many  ben  the  wayes  fpirituel  that 
leden  folk  to  our  Lord  Jefu  Criil,  and  to  the  regne 
of  glory;  of  which  wayes  ther  is  a  ful  noble  way, 
and  wel  covenablc,  which  may  not  faille  to  man, 
ne  to  woman  that  thurgh  finne  hath  mifgon  fro 
the  right  way  of  Jerufalem  ccleftial,  and  this  way 
iscleped  Penance,  of  which  man  ftiuid  gladly  her- 
ken  and  enqueren  with  all  his  herte,  to  wete  what 
is  penance,  and  whennes  it  is  cleped  penance,  and 
how  many  maneresben  of  actions  or  werkings  of 
penance,  and  how  many  fpices  ther  ben  of  pe- 
nance, and  which  thinges  apperteinen  and  helio- 
ven  to  penance,  and  which  thinges  difbroublen 
penance. 

Seint  Ambrofe  fayth,  that  penance  is  the  plain- 
ing of  man  for  the  gilt  that  he  hath  don,  and  no 
more  to  do  any  thing  for  which  him  ought  to 
plaine ;  and  fom  dodtour  fayth.  Penance  is  the 
v.'aymentiHg  of  man  that  forweth  for  his  finne, 
and  peineth  himfelf  for  he  hath  mifdon.  Penance. 
■with  certain  circumftances  is  veray  repentance  of 
man,  that  holdeth  himfelf  in  forwe  and  other  peine 
for  his  giltes;  and  for  he  flial  be  veray  penitent  he 
fhal  firfl  bewailen  the  finnes  that  he  hath  don, and 
iledfaftly  purpofen  in  his  herte  to  have  fhrift  of 
mouth,  and  to  don  fatisfacftion,  and  never  to  don 
thing  for  which  him  ought  more  to  bewayle  or. 
complaine,  and  to  continue  in  good  werkes,  or 
elles  his  repentance  may  not  availe  :  for,  as  Seint 
Ifidor  fayth.  He  is  a  japer  and  a  gabber,  and  not 
veray  repentant,  that  eftfones  doth  thing  for 
which  him  oweth  to  repent.  Weping,  and  not  for 
to  ilint  to  do  finne,  may  not  availe.  But  natheles 
men  fhuld  hope  that  at  every  time  that  man  fal- 
leth,  be  it  never  fo  oft,  that  he  may  arife  thurgh 
penance,  if  he  have  grace  ;  but  certain  it  is  o-vet 
doute  ;  for,  as  faith  Seint  Gregorie,  Unnethes  a- 

*  herein,  vi.  ;  "  State  fu per  vias,  et  vitlete,  et  interro- 
"  Rate  de  fcmitis  antiquis,  quae  lit  via  bona,  et  ambu- 
"  late  in  ea  :  et  iuvemetisfeiiigeriuin  auimabus  vettris." 


rifeth  he  out  of  finne  that  is  charged  with,  the 
charge  of  evil  ufage  ;  and  therfore  repentant  folk, 
that  ftint  for  to.  finne,  and  forlete  finne  or  that 
finne  forlete  hem,  holy  chirche  holdeth  hem»fiker 
of  hir  falvation  :  and  he  that  finneth  and  veraily 
repenteth  him  in  his  lafl  day,  holy  chirche  yet  ho- 
peth  his  falvation,  by  the  grete  mercy  of  our  Lord 
Jefu  Crift,  for  his  repentance  :  but  take  ye  the 
fiker  and  certain  way. 

And  now,  fith  I  have  declared  you  what  thing 
is  penance;  now  ye  fhul  underftond  that  ther  ben 
three  adtions  of  penance.  The  firfl  is,  that  a  man 
be  baptifed  after  that  he  hath  finned.  Seint  Au- 
gufline  fayth.  But  he  be  penitent  for  his  old  finfu 
lif,  he  may  not  beginne  the  newe  clene  lif;  for 
certes,  if  he  be.  baptifed  without  penitence  of  his 
old  gilt,  he  receiveth  the  marke  of  baptifrae,  but 
not  the  grace,  ne  the  remiffion  of  his  finnes,  til  he  ' 
have  very  repentance.  Another.defaut  is,  that  men 
don  dedly  finne  after  that  they  have  received  bap- 
tifme.  The  thridde  defaute  is,  that  men  falLin  ve- 
nial finnes  after  hir  baptifme  fro  day  to  day  : 
therof  fayth  Seint  Auguftin,  that  penance  of  good 
and  humble  folk  is  the  penance  of  every  day. 

The  fpices  of  penance  ben  three.  That  on  of 
hem  is  folenipnc,  another  is  commune,  and  the 
thridde  privee.  'fhilke  penance  that  is  folempne 
is  in  two  maneres,  as  to  be  put  out  of  holy  chirche 
in  lenton,  for  flaughter  of  children,  and  fwiche 
maner  thing  :  another  is,  whan  a  man  hath  fin- 
ned openly,  of  which  finne  the  fame  is  openly' 
fpoken  in  the  contree,  and  than  holy  chirche  by 
jugement  dillreyneth  him  for  to  do  open  penance: 
commun  penance  is  that  preeflres  enjoinen  men  in 
certain  cas,  as  for  to  go  paraventure  naked  on  pil- 
grimage or  bare  foot :  privee  penance  is  thilke 
that  men  dpn  all  day  for  privee  finnes,  of  which 
we  fhrive  us  prively,  and  receive  priYe&perwnce. 

Now  fiialt  thou  underfliond  what  is  behoveful 
and  neceffary  to  every  parfit  penance ;  and  this 
llont  on  three  thinges,  contrition  of  herte,  donfef- 
fion  of  mouth,  and  fatisfadion ;  for  which  fayth 
Seint  John  Qhrifofliome,  Penance  diftreineth  a 
man  to  accept  benignely  every  peine  that  him  is 
enjoined  with  contrition  of  herte,  and  flirift  of 
mouth,  with  nuistaiftion,  and  werking  of  all  maner 
huoailitee.  And  this  is  fruitful  penance  ayenft  tho 
three  thinges  m  which  we  wrathen  our  Lord, Jefu 
Cnfl ;  this  IS  to  fay,  by  delit  in  thinking,  by  rcchc- 
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Iffneffe  in  fpeking,  and  by  wicked  linfulwerking: 
and  ayenft  thife  wicked  giltes  is  penance,  that 
may  be  likened  unto  a  tree. 

The  rote  of  this  tree  is  contrition,  thai  hideth 
him  in  the  herte  of  him  that  is  veray  repentant, 
right  as  the  rote  of  the  tree  hideth  him  in  the 
erthe.  Of  this  rote  of  contrition  fpringeth  a  ftalke 
that  bereth  branches  and  leves  of  confeihon,  and 
fruit  of  fjtisfaAion ;  of  which  Crift  fayth  in  his 
Gofpell,  Doth  ye  digne  fruit  of  penitence,  for  by 
this  fruit  mow  men  uriderflonds  aijd  knowe  tliis 
tree,  and  not  by  the  rote  that  is  hid  in  the  herte 
of  man,  ne  by  the  branches,  ne  the  leves  of  con- 
■feffion  :  and  therfore  our  Lord  Jefu  Crifl:  faith 
thus.  By  the  fruit  of  hem  Ihal  ye  knowe  hem. 
Of  this  rote  alfo  fpringeth  a  feed  of  grace,  which 
feed  is  moder  of  fikerneffe,  and  this  feed  is  eger 
and  hote.  The  grace  of  this  feed  fpringeth  of  God, 
thurgh  remembrance  on  the  day  of  dome  and  on 
the  peines  of  belle.  Of  this  matere  fayth  Salo- 
mon, that  in  the  drede  of  God  man  forletteth  his 
.  Cnne.  The  bete  of  this  fede  is  the  love  of  God, 
and  the  defiring  of  the  joye  perdurable.  This 
hetc  draweth  the  herte  of  man  to  God,  and  doth 
him  hate  his  finne;  for  fothly  ther  is  nothing 
that  favoureth  fo  fote  to  a  child  as  the  milke  of 
his  norice,  ne  nothing  is  to  him  more  abhomina- 
ble  than  that  rriilke  whan  it  is  medled  with  other 
mete.  Right  fo  the  finful  man  that  loveth  his 
-finne,  him  femeth  that  it  is  td  him  mofl  fwete  of 
anything,  but  ifro  that  time  that  he  loveth  fadly 
our  Lord  Jefu  Crifl:,  and  defireth  the  lif  perdurable, 
ther  is  to  him  nothing  more  abhominable ;  .for 
fothly  the  lawe  of  God  is  the  love  of  God  :  for 
which  David  the  prophet  fayth;  I  have  loved  thy 
lawe,  and  hated  wickedneffe  :  he  that  loveth  God 
kepeth  his  lawe  and  his  word.  This  tree  faw  the 
prophet  Daniel  in  fpirit  upon  the  vifion  of  Na- 
buchodonofor,  whan  he  confeilled  him  to  do  pe- 
nance. Penance  is  the  tree  of  lif  to  hem  that  it 
receiveh ;  and  he  that  holdeth  him  in  veray  penance 
is  blifsful,  after  the  fentence  of  Salomon. 

In  this  penance  or  contrition,  man  flial  uhder- 
ftond  foure  thinges;  that  is  to  fay,  vv^hat  is  contri- 
tion, and  Vi'hich  ben  the  caufes  that  moven  a  man 
to  contrition,  and  how  he  Ihuld  be  contrite,  and 
what  contrition  availeth  to  the  foule.  Than  is  it 
thus,  that  contrition  is  the  veray  forwe  that  a  man 
receiveth  in  his  herte  for  his  finnes,  with  fad  piir- 
pos  to  fliriven  him,  and  to  do  penance,  and  never 
more  to  don  finne.  And  this  forwe  dial  be  in 
this  maner,  as  fayth  Seint  Bernard ;  it  fhal  ben 
hevy  and  grevouS,  and  ful  Iharp  and  poinarit  in 
herte ;  firft,  for  a  man  hath  agilted  his  Lord  and 
his  cre^tour,  and  more  Iharpe  and  poinant,  for  he 
hath  agilted  his  father  celeftial,  and  yet  more 
fharpe  and  poinant,  for  he  hath  wratlied  and  agilt- 
fd.him  that  boughte  him,  that  with  his  precious 
Wod  hath  delivered  us  fro  the  bondes  of  finne, 
and  fro  the  crueltee  of  the  devil,  and  fro  the  peines 
■ofhelle. 

The  caufes  that  ouglit  to  meve  a  man  to  con- 
trition  ben  fixe.  Firft,  a  man  fhal  remembre  him 
C' his  finnes;  but  Joke  that  that  remembrance  ne 
te  to  him  no  delit  by  no  way,  but  grcte  fliame  and 
iirweforhis  finnes;  for  Job  fayth.  Sinful  msR 
Vol.  I. 


don  werkes  worthy  of  confeffion;  and  therefore 
fayth  Ezechiel,  I  wol  remembre  me  all  the  yeres 
of  my  lif  in  the  bitterneffe  of  my  herte  :  and  God 
fayth  in  the  Apocalipfc,  Remembre  you  fro  whens 
that  ye  ben  fall,  for  before  the  time  that  ye  finnedj 
ye  weren  children  of  God,  and  limmes  of  the 
regne  of  God ;  but  for  your  finne  ye  ben  waxen 
thral,  and  foule  membres  of  the  fende,  hate  of 
angels,  fclaunder  of  holy  chirche,  and  fode  of  the 
falfe  ferpent,  perpetual  matere  of  the  fire  ofhelle, 
and  yet  more  foule  and  abhominable  for  ye  tref- 
pafTcn  fo  oft  times  as  doth  the  hound  that  torneth 
again  to  ete  his  own  fpewing,  and  yet  fouler  for 
your  long  continuing  in  finne,  and  your  finful  u~ 
fage,  for  wjiich  ye  be  roten  in  your  finnes  as  a 
beefl  in  his  donge.  Swiche  manere  thoughtes 
make  a  man  to  have  fliame  of  his  finne  and  nc» 
delit,  as  God  fayth  by  the  prophet  Ezechiel,  Ye 
fiiul  remembre  you  of  your  wayes,  and  they  Ihul 
difplefe  you.  Sothly  fi.nes'  ben  the  waies  that 
lede  folk  to  hell. 

The  fecond  caufe  that  ought  to  make  a  man  to 
have  difde.gne  of  finne  is  this,  that,  as  faith  Seint 
Peter,  Wh6  fo  doth  finne  ii  thral  to  finne,  and 
finne  putteth  a  nlan  in  gret  thraldom,  and  ther- 
fore fayth  the  prophet  Ezechiel,  I  went  forweful, 
and  had  difdeigne  of  rayfelf.  Certes  wel  ought  a. 
man  have  difdeigne  of  finne,  and  withdraw  hkfi 
fro  that  thraldom  and  vilany.  And  lo,  what' fayth 
Seneke  in  this  mater  ?  Pie  faith  thus,  Though  I 
v/ifl:  that  neither  God  ne  man  fl:iuid  never  know 
it,  yet  Wold  I  have  difdeigne  for  to  do  finne. 
And  the  fame  Seneke  alfo  fayth,  I  am  borne  to 
greter  thinges  than  to  be  thral  to  my  body,  or  for 
to  make  of  my  body  a  thral.  Ne  a  fouler  thral 
may  no  man  ne  v/oman  make  of  his  body  than  for 
to  yeve  his  body  to  finne  :  al  were  it  the  foulefl 
chorle  or  the  foulcft  woman  that  liveth,  and  lefh 
of  value,  yet  is  he  than  more  foule  and  more  in 
fervitude.  Ever  fro  the  higher  degree  that  man 
fallclh,  the  more  is  he  thral,  and  more  to  God 
and  to  the  world  vile  and  abhominable.  O  good 
God  !  wel  ought  a  man  hive  difdeigne  of  finne, 
fith  that  thut-gh  finne  ther  he  was  free  he  is  made 
bond  :  and  therfore  fayth  Seine  Auguftine,  If 
thou  halt  difdeigne  of  thy  fervant,  if  he  offend  or 
finncj  have  thou  than  difdeigne  that  thou  thy  fellT 
flmldefl  do  finne.  Take  reward  of  their  owen 
value  that  thou  ne  be  to  foule  to  thy'felf.  A- 
las!  wel  oughten  they  tiian  have  difdeigne  to 
be  fervants  and  thralles  to  finne,  and  fore  to  be 
afnamed  of  hemfelf,  that  God  of  his  etidles  good- 
neife  hath  fette  in  high  eftat,  or  yeve  hem  witte, 
ftrength  of  body,  hele,  beautee,  or  profperitee„ 
and  bought  hem  fro  the  deth  with  his  herte 
blood,  that  they  fo  unkindly  agains  his  gentil- 
leffe  quiten  hirn  fo  vilainfly,  to  flaughter  of  hir 
owen  foules,  O  good  God !  ye  women  that  ben 
of  gret  beautee,  remembreth  you  on  the  pro- 
verbe  of  Salomon,  that  likeneth  a  faire  woman, 
that  is  a  fool  of.  hire  body,  to  a  ring  of  gold  that 
is  worne  in  the  groine  of  a  fowe  3  for  right  as  a 
fowe  wroteth  in  every,  ordure,  fo  wroteth  fhe  hire 
beautee  in  {linking  ordure  of  finne. 

The  thridde  caufe  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to 
contritio;!,  is  drede  oi  the  day  of  dome,  and  ojt  ife? 
M 
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Iiorrlble  peines  of  helle;  for,  as  Seint  Jerome  fayth, 
At  every  time  that  me  remembreth  of  the  day  of 
dome  I  quake;  for  whan  I  ete  or  drinke,  or  do 
what  fo  I  do,  ever  femeth  me  that  the  trompe 
fowneth  in  min  eres,  P.ifeth  ye  up  that  ben  ded, 
and  Cometh  to  the  jugement.  O  good  God! 
moche  ought  a  man  to  drede  fwiche  a  jugement, 
ther  as  we  fhul  be  alle,  ?s  Seint  Poule  fayth,  be- 
fore the  ftreit  jugement  of  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift, 
wheras  he  flial  make  a  general  congregation, 
wheras  no  man  may  be  abfent ;  for  certes,  ther 
availeth  non  efibine,  ne  non  excufation  •,  and  not 
only  that  our  defautes  Ihul  be  juged,  but  eke  that 
all  our  werkes  fliul  openly  be  knowen.  And,  as 
fayth  Seint  Bernard,  Ther  ne  fhal  n-o  pleting  availe, 
ne  no  fleight :  we  fhal  yve  rekening  of  everich 
idle  word  :  ther  fhal  we  have  a  juge  that  may 
not  be  deceived,  ne  corrupt :  and  why  ?  for  certes 
all  our  thoughtes  ben  difcovered  as  to  him  :  ne  for 
prayer,  ne  for  mede  he  wil  not  be  coriupt ;  and 
therfore  faith  Salomon,.  The  wrath  of  God  ne  v/ol 
not  fpare  no  wight  for  prayer,  ne  for  yeft ;  and 
therfore  at  the  day-  of  dome  ther  is  non  hope  to 
efcape  ;  wherfore,  as  fayth  Seint  Anfelme,  Ful 
gret  anguilli  fhal  the  finful  folk  have  at  that  time : 
ther  flial  be  the  flerne  and  wroth  juge  fitting  a- 
bove,  and  under  him  the  horrible  pitte  of  helle 
open,  to  deftroye  him.  that  wolde  not  be  knowen 
his  fmnes,  which  fumes  fliullen  openly  be  {hewed 
before  God  and  before  every  creature  ;  and  on 
the  left  fide  mo  divels  than  any  herte  may  thinke 
for  to  hary  and  drawe  the  finful  foules  to  the  pitte 
of  helle  ;  and  within  the  hertes  of  folk  fhal  be  the 
biting  confcienee,  and  without  forth  flial  be  the 
world  all  brenning.  Whither  than  fhal  the  wretch- 
ed foule  flee  to  hide  him  ?  Certes  he  may  not  hide 
liim,hemufl:comeforthand  fliewehim;  forcertes,a& 
faith  Seint  Jerome,theerth{lialcafl  him  out  of  it, and 
the  fee,  and  alio  the  aire;  that  flial  be  ful  of  thon- 
dcr  clappes  and  lightnings.  Now  fothly,  who  fo 
wil  remembre  him  of  thefe  thingcs  I  geiTe  that 
his  fmnes  fhal  not  torne  him  to  delit,  but  to  grete 
forwe  for  drede  of  the  peine  of  helle ;  and  ther- 
fore faith  Job  to  God,  Suffer,  Lord,  that  I  may  a 
while  bewaile  and  bewepe  or  1  go  without  re- 
torning  to  the  derke  load  ycovercd  with  the 
derkeneffe  of  deth  to  the  lond  of  mifefe  and  of 
derkenO'Te,  wheras  is  the  fhadow  of  deth,  wheras 
is  non  ordre  ne  ordinance,  but  grifly  drede,  that 
€vcr  fhal  laft;.  Lo,  here  may  ye  fee  that  Job  pray- 
ed refpite  awhile  to  be.wepe  andwaile  his  tr*fpas, 
fivr  fothely  Oil  day  of  lefpite  is  better  than  all  the 
trefour  of  this  world  :  and  for  as  moche  as  a  man 
may  acquite  himfelf  before  God  by  penitence  in 
this  world,  and  not  by  trefour,  therfore  fliulcl  he 
pray  to  God  to  yeve  him  refpite  a  while  to  be- 
wepen  and  bewailen  his  trefpas;  for  certes,  all 
the  forwe  that  a  man  might  make  fro  the  begin- 
ning of  the  world,  n'is  but  a  litel  thing  at  regard 
of  the  forwe  of  helle.  The  caufe  why  that  >  Job 
flepeth  helle  the  lond  of  derkneffe,  underftondetli 
that  he  clepeth  it  londe  or  erth,  for  it  is  liable 
and  never  flial  faile,  and  derke,  for  he  that  is  in 
lielle  hath  .defaute  of  light  naturel;  for  certes  the 
dtrke  liR'ht  that  flul  come  out  of  the  fire  that  ever 
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fhall  brenne  Ihall  tome  hem  all  to  peine  that  fe 
in  helle,  for  it  fheweth  hem  the  horrible  divels 
that  hem  tormenten  covered  with  the  derkeneffe 
of  deth ;  that  is  to  fay,  that  he  that  is  in  helle 
fhal  have  defaute  of  the  fight  of  God,  for  certes 
the  fight  of  God  is  the  lif  perdurable.  The  derk- 
neffe of  deth  ben  the  fmnes  that  the  wretched 
man  hath  don,  which  that  diftronblen  him  to  fee 
the  face  of  God,  right  as  a  derke  cloud  betwenc 
us  and  the  fonne  :  it  is  londe  of  mifefe,  becaufe 
that  ther  ben  three  maner  of  defautes  ayenft  three 
thinges  that  folk  of  this  world  han  in  this  prefent 
lif,  that  is  to  fay,  honoures,  delites,  and  richeffes. 
Ayenft  honour  have  they  in  helle  ftiame  and  con- 
fufion,  for  wel  ye  wote  that  men  clepen  ho- 
nour the  reverence  that  man  doth  to  man,  but 
in  helle  is  non  honour,  ne  reverence,  for  certes 
no  more  reverence  fhal  be  don  ther  to  a  king 
than  to  a  knave ;  for  which  God  faith  by  the 
prophet  Jeremie,  The  folk  that  me  defpifen 
fhal  be  in  defpite.  Honeur  is  alfo  cleped  gret 
lordelhiTi :  ther  fliai  no  wight  ferven  other  but  of 
harme  and  turment  Honour  is  alfo  cleped  gret 
dignitee  and  highnefle;  but  in  helle  fhal  they  be 
sUe  fortroden  of  divels  :  as  God  fayth.  The  hor- 
rible divels  fhul  gon  and  comen  upon  the  hedes  of 
dampned  folk ;  and  this  is,  for  as  moche  as  the 
higher  that  they  were  in  tliis  prefent  lif  the  more 
fhul  they  be  abated  and  defouled  in  helle.  Ayenft 
the  richeffe  of  this  world  fhul  they  have  mifefe  of 
poverte,and  this  poverte  fhall  be  in  foure  thinges,; 
in  defaute  of  trefour,  of  which  David  fayth.  The 
riche  falk,  that  enbraceden  and  oneden  all  hir 
herte  to  trefour  of  this  world,  fhul  flepe  in  the 
fleping  of  deth,  and  nothing  ne  fhul  tliey  find  in 
hir  hondes  of  all  hir  trefour.  And  moreover,  the 
mifefe  of  helle  iliall  be  in  d'efaute  of  mete  and 
drink ;  for  God  fayth  thus  by  Moyfes,  They  fhul 
be  wafl:ed  with  honger,  and  the  l3riddes  of  helle 
fliul  devoure  hem  with  hitter  deth,^  and  the  gait 
of  the  dragon  flial  ben  hir  drinke,  and  the  venime 
of  the  dragon  hir  morfels.  And  further  over  hir 
mifefe  flial  be  in  defaute  of  clothing,  for  they  fhal 
be  naked  in  body  as  of  clothmg,  fave  the  fire  in 
which  they  brenne,  and  other  filthes;  and  naked 
fnul  they  be  in  foule,  of  all  maner  vertues  which 
that  is  the  clothing  of  the  foule.  Wher  hen  than 
the  gay  robes,  the  foft  fnetes,  and  the  fyn  fhertes? 
Lo,  what  fayth  God  of  heven  by  the  pro.phet  E- 
faie  ?  that  under  hem  fhul  be  ftrewed  mothes.and 
hir  covertures  flliul  ben  of  wormes  of  helle.  And 
further  over,  hir  mifefe  fhal  be  in  defaute  of  fren- 
des,  for  he  is  not  poure  that  hath  good  freiidesr- 
but  ther  is  no  frend,  for  neither  God,  ne  no  good 
creature  flial  be  frend  to  hem,  and  everich  of  hem 
flial  hate  other  with  dedly  hate.  The  fonnes  and 
the  doughters  flial  rebel  ayenft  father  and  mother,. 
and  kinred  ayenft  kinred,  and  chiden  and  defpifen 
eche  other  both  day  and  night,  as  God  fayth  by 
the  prophet  Micheas;  and  the  loving  children, 
that  whilom  loveden  fo  fieflily,  everich  of  hem 
wold  eten  other  if  they  might :  for  how.  fliuld 
they  love  togeder  in  the  peines  of  helle  whan  they 
hated  eche  other  in  the  profperitee  of  this  lif?  for 
truftc  wel  hir  fleflilv  love  was  dedly  hate  ;  as  faith 
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ihe  prophet  t)avld,  Who  fo  that  loveth  wick- 
edneffe  he  hateth  his  owen  foiile,  and  who  fo  ha- 
teth  his  own  foule  certes  he  may  love  non  other 
wight  in  no  manere;  and  therefore  in  helle  is 
no  iblace,  ne  no  frendfliip,  but  ever  the  more 
kinredes  that  ben  in  helle,  the  more  curfing,  the 
more  chiding,  and  the  more  dedly  hate,  ther  is 
among  hem.  And  further  over,  ther  they  fhul 
have  defaute  of  all  maner  delites,  for  certes  deUtes 
hen  after  the  appetites  of  the  five  wittes,  as  fight, 
hering,  fmelling,  favouring,  and  touching.  But  in 
helle  hir  fight  ftial  be  ful  of  derkenefle  and  of 
fmoke,  and  hir  eyen  ful  of  teres,  and  hir  hering 
ful  of  waimenting  and  grinting  of  teeth,  as  fayth 
Jefu  Crift,  Hir  nofe  thirles  fliul  be  ful  of  ftinking; 
and,  as  fayth  Efay  the  prophet.  Hir  favouring  flial  be 
ful  of  bitter  galle;  and  touching  ofallhir  body  fhall 
be  covered  with  fire  that  never  Ihal  quenche,  and 
with  wormes  that  never  flial  die,  as  God  fayth  by 
the  mouth  of  Efay,  And  for  as  moche  as  they  Ihul 
hot  wene  that  they  mow  dien  for  peine,  and  by 
deth  flee  fro  peine,  that  mow  they  underftonde  in 
the  word  of  Job,  that  fayth,  Ther  is  the  fhadow 
of  deth.  Certes  a  Ihadowe  hath  likenefle  of  the  thing 
of  which  it  is  fhadowed,  but  fliadowe  is  not  the 
fame  thing  of  which  it  is  fliadowed  ;  right  fo 
fareth  the  peine  of  helle;  it  is  like  deth  for  the 
horrible  anguifh  :  and  why  ?  for  it  peineth  hem 
ev«r  as  though  they  fhuld  die  anon;  but  certes 
they  fhul  not  dien ;  for,  as  fayth  Seint  Gregory, 
To  wretched  caitifes  flial  be  deth  withouten  deth, 
and  endfe  withouten  ende,  and  defaute  withouten 
failing ;  for  hir  deth  fhal  alway  live,  and  hir  ende 
fhal  ever  more  beginne,  and  hir  defaute  flial  never 
faile  ;  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  John  the  Evange- 
lift.  They  fliul  folow  deth  and  they  fiiul  not  finde 
him,  and  they  ftiul  defire  to  die  and  deth  flial  flee 
from  hem.  And  ek-e  Job  faith',  that  in  helle  is  non 
ordre  of  rule.  And  al  be  it  fo  that  God  hath 
create  all  thing  in  right  ordre,  and  nothing  with- 
.  outen  ordre,  but  all  thinges  ben  ordred  and  nom- 
bredj  yet  natheles  they  that  ben  dampned  ben 
nothing  in  ordre,  ne  hold  non  ordre ;  for  the  erth 
Ihal  here  hem  no  fruite  ;  (for,  as  the  prophet  Da- 
vid fayeth,  God  ftial  defl:roy  the  fruite  of  the  erth 
as  fro  hem)  ne  water  ftial  yeve  hem  no  moifliure, 
ne  the  aire  no  refreftiing,  ne  the  fire  no  light : 
for,  as  fayth  Seint  Bafil,  The  brenning  of  the 
fire  of  this  world  flial  God  yeve  in  helle  to  hem 
that  ben  dampned,  but  the  light  and  the  clere- 
neffe  ftial  be  yeve  in  heven  to  his  children,  right 
as  the  good  man  yeveth  flefti  to  his  children 
and  bones  to  his  houndes.  And  for  they  ftiul 
have  non  hope  to  efcape,  fayth  Job  at  laft,  that 
ther  fiial  horrour  and  grifly  drede  dwellen  with- 
Onten  ende.  Horrour  is  alway  drede  of  harmc 
that  is  to  come,  and  this  drede  ftial  alway  dwel  in 
the  hertes  of  hem  that  ben  dampned ;  and  ther- 
fore han  they  lorne  all  hir  hope  for  feven.caufes  : 
firft,  for  God,  that  is  hir  juge,  fhal  be  withouten 
lAercie  to  hem,  and  they  may  not  plefe  him  ne 
ii'on  of  his  halwes,  ne  they  may  yeve  nothing  for 
hir  raunfom,  ne  they  have  no  vois  to  fpeke  to 
h<m,ne  they  may  not  flee  fro  peine,  ne  they  have 
Jio  goodneffe  in  hem  that  they  may  ftiew  to  deli- 


ver hem  fro  peine  ;  and  therfore  fayth  Salomon, 
The  wicked  man  dieth,  and  whan  he  is  ded  he 
ftial  have  noil  hope  to  efcape  fro  peine.  Who  fo 
than  wold  wel  underfbonde  thefe  peines,  and  be- 
thinke  him  wcl  that  he  hath  deferved  thefe  peines 
for  his  finnes,  certes  he  ftiulde  have  more  talent 
to  fighen  and  to  wepc  than  for  to  finge  and  playe; 
for,  as  fayth  Salomon,  Who  fo  that  had  the  fcience 
to  know  the  peines  that  ben  eftabliftied  and  or- 
deined  for  finne  he  wold  forfake  finne  :  That  fci- 
ence, fayth  Seint  Auftiny  maketh  a  man  to  wai- 
menten  in  his  herte. 

The  fourthe  point  that  oughte  make  a  man  have 
contrition  is  theforweful  remembrance  of  the  good 
dedes  that  he  hath  lefte  to  don  here  in  erthe,  and 
alfo  the  good  that  he  hath  lorne.  Sothly  the  good 
werkes  that  he  hath  lefte,  either  they  be  the  good 
werkes  that  he  wrought  er  he  fell  into  dedly 
finne,  or  elles  the  good  werkes  that  he  wrought 
while  he  lay  in  finne.  Sothly  the  good  werkes 
that  he  did  before  that  he  fell  in  dedly  finne  ben 
all  mortified,  aftoned,  and  dulled,  by  the  eft  fin- 
ning ;  the  other  werkes  that  he  wrought  while  he 
lay  in  finne  they  ben  utterly  ded  as  to  the  lif  per- 
durable in  heven.  Than  thilke  good  werkes  that 
ben  mortified  by  eft  finning,  which  he  did  while 
he  was  in  charitee,  moun  never  quicken  ayen 
without  veray  penitence  :  and  therof  fayth  God 
by  the  mouth  of  Ezechiel,  If  the  rightful  man 
retorne  again  fro  his  rightwifneffe  and  do  wick- 
edneffe  flial  he  liven  ?  nay ;  for  all  the  good 
workes  that  he  hath  wrought  ftiul  never  be  in  re- 
membrance, for  he  ftial  die  in  his  finne.  And 
upon  thilke  chapltre  fayth  Seint  Gregorie  thus, 
that  we  ftial  underftonde  this  principally,  that 
when  we  don  dedly  finne  it  is  for  nought  than  to 
remembre  or  drawe  into  rhemorie  the  good 
werkes  that  we  have  wrought  beforn,  for  certes 
in  the  werking  of  dedly  finrie.  ther  is  no  trufl:  in 
no  good  werk  that  we  have  don  beforn ;  that  is 
to  lay,  as  for  to  have  therby  the  lif  perdurable 
in  heven. ,  But  natheles  the  good  werkes  quicken 
again  and  comen  again,  and  helpe  and  availe  to 
have  the  lif  perdurable  in  heven,  whan  we  have 
contrition  ;  but  fothly  the  good  werkes  that  men 
don  while  they  ben  in  dedly  finne,  for  as  moche 
as  they  were  don  in  dedly  finne,  they  may  ne- 
ver quicken ;  for  certes  thingthat  never  had  lif,may' 
never  quicken  ;  and  natheles  al  be  it  fo  that  they 
availen  not  to  have  the  lif  perdurable,  yet  availen 
they  to  abreggen  the  peine  of  helle,  or  elles  to 
get  temporal  richeffes,  or  elles  that  God  wol  the 
rather  enlumine  or  light  the  herte  of  the  finful 
man  to  have  repentance ;  and  eke  they  availen  for 
to  ufen  a  man  to  do  good  werkes  that  the  fendc 
have  the  lefie  power  of  his  foule.  And  thus  the 
certeis  Lord  Jefu  Crifl:  ne  woU  that  no  good  werk 
that  men  don  be  lofl;e,  for  in  fomwhat  it  flial,  a- 
viile.  But  for  as  moche  as  the  good  werkes  that 
men  don  while  they  ben  in  good  lif  ben  all  amor- 
tifed  l;y  finne  folowingj  and  eke  fith  all  the  good 
vverkestjiat  men  don  while  they  ben  in  dedly  fyme 
ben  utterly  ded,  as  for  to  have  the  lif  perdurable, 
wel  may  t!i*t  man  that  no  goo<J  werk  ne  d'otfe 
M  ij 
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fyigthilkenewe  Frcnfhe  fong,  J'  ay  tout  perdu  mon 
temps  ct  mon  labour;  for  certes  fimie  bereveth  a 
man  both  goodneffe  of  nature  and  eke  the  good- 
neffe  of  grace ;  for  fothly  the  grace  of  the  Holy 
Gofl:  fareth  like  fire  that  may  not  ben  idle,  for  fire 
faileth  anon  asit  forletteth  hiswerking,and  rightfd 
grace  faileth  anon  as  it  forletteth  his  werking.  Than 
lefeth  the  finful  man  the  goodneffe  of  glorie,  that 
only  is  hight  to  good  men  that  labouren  and  wer- 
ken  wel.  Wei  may  he  be  fory  than  that  oweth  all 
hJs  lif  to  God  as  long  as  he  hath  lived,  and  alfo  as 
long  as  he  flial  live,  that  no  goodneffe  ne  hath  to 
paie  with  his  dette  to  God,  to  whom  he  oweth  all 
his  lif;  for  trull  wel  he  fhal  yeve  accomptes,  as 
fayth  Seint  Bernai'd,  of  all  the  goodes  that  han 
hen  yeven  him  in  this  prefent  lif,  and  how  he 
hath  hem  difpended,  in  fo  moche  that  ther  fiial 
not  perifhe  an  here  of  his  hed,  ne  a  moment  of 
an  houre  ne  fhal  not  perifhe  of  his  time  that  he 
ne  fhal  yeve  therof  a  rekening. 

The  fifthe  thing  that  ought  to  meve  a  man  to 
contrition  is  remembrance  of  the  paffion  that  our 
Lord  Jefu  Crift  fuffered  for  our  fmnes ;  for,  as 
fayth  Seint  Bernard,  While  that  I  live  I  dial  have 
remembrance  of  the  travailes  that  our  Lord  Jefu 
Crifl  fuffered  in  preching,  his  werineffe  in  travel- 
ing, his  temptations  whan  he  fafled,  his  long  wak- 
iHP'es  whan  he  prayed,  his  teres  whan  he  wept  for 
pitee  of  good  peple,  the  wo,  and  the  fhame,  and 
the  filthe,  that  men   fayden  to  him,  of  the  foule 

'  fpitting  that  met  fpitten  in  his  face,  of  the  buf- 
fettes  that  men  yave  him,  of  the  foule  mouthes 
and  of  the  foule  repreves  that  uien  faiden  to  him, 
of  the  nayles  with  which  he  was  nailed  to  the 
croffe,  and  of  all  the  remenant  of  his  paffion  that 
he  fuffred  for  mannes  Cnne,  and  nothing  for  his 
gilte.  And  here  ye  {liulunderftand  that  in  mannes 
fmne  is  every  maner  order  or  ordinance  tourned 
up  fo  doun  ;  for  it  is  foth  that  God  and  refon,  and 
fenfualitee,  and  the  body  of  man,  ben  ordained 
that  everich  of  thife  foure  thinges  fhuld  have 
lordlhip  over  that  other,  as  thus  ;  God  fliuld  have 
I<3rd/faip  over  refon,  and  refon  over  fenfualitee, 
and  fenfualitee  over  the  body  of  man.  But  foth- 
ly whan  rhan  finneth  al  this  ordre  or  ordinance  is 
turned  up  fo  doun ;  and  therfore  than,  for  as 
moche  as  refon  of  man  ne  wol  not  be  fnbgct  ne 
obeifant  to  God,  that  is  his  Lord,  by  right  ther- 
fore lefeth  it  the  lordftiip  that  it  fhuld  have  over 
fenfualitee,  and  eke  over  the  body  of  luan  :  and 
why  ?  for  fenfualitee  rebelleth  tlian  ayenft  refon, 
:and  by  that  Way  lefeth  refon  the  lordlhip  over 
fenfualitee  and  over  the  body ;  for  right  as  refon 
is  rebel  to  God,  right  fo  is  fenfualitee  rebel  to  re- 
fon and  the  body  alfo.  And  certes  this  difordi- 
nance  and  this  rebellion  our  Lord  Jefu  Criff  a- 
bought  upon  his  precious  body  ful  dere  :  and 
herkeneth  i)ji  whiche  wife ;  for  as  moche  as  refon 
is  rebel  to  God,  therfore  is  man  worthy  to  have 

forwe,  and  to  be  ded  :  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu 
Grift  for  man  after  that  he  hadbe  betraiedof  hi'.dif- 
ciple,  and  diftrelned  and  bounde,  fo  that  hi?^  blood 
braft  OTit  at  every  nail  of  his  hondes,  as  fuuh  Seint 

Avguftin.   And  |fi-|,'iierniore,  for  as  nyjche  as  re- 


,  fon  of  man  wol  not  daunt  fenfualitee  whan  \t 
\  may,  therfore  is  man  worthy  to  have  Ihame  ;  and 
i  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  for  man  v/h^nt 
I  they  fpitten  in  his  vifage.  And  fertherover,  for 
as  moche  as  the  caitif  body  of  man  is  rebel  both 
to  refon  and  to  fenfualitee,  therfore  it  is  worthy 
the  deth  ;  and  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift 
upon  the  croffe,  wheras  ther  was  no  part  of  hit 
body  free  without  grete  peine  and  bitter  paffion  ; 
and  all  this  fuffred  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  that  never 
forfaited  :  and  thus  fayd  he ;  To  mochel  am  i 
peined  for  thinges  that  I  never  deferved,  and  to 
moche  defouled  for  fliendfhip  that  man  is  worthy 
to  have  :  and  therfore  may  the  finful  man  wel 
fay,  as  fayth  Seint  Bernard,  Accurfed  be  the  bit- 
terneffe  of  my  finne,  for  whiche  ther  muft  be 
fuffered  fo  moche  bitterneffe  :  for  certes  after  the 
divers  difcordance  of  our  wickedneffe  was  the 
paffion  of  Jefu  Crift  ordeined  in  divers  thinges,  as 
thus  ;  certes  finful  mannes  foule  is  betraicd  of  the 
divel  by  coveitife  of  temporel  profperitee,  and 
fcorned  by  difceite  whan  he  chefeth  fleihly  delites, 
and  yet  it  is  turmented  by  impatience  of  adver- 
fitee,  and  befpet  by  fervage  and  fubjetStiou  of 
fmne,  and  at  the  laft  it  is  flain  finally.  For.  this 
difcordance  of  fmful  man  was  Jefu  Crift  firft  be- 
traied,  and  after  that  was  he  bounde  that  camff 
for  to  unbinde  us  of  finne  and  of  peine  ;  than  was 
he  befcorned  that  only  fhuld  have  ben  honoured  in 
alle  thinges  and  of  alle  thinges  ;  than  was  his  vi- 
fage, that  ought  to  be  defired  to  be  feen  &f  all 
mankind  (in  which  vifage  angels  defiren  to  loke) 
vilainfly  befpet ;  than  was  he  fcourged  that  no- 
thing had  trefpaffed  ;  and,  finally,  th?,n  was  he' 
crucified  and  flain  :  than  were  accou-plilhed  the 
wordes  of  Efaie,  He  was  w"ouuded  for  our  mif- 
dedes,  and  defouled  for  our  felor.les.  Now  fith 
that  Jefu  Crift  toke  on  himfelf  the  peine  of  all 
our  wickedneffes,  moche  ought  finful  man  to  wepe 
and  to  bewaile  that  for  his  ilnnes  Goddes  foue  of 
heven  fliuld  all  this  peine  iindure. 

The  fixte  thing  that  fliuld  move  a  man  to  con- 
trition is  the  hope  of  three  thinges ;  that  is  to  fayy 
foryeveneffe  of  fmne,  and  the  yeft  of  grace  for  to 
do  wel,  and  the  glorie  of  heven,  with  whiche 
God  fhal  guerdon  man  for  his  good  dedes :  and 
for  as  moche  as  Jefu  Crift  yeveth  us  thife  yeftes 
of  his  largenefTe  and  of  his  foveraine  bcuntee, 
therfore  is  he  cleped  Jefui  'Sazarsnus  Rex.  Jxida- 
orum.  Jefus  is  for  to  fay  Saviour  or  Salvation,  on 
whom  mfn  Ihul  hopen  to  have  foryeveneffe  of 
finnes,  v/hich  that  is  proprely  falvation  of  finnes ; 
and  th'erfore  fayd  the  angel  to  Jofeph,  Thou  Ihalt 
clepc  his  name  Jeftis  that  fhal  faven  his  peple  of 
hir  'iinnes.  And  hereof  faith  Seint  Peter,  Ther 
is  non  other  name  under  heven,  that  is  yeven  to 
?.ny  man,  by  which  a  man  may  be  faved  bat  only 
Jefus.  Nazarenus  is  as  moche  for  to  fay  as  flo- 
riftiing,  in  which  a  man  flial  hope  that  he  that 
yeveth  him  remiffion  of  finnes  fhal  yeve  him  alf» 
grace  wel  for  to  d6;  for  in- the  flour  is  hope  of  fruit 
in  time  coming,  and  in  foryeveneffe  of  finnes  hope 
of  grace  wel  to  do.  I  was  at  the  dore  of  thin 
herte,  fayth  Jefus,  and  ciepeth  for  to  enter ;  he 
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that  openetli  to  me  flial  have  foryevenefTe  of  his 
fenes,  and  I  wol  enter  into  him  by  my  grace,  and 
foupe  with  him  by  the  good  werkes  that  he  Ihal 
dton,  which  werkes  ben  the  food  of  God,  and  he 
fhal  fbupe  with  me  by  the  gret  joye  that  I  Ihal 
yeve  him.  Thus  fhal  man  hope  that  for  his  werkes 
oE  penance  God  fhal  yeve  him  his  regne,  as  he  be- 
hight  him  in  the  Gofpel. 

Now  fhal  man  underflande  in  which  maner  fhall 
be  his  contrition.  I  fay  that  it  ftial  be  univerfal 
and  total ;  this  is  to  fay,  a  man  fhal  be  veray  re- 
pentant for  allhis  fumes  that  he  hath  don  in  delite 
of  his  thought,  for  delite  is  perilous  :  for  ther 
ben  two  maner  of  confentinges ;  that  on  of  hem 
is  cleped  Confenting  of  Affe6lion,  whan  a  man 
is  meved  to  do  fmne,  and  than  deliteth  him  longe 
for  to  thinke  on  that  fmne,  and  his  refon  apper- 
ceiveth  it  wel  that  it  is  fmne  ayenfl  tlie  lawe  of 
Ood,  and  yet  his  refon  refraineth  not  his  foule 
delite  or  talent  though  he  fee  wel  apertly  that  it  is 
ayenft  the  reverence  of  God ;  although  his  refon 
confent  not  to  do  that  fmne  indede,  yet  fayn  fom 
dt)(fi:ours  that  fwiche  delite  that  dwelleth  longe  is 
ftil  perilous,  al  be  it  never  fo  lite  :  and  alfo  a  man 
fPiuld  forrow,  namely  for  all  that  ever  he  hath  de- 
fired  ayenft  the  lawe  of  God,  with  parfite  con- 
fenting of  his  refon,  for  therof  is  no  doute  that 
it  is  dedly  fmne  in  confenting  ;  for  certes  thcr  is 
no  dedly  finne  but  that  it  is  firft  in  mannes.thought, 
and  after  that  in  his  delite,  and  fo  forth  into  con- 
fenting and  into  dede ;  v/herfore  I  fay  that  many 
men  ne  repent  hem  never  of  fwiche  thoughtes 
and  delites,  ne  never  fliriven  hem  of  it,  but  only 
of  the  dede  of  gret  fmnes  outward  ;  wherfore  I 
fay  that  fwiche  wicked  delites  ben  fubtil  begilers 
of  hem  that  fhul  be  dampned.  Moreover,  man 
ought  to  forwen  for  his  wicked  wordes  as  wel  as 
for  his  wicked  dedes,  for  certes  repentance  of  a 
ftnguler  fmne,  and  not  repentant  of  all  his  other 
fmnes,  or  clles  repenting  him  of  all  his  other  fmnes 
and  not  of  a  fmgaler  fmne,  may  not  availe  ;  for 
certes  God  Almighty  is  all  good,  and  therfore 
either  he  foryeveth  all,  or  elles  right  nought ;  and 
therfore  fayth  Seint  Auguftm,  I  wote  certainly 
that  God  is  enemy  to  every  fmner  :  and  how  than  ? 
he  that  obferveth  on  finne  fhal  he  have  foryeve- 
neffe  of  the  remenant  of  his  other  fmnes  ?  nay. 
And  furtherover,  contrition  fliuld  be  wonder 
forweful  and  anguifhous,  and  therfore  yeveth 
him  God  plainly  his  meicie  :  and  therfore  whan 
my  foule  was  angtiiflious,  and  forweful  within 
me,  than  had  I  remembrance  of  God  that  my 
praier  might  come  to  him,  Furtherover,  contri- 
tion mufte  be  continuel,  and  that  man  have  fted- 
faft  purpofe  to  fhrive  him  and  to  amend  him  of  his 
lif ;  for  fothly  while  contrition  lafteth  man  may 
ever  hope  to  have  foryevenefTe  :  and  of  this  com- 
eth  hate  of  finne,  that  deftroyeth  finne  bothe  in 
himfelf  and  eke  in  other  folk  at  his  power ;  for 
which  fayth  David,  They  that  love  God  hate 
wickedneffe ;  for  to  love  God  is  for  to  love  that 
he  loveth,  and  hate  that  he  hateth. 

The  lail  thing  that  men  fhuU  underftand  in 
'Witrition  is  this,  v^herof  availeth  contrition,     I 
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fay  that  contrition  fomtime  dellvereth  man  fro 
finne;  of  which  David  faith,  I  fay,  (quod  David) 
I  purpofed  fermely  to  fhrive  me,  and  thou  Lord 
relefedeft  my  finne.  And  right  fo  as  contrition 
availeth  not  without  fad  purpos  of  fnrift  and  fa- 
tisfadion,  right  fo  litel  worth  is  fhrift  or  fatisfac- 
tion  withouten  contrition.  And  moreover,  con- 
trition deftroyeth  the  prifon  of  helle,  and  maketl^^ 
weke  and  feble  all  the  ftrengthes  of  the  devils,  and 
reftoreth  the  yeftes  of  the  Holy  Goft  and  of  all 
good  vertues,  and  it  clenfeth  the  foule  of  finne, 
and  delivereth  it  fro  the  peine  of  helle,  and  fro 
the  compagnie  of  the  devil,  and  fro  the  fervagc 
of  finne,  and  reftoreth  it  to  all  goodes  fpirituel, 
and  to  the  compagnie  and  communion  of  holy 
chirche.  And  furtherover,  it  maketh  him  that 
whilom  was  fone  of  ire  to  be  the  fone  of  grace  : 
and  all  thefe  thinges  ben  preved  by  holy  writ  ; 
and  therfore  he  that  wold  fet  his  entent  to  thife. 
thinges  he  were  ful  wife  ;  for  fothly  he  ne  fhuld 
have  than  in  all  his  lif  corage  to  finne,  but  yeve 
his  herte  and  body  to  the  fervice  of  Jefu  Criff> 
and  therof  do  him  homage;  for  certes  our  Lord 
Jefu  Crift  hath  fpared  us  fo  benignely  in  our  fo- 
lies,  that  if  he  had  ne  pitee  on  mannes  foule  a  fory 
fong  might  we  alle  finge. 

Explicit  prima  pars penitatia,  et  incipit  pars  fecunia. 

The  fecond  part  of  penitence  is  confeflion,  and 
that  is  figne  of  contrition.  Now  fhul  ye  under- 
ftonde  what  is  confefTion,  and  whether  it  ought 
nedes  to  be  don  or  non,  and  which  thinges  ben 
convenable  to  veray  confefiion. 

Firft  fhalt  thou  underftande  that  confefTion  is 
veray  fhewing  of  fmnes  to  the  prceft  ;  this  is  to 
faie  veray,  for  he  muft  confefTe  him  of  all  the 
conditions  that  belongen  to  his  finne  as  ferforth 
as  he  can  :  all  muft  be  fayd,  and  nothing  excufed, 
ne  hid,  ne  forwrapped,  and  not  avaunt  him  of  his 
good  werkes  :  alfo  it  is  neceffarie  to  underftande 
whennes  that  fmnes  fpringcn,  and  how  they  en- 
crefen,  and  which  they  ben.    . 

Of  fpringing  of  finhes  faith  Seint  Poule  in  this 
wife  ;  that  right  as  by  on  man  finne  entred  firfl. 
into  this  world,  and  thurgh  fmne  deth,  right  fo 
deth  entreth  into  alle  men  that  finnen  :  and  this 
man  was  Adam,  by  whom  fiiine  entred  into  this 
world  whan  he  brake  the  commandement  of  God: 
and  therfore  he  that  firft  was  fo  mJghty  that  he  nc 
fhuld  have  died,  became  fwiche  on  that  he  muft 
nedes  die  whether  he  wold  or  no  ;  and  all  his  pro- 
genie  in  this  that  in  thilke  maner  finnen  dien. 
Loke  that  in  the  eftate  of  innocence,  v/han  Adam, 
and  Eve  weren  naked  in  Paradife,  and  no  thing 
ne  hadden  fhame  of  hir  nakedneffe,  how  that  the 
ferpent,  that  was  moft  wily  of  all  other  beftes  that 
Gjjd  had  made,  fayd  to  the  woman,  Why  com- 
manded God  you  that  ye  fhuld  not  ete  of  every 
tree  in  Paradife  ?  The  woman  anfwered,  Of  the 
fruit,  fayd  fhe,  of  the  trees  of  Paradife  we  feden 
us,  but  of  the  fruit  of  the  tree  that  is  in  the  mid- 
del  of  Paradife,  God  forbode  us  for  to  eten,  ne 
to  touche  it,  left  we  fhuld  die.  The  ferpent  fayd' 
to  the  woman,  Nay,  nay,  ye  fhul  not  dicnbf  deth 
M  iij 


s8& 


THE   PERSO 


for  foth  God  wote  that  what  day  that  ye  ete  ther- 
of  your  eyen  fhul  open,  jind  ye  fhul  be  as  goddes, 
knowing  good  and  harme.  The  woman  faw  tha!t 
the  tree,  was  good  to  feding,  and  faire  to  the  eyen, 
and  delegable  to  the  fight;  flie  toke  of  the  fruit  of 
tjie  tree  and  did  ete,  and  yave  to  hire  hufbond,  and 
he  ete  ;  and  anon  the  eyen  of  hem  both  opened  : 
and  whan  they  knewe  that  they  were  naked,  they 
lowed  of  a  fig-tree  leves  in  maner  of  bieches  to 
hiden  hir  members.  Here  mow  ye  feen  that 
dedly  finne  hath  firft  fuggeflion  of  the  fende,  as 
fhew.eth  here  by  the  adder,  and  afterward  the  de- 
lit  of  the  flefh,  as  fheweth  here  by  Eve,  and  after 
that  the  confenting  of  refon,  as  flieweth  by  Adam : 
for  truft  wel  though  fo  it  were  that  the  fende 
tempted  Eve,  that  is  to  fay,  the  flefh,  and  the  flefh 
haddeht  in  the  beautee  of  the  fruit  defended,  yet 
certesjil  that  refon,  that  is  to  fay  Adam,confented 
to  the  eting  of  the  fruit,  yet  flode  he  in  the  flate  of 
innocence.  Of  thilke  Adam  toke  we  thilke  finne 
original;  from  him  fleflily  -defcended  be  we  all, 
and  engendred  of  vile  and  corrupt  mater;  and 
whan  the  foule  is  put  in  our  bodies,  right  anon  is 
Ccntradl  original  finne,  and  that  that  was  erft  but 
only  peine  of  concupifcence  is  afterward  both 
peine  and  finne  ;  and  therfore  we  ben  all  yborne 
fones  of  wrath  and  of  dampnation  perdurable,  if  ne 
were  baptifme  that -w6  receive,  which  ben  imeth 
us  the  ciilpe  :  but  forfoth  the  peine  dwelleth  with 
us  as  to  temptation,  which  peine  hight  concupif- 
cence. This  concupifcence,  whan  it  is  wrongfully 
difpofed  or  ordeined  in  man,  it  maketh  him  co- 
veit,  by  coveitife  of  flefh,  fleflily  finne  by  fight  of 
his  eyen,  as  to  erthly  thinges,  and  alfo  coveitife  of 
iiighneffe  by  pride  of  herte. 

Now,  as  to.  fpeke  of  the  firfl  coveitife,  that  is, 
concupifence,  after  the  lawe  of  our  mcmbres  that 
were  lawfully  ymaked,  and  by  rightful  jugement 
of  God,  I  fay,  for  as  moche  as  a  man  is  not  obei- 
fant  to  God  that  is  his  Lord,  therfore  is  his  herte 
to  him  difobeifant  thurgh  concupifcence,  which  is 
called  ncurifhing  of  finne,  and  occafion  of  finne  ; 
therfore  all  the  while  that  a  man  hath  within  him 
the  peine  of  concupifence  it  is  impoffible  but  he 
be  tempted  fomtime,  and  mioved  in  his  flefh  to 
finne.  And  this  thing  may  not  faile  as  long  as  he 
liveth  ;  it  may  wel  waxe  feble  by  vertue  of  bap- 
tifme,  and  by  the  grace  of  God  thurgh  penitenc;e, 
tut  fully  ne  flial  it  never  qiienche,  that  he  ne  fhal 
fomtime  be  meved  in  himfelfe  but  if  he  were  re- 
freined  by  fikenelTe,  or  malefice  of  forcerie,or  cold 
drinkes.  For  lo,  what  ■  fayth  Seint  Poule  ?  The 
flefh  coveiteth  ayenft  the  fpirit,  and  the  fpirit 
ayenft  the  flefh  ;  they  ben  fo  contrarie  and  fo  flri- 
"ven  that  a  man  may  not  alway  do  as  he  wold. 
The  fame  Seint  Poule,  after  his  gret  penance  in 
■water  and  in  lond  ;  in  water  by  night  and  by  day 
in  gret  peril  and  in  gret  pftine,  in  lohd  in  grete 
famine  and  tbruft,  cold  and  clothles,  and  ones 
ftoned  almoft  to  deth,  yet  fayd  he,  Alas  !  1  caitif 
inan,  who  ihal  deliver  ipe  fro^the  prifon  of  my  cai- 
tifbody?  And  Seint  Jerom,  whan  he  long  time 
Jiad  dwelled  in  defert,!wheras  he  had  no  compag- 
hie  but  of  wilde  befles.'wherashe  had  no  mete 
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but  herbes,  and  water  to  his  drinkc,  ne  iio  feed  baS 
the  naked  erth,  wherfore  his  flefli  was  black  as  an 
Ethiopian  for  hete,  and  nie  defl:royed  for  cold,  yet 
fayd  he  that  the  brenning  of  lecherie  hpiled  in  all 
his  body  :  wherfore  1  wot  wel  fikerly  that  they 
be  deceived  that  fay  they  be  not  tem.pted  in  hir 
bodies  ;  witnefle  Seint  James,  that  faid  that  every 
wight  is  tempted  in  his  owen  confcience  ;  that  is 
to  fay,  that  eche  of  us  hath  mater  and  occafion  to 
be  tempted  of  the  nourifhing  of  finne  that  is  in 
his  body ;  and  therfore  fayth  Seint  John  the  Evan- 
gelifl:,  If  we  fay  that  we  ben  without  finne  we  de- 
ceive ourfelf,  and  truth  is  not  in  us. 

Now  fhul  ye  underftonde  in  what  maner  finne 
wexeth  and  encrefeth  in  man.  The  firft  thing  is 
that  nourifliing  of  finne  of  which  I  fpake  before, 
that  is,  concupifcence  ;  and  after  thai  cometh  fug- 
geflion of  the  devil,  this  is  to  fay,  the  divels  be- 
lous,  with  which  he  bloweth  in  man  the  fire  of 
concupifcence  ;  and  after  that  a  man  bethinketh 
him  whether  he  wol  do  or  no  that  thing  to  v/hich 
he  is  tempted  ;  and  than  if  a  man  withftond  and 
weive  the  firft  entiCng  of  his  flefh  and  of  the  fend 
than  it  is  no  finne ;  and  if  fo  be  he  do  not,  than 
feleth  he  anon  a  flame  of  delit,  and  than  it  is  good 
to  beware  and  kepe  him  wel,  or  elles  he  wol  fall 
anon  to  confenting  of  finne,  and  than  wol  he  do 
it  if  he  may  have  time  and  place.  And  of  this 
mater  fayth  Moyfes  by  the  devil  in  this  maner  ; 
The  fend  fayth,  I  wol  chace  andpurfue  man  by 
wicked  fuggeftion,  and  I  wol  hent  him  by  meving 
and'ftirring  of  fiiine,  and  I  wel  depart  my  pris  or 
my  prey  by  deliberation,  and  my  luft  fhal  be  ac- 
complifed  in  delit ;  I  wol  draw  my  fwerd  in  con- 
fenting ;  (for  certes  right  as  a  fwerd  departeth  a 
thing  in  two  peces,  right  fo  confenting  departeth 
Gcd  fro  man)  and  than  wol  I  fle  him  with  my 
bond  in  dede  of  finne.  Thus  fayth  the  fend,  for 
certes  than  is  a  man  al  ded  in  foule  ;  and  thus  is 
finne  accomplifed  by  temptation,  by  delit,  and  by 
confenting,  and  than  is  the  finne  aftuel. 

Forfoth  finne  is  in  two  maners ;  either  it  Is  ve- 
nial or  dedly  finne.'  Sothly  whan  a  man  loveth 
any  creature  more  than  Jefu  Crift  our  creatour, 
than  it  is  dedly  finne ;  and  venial  finne  it  is  if  a 
man  love  Jefu  Crift  lefTe  than  him  ought.  For- 
foth the  dede  of  this  venial  finne  is  ful  perilous, 
for  it  amenufeth  the  love  that  man  fliuld  have  to 
God  more  and  more  ;  and  therfore  if  a  man  charge 
himfelf  with  many  fwichCiyenialCnnes,  certes  but 
if  fo  be  that  he  fomtime  difcharge  him  of  hem  by 
fhrift,  they  may  wel  lightly  amenufe  in  him  all  the 
love  that  he  hath  to  Jefu  Crift.  And  in  this  wife 
fkippeth  venial  finne  into  dedly  finne;  for  certes 
the  more  that  a  man  chargeth  his  foule  with  ve- 
nial finnes,  the  more  he  is  enclined  to  fall  into  ded- 
ly finne  ;  and  therfore  let  us  not  be  negligent  to 
difcharge  us  of  venial  finnes- ;  for  the  proverbe 
fayth  that  many  fnial  maken  a  gret.  And  herken 
this  .  enf'ample  : .  a  gret  wawe  of  the  fee  cometh 
fomtime  with  fo  gret  a  violence  that  it  drenchcth 
the  fliip  ;  and  the  fame  harme  do  fomtime  the 
ihial  dropcs  of  water  that  enteren  thurgh  a  litcl 
crevis  in  the  thurrok,  and  in  the  bottom  of  thei 
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fKip,  li  men  ben  fo  negligent  that  they  difcharge 
hem  not  by  time  ;  and  therfore  although  ther  be 
difference  betwix  thife  two  caufes  of  drenching  al- 
gates,  the  fhip  is  dreint.  Right  fo  fareth  it  fom- 
time  of  dedly  finne  and  of  anoious  venial  finnes, 
whan  they  multiplie  in  man  fo  gretly  that  thilke 
worldly  thinges  that  he  loveth,  thurgh  which  he 
finneth  venially,  is  as  gret  in  his  herte  as  the  love 
of  God,  or  more  ;  and  therfore  the  love  of  every 
thing  that  is  not  befet  in  God,  ne  don  principally 
for  Goddes  fake,  although  that  a  man  love  it  leffe 
than  God,  yet  it  is  venial  fmne  ;  and  dedly  finne 
is  whan  the  love  of  any  thing  weigheth  in  the 
herte  of  man  as  moche  as  the  love  of  God,  or 
more.  Dedly  fmne,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  is 
whan  a  rnan  tourneth  his  hette  fro  God,  whiche 
that  is  veray  foveraine  bountee,  that  may  not 
chauhge,  and  yeveth  his  herte  to  thing  that  may 
chaunge  and  flitte  ;  and  certes  that  is  every  thing 
fave  God  of  heven  :  for  foth  is  that  if  a  man  yeve 
his  love,  which  that  he  oweth  to  God  with  all  his 
herte,  unto  a  creature,  certes  as  moche  of  his  love 
as  he  yeveth  to  the  fame  creature,  fo  moche  he  be- 
reveth  fro  God,  and  therfore  doth  he  fmne  ;  for 
he  that  is  dettour  to  God  ne  yeldeth  not  to  God 
all  his  dette,  that  is  to  fayn,  all  the  love  of  his 
herte. 

Now  fith  man  underftondeth  generally  which 
is  venial  finne,  than  is  it  convenable  to  tell  fpeci- 
ally  of  finnes  whiche  that  many  a  man  peraven- 
ture  demeth  hem  no  finnes,  and  Ihriveth  him  not 
of  the  fame,  and  yet  natheles  they  be  finnes  fothly, 
as  thife  clerkes  writen  ;  this  is  to  fay,  at  every 
tyme  that  man  eteth  and  drinketh  more  than  fuf- 
liceth  to  the  fuftenance  of  his  body,  in  certain  he 
doth  finne ;  eke  whan  he  fpeketh  more  than  it 
nedeth,  he  doth  finne;  eke  whan  he  herkeneth 
not  benignely  the  complaint  of  the  poure  ;  eke 
whan  he  is  inhele  of  body,  and  wol  not  faft  whan 
other  folk  fall,  without  caufe  refonable  ;  eke  whan 
he  flepeth  more  than  nedeth,  or  whan  he  cometh 
by  that  enchefon  to  late  to  chirche,  or  to  other 
werkes  of  charitee;  eke  Avhan  he  ufeth  his  wif 
withouten  foveraine  defire  of  engendrure,  to  the 
honour  of  God,  or  for  the  entent  to  yeld  his  wif 
his  dette  of  his  body  ;  eke  whan  he  wol  not  vifite 
the  fike  or  the  priloner  if  he  may ;  eke  if  he  love 
wif  or  child,  or  other  worldly  thing,  more  than 
refon  requireth;  eke  if  he  flater  or  blandife  more 
than  him  oughte  for  any  neceffitee ;  eke  if  he  ame- 
nufe  or  withdrawe  the  almeffe  of  the  poure  ;  eke 
if  he  apparaile  his  mete  more  delicioufly  than  nede 
is,  or  ete  it  to  haftily  by  likeroufneffe  ;  eke  if  he 
talke  vanitees  in  the  chirche,  or  at  Goddes  fervicc, 
or  that  he  be  a  taler  of  idle  wordes  of  folic  or  vi- 
lanie,  for  he  Ihal  yeld  accomptes  of  it  at  the  day 
of  dome  ;  eke  whan  he  behighteth  or  aiTureth  to 
don  thinges  that  he  may  not  perfourme ;  eke 
whan  that  he  by  lightnefTe  of  foly  miffayeth  or 
fcorneth  his  neighbour  ;  eke  whan  he  hath  ony 
wicked  fufpecion  of  thing  ther  he  ne  v/ote  of  it  no 
fothfaftneffe.  Thife  thinges,  and  mp  withouten 
nombre,  be  finnes,  as  fayth  Seint  Augufline.  Now 
fhul  ye  underllondc  »hat  al  be  it  fo  that  non  erthly 


man  may  efchcwe  al  venial  finnes,  yet  ffiay  he  re» 
freine  him  by  the  brenning  love  that  he  hath  to 
our  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  and  by  prayer  and  confef- 
fion,  and  other  good  werkes,  fo  that  it  Ihal  but  li- 
tel  grieve  :  for,  as  fayth  Seint  AuguRine,  If  a 
man  love  God  in  fwiche  maner  that  all  that  ever 
he  doth  is  in  the  love  of  God,  or  for  the  love  of 
God  veraily,  for  he  brenneth  in  the  love  of  God, 
loke  how  moche  that  o  drope  of  water  which  fal- 
leth  into  a  fourneis  ful  of  fire  anoieth  or  greveth 
the  brenning  of  the  fire,  in  like  maner  anoieth  or 
greveth  a  venial  finne  unto  that  man  whiche  is 
ilcdfaft  and  parfite  in  the  love  of  our  Saviour  Je* 
fu  Crift.  Furthermore,  men  may  alfo  refreine  and 
put  away  venial  finne  by  receiving  worthily  th^ 
precious  body  of  Jefu  Crift,  by  receiving  eke  of 
holy  water,  by  almes  dede,  by  general  confeflion  of 
conjiteor  at  maffe,  and  at  prime,  and  at  complin,  and 
by  bleifing  of  biftioppes  and  preeftes,  and  by  other 
good  werkes. 

De  Septem  Peccath  Morlalibtis, 

Now  it  is  behovcly  to  tellen  'vhiche  ben  dedly 
finnes,  that  is  to  fay,  chiefetaines  of  finnes,  for  as 
moche  as  all  they  ren  in  o  lees,  but  in  divers  ma- 
ners.  Now  ben  they  cleped  chiefetaines  for  as 
moche  as  they  be  chiefe,  and  of  hem  fpringen  all 
other  finnes.  The  rote  of  thife  finnes  than  is 
pride,  the  general  rote  of  all  harmes,  for  of  this 
rote  fprmgen  certain  braunches,  as  ire,  envie,  ac- 
cide  or  flouthe,  avarife  or  coveitife,  (to  common 
]  underflonding)  glotonie,  and  lecherie ;  and  eche 
\  of  tliife  chief  finnes  hath  his  braunches  and  his 
twigges,  as  flial  be  declared  in  hir  chapitres  fol- 
lowing. 

De  Superhia, 

And  though  fo  be  that  no  man  knoweth  utter- 
ly the  nombre  of  the  twigges  and  of  the  harmes 
that  comen  of  pride,  yet  wol  I  Ihew  a  partie  of 
hem  as  ye  fliul  underf'ond.  Tlier  is  inobedience, 
avaunting,  ipocrifie,  dcfpit,  arrogance,  impudence, 
fwelling  of  herte,  .infolence,  elation,  impatience, 
ftrif,  contumacie,  prefumption,  irreverence,  perti- 
nacie,  vaine  glorie,  and  many  other  twigges  that 
I  cannot  declare.  Inobedient  is  he  that  difobeyeth 
for  defpit  to  the  commandements  of  God,  and 
to  his  foveraines,  and  to  his  goftly  fader  ;  avaun- 
tour  is  he  that  bofl:eth  ©f  the  harme  or  of  the  boun- 
tee that  he  hath  don  ;  ipocrite  is  he  that  hideth  to 
fhew  him  fwiche  as  he  is,  and  Iheweth  him  to  feme 
fwiche  as  he  is  not ;  defpitous  is  he  that  hath  dif- 
dain  of  his  neighebour,  that  is  to  fayn,  of  his  even 
Criflen,  or  hath  defpit  to  do  that  him  ought  to  do; 
arrogant  is  he  that  thinkcth  that  he  hath  thofe 
bountees  in  him  that  he  hatli  not,  or  weneth  that 
he  fhulde  have  hem  by  liis  deferving,  or  elles  that 
demeth  that  he  be  that  he  is  not ;  impudent  is  he 
that  for  his  pride  hath  no  Ihanie  of  his  finnes ; 
fwelling  of  herte  is  whan  man  rejoyceth  him  of 
harme  that  he  hath  don;  infolent  is  he  that  def- 
pifeth  in  his  jugement  all  other  folk  as  in  regarde 
of  liis  value,  of  his  conning,  of  his  ffeking,,and  &f 
Jvliiij  ^ 
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Itis  bering  ;  elation  is  whan  he  ne  may  neither  fuf- 
ite  to  have  maiftre  ne  felawe  ;  impatient  is  he  that 
wol  not  be  taught  ne  undernome  of  his  vice,  and 
hy  flrif  weiTieth  truth  wetingly,  and  dcfendeth 
Jns  foly  ;  continvax  is  he  that  thurgh  his  indignation 
is  ayenf't  every  audoritee  or  pov^rer  of  hem  that 
KS  n  his  foveraines;  prefumption  is  whan  a  man 
Tl  .1  ;  talr.eth  an  emprife  that  him  ought  not  to  do, 
or  elles  that  he  may  hot  do,  and  this  is  called  fur- 
^i-iilric  ;  irreverence  is  whan  man  doth  not  honour 
ther  as  him  ovight  to  do,  and  waiteth  to  he  reve- 
renced; pertinacie  is  whan  man  defendeth  his  fo- 
ly, and  trufteth  to  moche  in  his  owen  wit ;  vaine- 
glof  ie  is  for  to  have  pompe  and  delit  in  his  tempo- 
ral highneffe,  and  glorye  him  in  his  worldly  eftate  ; 
jangling  is  whan  man  fpeketh  to  moche  before 
Jblk,  and  clappcth  as  a  mille,  and  taketh  no  kepe 
what  he  fayth. 

Aiid  yet  ther  is  a  ptivee  fpice  of  pride  that 
■waitetli  firft  to  be  falewed  or  he  wol  faleVir,  all 
be  he  leffe  worthy  than  that  other  is ;  and  eke  he 
-.vaiteth  to  fit  or  to  go  above  him  in  the  way,  or 
kiffe  the  pax,  or  ben  encenfed  or  gon  to  offering 
before  his  neighbo'Ur,  andfwichefemblablc  thinges, 
ayen'ft  his  deu'tee  peraventure,  but  that  he  hath 
his  herte  and  his  entente  in  fvviche  a  proude  defi.re 
to  be  magnified  and  honoured  beforn'the  peple. 

Nqw  ben  ther  tv/o  maner  of  prides  ;  that  on  of 
hem  is  within  the  herte  of  a  man,  and  that  other 
is  without ;  of  whiche  fothly  thife  forefayd  thinges, 
and  mo  than  I  have  fayd,  apperteinen  to  pride 
that  is  within  the  herte  of  man  ;  and  ther  be  other, 
Ipices  of  pride  that  ben  withouten;  but  nathelefs 
thaten  of  thife  fpices  of  pride  isfigne  of  that  other, 
right  as  they  gay  Levefelt  at  the  taverne  is  figne  of 
the  win  that  is  in  the  ccller.  And  this  is  in  many 
thinges,  as  in  fpeche  and  contenance,  and  out- 
ragious  array  of  clothing ;  for  certes  if  there  had 
ben  no  finne  iu  clothing  Crift  v/old  not  fo  fone 
have  noted  and  fpoken  of  the  clothing  of  thilke 
rich  man  in  the  Gofpel ;  and,  as  Seint  Gregory 
fayth,  that  precious  clothing  is  culpable  for  the 
derth  of  it,  and  for  his  foftneffe,  and  for  his 
flrangenelTe  and  diiguifmg,  and  for  the  fuper- 
fiuitee  or  for  the  inordinate fcantneffe  of  it.  Alas! 
inay  not  a  man  fee'  as  in  our  dales  the  fmneful 
cofileWe  array  of  clothing,  and  namely  in  to  moche 
fuperfiuitee,  or  elles  in  to  difordinatc  fcantneffe. 

As  to  the  /aril  finne,  in'fuperfiuitee,  of  clothing, 
whiche  that  niaketh  it  fo  dere,to  the  harm  of  the 
peple,  not  only  the  cofle  of  the  enbrouding,  the 
difguiiiig,  endenting  or  barring,  ounding,  paling, 
winding,  or  bending,  and  femblable  wafi  of  cloth 
in  vanitee  but  ther  is  alfo  the  coftlewe  furring  in 
hir  gounes,  fo  muche  pounfoning  of  chefel  to 
maken  holes,  fo  moche  dagging  of  fheres,  with 
the  fuperfiuitee  in  lengt'i  of  the  forefaide  gounes, 
trailing  in  the  dong  and  in  the  myre,  on  hors  and 
eke  on  foot,  as  wel  of  man  as  of  woman,  that  all 
thilke '  trailing  is  veraily  (as  in  effe6i:)  walled, 
confumed,  thredbare,  and  rotten  with  dong,  rather 
than  it  is  yeven  to  the  poure,  to  get  damage  of  the 
forefayd  poure  folk,  and  that  in  fondry  wife ;  this 
'\%  to  fayi>j  the  more  that  cloth  is  walled  the  more 


NES   TAL^. 

mufl  it  coll  the  popr  peple  for  the  fcarcencffe » 
and  furtherover,  if  fo  be  that  they  wolden  yevS 
fwiche   pounfoned  and    dagged   clothing  to  the' 
poure  peple  it  is  not  convenient  to  were  for  hir 
ellate,  ne  fuffifant  to  bote  hir  necefhtee,  to  kep^ 
hem  fro  the  diflemperance  of  the  firmament.  Uporf 
that  other  fide,  to  fpeke  of  the  horrible  difordinat 
fcantneffe  of  clothing,  as  ben  thife  cutted  floppes" 
or  hanfelines,   that  thurgh  hir   fhortneffe  cover 
not  the  fhameful  members  of   man   to    wicked 
entente  :  alas !   fom  of  hem  fhewen  the  boffe  and 
the  fhape  of  the  horrible  fwollen  members,  that 
femen  like  to  the  maladie  of  Hernia,  in  the  wrap- 
ping of  hir  hofen,  and  eke  the  buttokkes  of  hem" 
behinde,  that  faren  as  it  were  the  hinder  part  of 
a  fhe  ape  in  the  ful  of  the  mone.     And  morcr 
over,  the   wretched  fwollen   members  that  they 
fliew  thurgh  difguifing,  in  departing  of  hir  hofen 
in  white  and  rede,  femeth  that  half  hir  fliameful 
privee  membres  were  flaine  :  and  if  fo  be  that 
they  departe  hir  hofen  in    other   colours,   as  is 
white  and  blewe,  or  white  and  blake,  or  blake 
and  rede,  and  fo  forth,  than  femeth  it,  as  by  vari- 
ance of  colour,  that  the  half  part   of  hir  privee': 
membersben  corrupt  by  the  fireof  Seint  Anthonie,, 
or  by  cancre,  or  other  fwiche  mifchance.     Of  the* 
hinder  part  of  hir  buttokkes  it  is  ful  horrible  for' 
to  fee,  for  certes  in  that  partie  of  hir  body,  ther 
as  they  purgen  hir  llinking  ordure,   that  foulei 
partie  flievire  they  to  the  peple  proudely  in  difpite 
of  honeflee,  whiche  honellee  that  Jefu  Crill  and 
his  frenies  obferved  to  fhewe  in  hir  lif.     Now  as' 
to  the  outragious  array  of  women,  God  wote  that 
though  the  vifages  of  fome  of  hem  femen  ful  chafte 
and  debonaire,  yet  notifien  they  in  hir  array  of' 
attire   likeroufneffe    and  pride.     I  fay    not    that 
honefcee  in  clothing  of  man  or  woman   is  uuco- 
venable,  but  certes  the  fuperfiuitee  or  difordinat 
icarcitee  of  clothing  is  reprevable.     Alfo  the  finne 
of  ornament  or  of  apparaile  is  in  thinges  that  ap- 
perteine  to  riding,  as  in  to  many  dehcat  hors  that 
ben  holden  for  deht,  that  ben  fofalre,fatte,  and  coft- 
lewe; andalfoinmanyaviciousknave  thatisfullain- 
ed  becaufe  of  hem  ;  in 'curious  herneis,  as  in  fadles,. 
cropers,  peitrels,  and  bridles,  covered  with  precious 
cloth  and  rich,  barred  and  plated  of  goldand  filver, 
for  which  God   fiiyth  by  Zacharie    the   prophet, 
I  wol  confounde  the  riders  of  f'wiche  hors.    Thefe 
folke  taken  litel  regard  to  the  riding  of  Goddes 
fone  of  heven,  and  of  his  harneis,  whan  he  rode 
upon  the  affe,  and  had  none  other  harneis  but  the 
poure  clothes  pf  his  difciples,  ne  we  rede  not  that 
ever  he  rode  on  ony  other  befl:e.     I  fpeke  this  for 
the  finne'  of  fuperfiuitee,  and   not  for  honellee, 
whan  reafon  it  requireth.     And  morover,  certes' 
pride  isgretly  notified  in  holding  of  gret  meinie, 
whan    they   ben   of  htel   profite  or  of  right    no' 
profile,  and  namely   whan  that  meinie  is  felonous 
and  damageous  to  the  peple  by  hardinefTe  of  high 
lordefiiip,  or  by  way  of  office  ;  for  certes  fwiche 
lordes  fell  than  hir  lordefliip  to  the  devil  of  helle 
whan  they  fufteine  the  wickedneffe  of  hir  meinie  ; 
or  elles  whan  thife  folk  of  low  degree,    as  they 
that  holden  hoftelries,   fufl;einen  thefte   of   hir 
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hoftellers,  and  that  is  in  many  maner  of  deceites ; 
thilke  maner  of  folk  ben  the  flies  that  folowen 
the  hony,  or  elles  the  houndes  that  folowen  the 
caraine :  fwiche  forefayde  folk  flranglen  fpiritually 
Kir  lordefliipes ;  for  which  thus  faith  David  the 
prophet,  Wicked  deth  mot  come  unto  thilke 
lordlhipes,  and  God  yeve  that  they  mot  defcend 
into  helle  all  doXm,  for  in  hir  houfes  is  iniquitee 
and  fhrewedneffe,  and  not  God  of  heven :  and 
certesbut  if  they  don  amendement,  right  as  God 
yave  his  benifori  to  Laban  by  the  fervice  of  Jacob, 
arid  to  Pharao  by  the  fervice  of  Jofeph,  right  fo 
God  wol  yeve  his  malifon  to  fwiche  lordafhipes 
as  fufteine  the  wickednefle  of  hir  fervants,  but 
they  come  to  amendement.  Pride  of  the  table 
appereth  eke  ful  oft,  for  certes  riche  men  be  clep- 
ed  to  fefies,  and  poure  folk  he  put  away  and 
rebuked ;  and  alfo  in  exceffe  of  divers  metes  and 
drinkes,  and  namely  fwiche  maner  bake  metes 
and  difhe  metes  brenning  of  wilde  fire,  apd  peint- 
ed  and  caftelled  with  paper,  and  femblable  waft, 
fo  that  it  is  abufion  to  thinke ;  and  eke  in  to  gret 
precioufneffe  or  veffell,  and  curiofitee  of  minllral- 
cie  by  which  a  man  is  ftirred  more  to  the  delites  of 
luxurie,  if  fo  be  that  he  fette  his  herte  the  lefle 
upon  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  it  is  a  finne ;  and 
certainly  the  delites  might  ben  fo  gret  in  this  cas 
that  a  man  might  lightly  fall  by  hem  into  dedly 
finne.  The  fpices  that  fourden  of  pride,  fothly 
whan  they  fourden  of  malice  imagined,  avifed, 
and  forecafte,  or  elles  of  ufage,  ben  dedly  fmnes 
it  is  no  doute  ;  and  whan  they  fourden  by  freeltee 
unavifed  fodenly,  and  fodenly  withdrawn  again, 
al  be  they  grevous  fmnes  I  geffe  that  they  be  not 
dedly.  Nov/  might  men  afke  wherof  that  pride 
fourdeth  and  fpringeth  ?  I  fay  that  fomtime  it 
fpringeth  of  the  goodes  of  nature,  fomtime  of  the 
goodes  of  fortune,  and  fomtime  of  the  gacdes  of 
grace.  Certes  the  goodes  of  nature  ftonden  only 
in  the  goodes  of  the  body  or  of  the  foul;  certes  the 
goodes  of  the  body  ben  hele  of  body,  ftrength, 
delivernefle,  beautee,  gentrie,  franchife ;  the 
goodes  of  nature  of  the  foule  ben  good  wit,  fharpe 
underftonding,  fubtil  engine,  vertue  naturel,  good 
memorie  :  goodes  of  fortune  ben  riches,  high  de- 
gree of  lordfliipes,  and  preifmges  of  the  peple; 
goodes  of  grace  ben  fcience,  power  to  fuffre  fpi- 
ritueltravaile,  benignitee,vertuous  contemplation, 
withftonding  of  temptation,  and  femblable  thinges ; 
of  which  forefaid  goodes  certes  it  is  a  gret  folie 
a  mantopriden  him  in  onyofhemall.  Nowasfbrto 
fpeke  of  goodes  of  nature,  God  wot  that  fomtime  we 
have  hem  in  nature  as  moche  to  bur  damage  as  to 
ourprofite.  As  for  to  fpeke  of  hele  of  body,  trewely 
it  paffeth  ful  lightly,  and  alfo  it  is  ful  ofte  en- 
c^hefon  of  filuiefle  of  the  foule,  for  God  wote  the 
flefh  is  a  gret  enemy  to  the  foule,  and  therfore 
the  more  that  the  body  is  hole  the  more  be  we  in 
peril  to  fallq;  eke  for  to  priden  him  in  his  ftrength 
of  body  it  is  a  grete  folie,  for  certes  the  flefh 
coveiteth  ayenft  the  fpirite,  and  ever  the  more 
ftrong  that  the  fiefti  is  the  forier  may  the  foule  be  ; 
and,  over  all,  this  ftrength  of  body  and  worldly 
hardinefle  caufcth  ful  of  to  many  man  peril  and 


mifchance;  alfo  tobavcpride  of  gentrie  is  right  gret 
folic,  for  oft  time  the  gentrie  of  the  body  benim- 
eth  the  gentrie  of  the  foule :  and  alfo  we  ben  all  of  o 
faderandof  o  moder,andallweben  of  o  nature,  rot- 
ten and  corrupt,  bothe  riche  and  poure.  Forfotho 
maner  gentrie  is  for  to  preife,  that  appareilleth  man- 
nes  corage  with  vertues  andmioralitees,  and  maketh 
him  Criftes  child,  for  trufteth  wel  that  over  what 
man  that  finne  hath  maiftrie  he  is  a  veray  cherl 
to  finne. 

Now  ben  ther  general  fignes  of  gentilnefle,  as 
efchewing  of  vice  and  ribaudrie,  and  fervagc  of 
finne  in  word,  and  in  werk  and  contenance,  and 
ufing  vertue,  as  courtefie  and  clenenefle,  and  to  be 
liberal,  that  is  to  fay,  large  by  meafure,  for  thilke 
that  paffeth  mcfure  is  folie  and  finne ;  another 
is  to  remember  him  of  bountee  that  he  of  other 
folk  hath  received ;  another  is  to  be  benigne  to 
his  fubgettes;  wherfor  faith  Senekc,  Ther  is 
nothing  more  covenable  to  a  man  of  high  eftate 
than  dobonairtee  and  pitee ;  and  therfore  thifc 
flies  that  men  clepen  Bees,  whan  they  make  hir 
king  they  chefen  on  that  hath  no  pricke  wherwith 
he  may  fting.  Another  is,  man  to  have  a  noble 
herte  and  a  diligent,  to  atteine  to  high  vertuoua 
thinges  ;  now,  certes  a  man  to  priden  him  in  the 
goodes  of  grace  is  eke  an  outrageous  folie,  for 
thilke  yeftes  of  grace  that  fhuld  have  tourned  him 
to  goodnefle  and  to  medicine  tourneth  him  to 
venime  and  confufion,  as  fayth  Seint  Gregorie. 
Certes  alfo,  who  fo  prideth  him  in  the  goodnefle 
of  Fortune  he  is  a  gret  fool,  for  fomtime  is  a  man 
a  gret  lord  by  the  morwe  that  is  a  caitife  and  a 
wretch  or  it  be  night :  and  fometime  the  richnefl'c 
of  a  man  is  caufe  of  his  deth  :  and  fomtime  the 
delites  of  a  man  ben  caufe  of  grevous  maladie 
thurgh  which  he  dieth.  Certes  the  commenda- 
tion of  the  peple  is  ful  falfe  and  brotel  for  to  truft; 
this  day  they  preife,  to-mbrwe  they  blame.  God 
wote  defire  to  have  commendation  of  the  peple 
hath  caufed  deth  to  many  a  befy  man. 

Remedium  Superbia. 

Now  fith  that  fo  it  is  that  ye  have  underftond 
what  is  pride,  and  which  be  the  fpices  of  it,  and 
how  mennes  pride  fourdeth  and  fpringeth,  now 
ye  fiiul  uuderftond  which  is  the  remedie  ayenft 
it.  Humilitee  or  mekeneffe  is  the  remedy  ayenft 
pride  ;  that  is  a  vertue  thurgh  which  a  man  hath 
veray  knowledge  of  himfelf,  and  holdeth  of  him- 
felf  no  deintee  ne  no  pris,  as  in  regard  of  his 
defertes,  confidering  ever  his  freeltee.  Now  ben 
ther  three  maner  of  humilitees,  as  humilitee  in 
herte,  and  another  in  the  mouth,  and  the  thridde 
in  werkes.  The  humilitee  in  herte  is  in  foure 
maneres ;  that  on  is  whan  a  man  holdeth  himfelf 
as  nought  worth  before  God  of  heven  ;  the  fecond 
is  whan  he  defpifeth  non  other  man  ;  the  thridde 
is  whan  he  ne  recketh  nat  though  men  holdchim 
nought  worth  ;  and  the  fourth  is  whan  he  is  not 
fory  of  his  humilitation.  Alfo  the  humilitee  of 
mouth  is  in  four  thinges  ;  in  attemperate  fpeche; 
in  humilitee  of  fpechc,  and  whan  he  confefTeth 


lU- 


wlth  his  owen  mouth  'that  he  isfwiche  as  he  think- 
eth  that  he  is  mherte  ;  another  is  whan  he  preif- 
€th  the  bountee  of  another  man,  and  nothing 
therof  amenufeth.  HumiHtee  eke  in  werkes  is 
in  foure  maners :  the  firfl:  is  whan  he  putteth 
other  men  before  him  ;  the  fecond  is  to  chefe  the 
loweft  place  of  all  ;  the  thridde  is  gladly  to  affent 
to  good  confeil ;  the  fourth  is  to  flond  gladly 
to  the  award  of  his  fovereigne,  or  of  hem  that  is 
higher  in  degree  ;  certain  this  is  a  gret  wcrk  of 
liumilitee. 

Ue  lnv'idla> 

After  pride  wol  1  fpeke  of  the  foule  fmne  of 
cnvie,  which  that  is,  after  the  word  of  the  philo- 
fbpher,  forwe  of  other  mennes  profperitee  ;  and 
after  the  word  of  Seint  Augufline  it  is  forwe  of 
other  mennes  wele,  and  joy  of  other  mennes 
iarme.  This  foule  fmne  is  platly  ayenft  the 
Holy  Goft  :  al  be  it  fo  that  every  fmne  is  ayenft 
the  Holy  Gofl,  yet  natheles  for  as  moche  as 
Lountee  apperteineth  properly  to  the  Holy  Gofl, 
and  envie  cometh  properly  of  malice,  therfore  it 
is  properly  ayenft  the  bountee  of  the  Holy  Goft, 
Kow  hath  malice  two  fpices,  that  is  to  fay,  hardi- 
jieffe  of  herte  in  wickednelTe,  or  elles  the  flefh  of 
man  is  fo  blind  that  he  confidereth  not  that  he  is 
in  fmne,  or  recketh  not  that  he  is  in  fmne,  which 
is  the  hardineffe  of  the  di-tel.  That  other  fpice  of 
cnvie  is  whan  that  a  man  werrieth  trouth  whan 
lie  wot  that  it  is  trouth,  and  alfo  whan  he  wer- 
rieth the  grace  of  God  that  God  hath  yeve  to 
liis  neighbour  ;  and  all  this  is  by  envie ; 
certes  than  is  envie  the  werft  fmne  that  is,  for 
fothly  all  other  fmnes  be  fometime  only  ayenft  on 
fpecial  vertue,  but  certes  envie  is  ayenft  a,l  maner 
vertues  and  alle  goodneffe,  for  it  is  fory  of  all 
bountee  of  his  neighbour  :  and  in  this  maner  it  is 
tiivers  from  all  other  fmnes,  for  wel  unnethe  is 
ther  any  fmne  that  it  ne  hath  fom  deht  in  him- 
felf  fave  only  envie  that  ever  hath  in  himfelf 
anguifh  and  forwe.  The  fpices  of  envie 
hen  thefe  :  ther  is  firft  forwe  of  other  mennes 
goodneffe  and  of  hir  profperitee,  and  profperitee 
ought  to  be  kindly  mater  of  joye  ;  than  is  cnvie 
a  fmne  ayenft  kinde.  The  feconde  fpice  of  envie 
js  joye  of  other  mennes  harme,  and  that  is  properly 
like  to  thedivel,  that  everrejoyfethhimof  mannes 
harme.  Of  thife  two  fpecies,  cometh  backbiting  ; 
and  this  fmne  of  backbiting  or  detradting  hath 
certain  fpices,  as  thus ;  fom  man  preifeth  his 
neighbour  by  a  wicked  entente,  for  he  maketh 
alway  a  wicked  knotte  at  the  lafte  ende  ;  alway  he 
maketh  a  but  at  the  laft  ende,  that  is  digne  of  more 
bhmie  than  is  worth  all  the  preifing  :  the  fecond 
fpice  is,  that  if  a  man  he  good,  or  doth  or  fayth 
a  thing  good  entente,  the  backbiter  wol  turne  all 
that  goodeffe  up  fo  doun  to  his  fhrewde  entente  : 
the  thridde  is  to  amenufe  the  bountee  of  his  neigh- 
hour  :  the  fourthe  fpice  of  backbiting  is  this,  that 
if  men  fpeke  goodneffe  of  a  man  than  wol  the 
backbiter  fay,  Parfay  fwiche  a  man  is  yet  better 
than  }ie,  in  difprcifmg  of  him  that  men  preife  : 
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the  fifth  fpice  is  this,  for  to  confent  gladly  to  hef- 
ken  the  harme  that  men  fpeke  of  other  folk  :  this 
fmne  is  ful  gret,  and  ay  encrefeth  after  the  wicked 
entent  of  the  backbiter  :  after  backbiting  cometh 
grutching  or  raurmurance,  and  fometime  it 
fpringeth  of  impatience  ayenft  God,  and  fomtime 
ayenft  man :  ayenft  God  it  is  whan  a  man 
grutcbeth  ayenft  the  peine  of  helle,  or  ayenft 
poverte,  or  loffe  of  catel,  or  ayenft  rain  or  tem- 
peft,  or  elles  grutcheth  that  fhrewes  have  pro- 
fperitee, or  elles  that  good  men  have  adverfitee  : 
and  all  thife  thinges  fiiuld  men  fuffre  patiently, 
for  they  comen  by  the  rightful  jugement  and 
ordinance  of  God.  Somtime  cometh  grutching  of 
avarice,  as  Judas  grutched  ayenft  the  Magdeleine 
whan  fhe  anointed  the  hed  of  our  Lord  Jefu  Crifl 
with  hire  precious  oynement :  this  maner  mur- 
muring is  fwiche  as  whan  man  grutcheth  of 
goodneffe  that  himfelf  doth  or  that  other  folk 
don  of  hir  owen  catel.  Somtime  cometh  mur- 
mur of  pride,  as  whan  Simon  the  Pharifee 
grutched  ayenft  the  Magdeleine  whan  fhe  ap- 
proched  to  Jefu  Crift  and  wept  at  his  feet  for  hire 
fmnes :  and  fomtime  it  fourdeth  of  envie, 
whan  men  difcover  a  mannes  harme  that  was 
privee,  or  bereth  him  on  bond  thing  that  is  falfe. 
Murmur  alfo  is  oft  among  fervants,  that  grutchen 
whan  hir  foveraines  bidden  hem  do  leful  thinges : 
and  for  as  moche  as  they  dare  not  openly  withfay 
the  commaundement  of  hir  foveraines,  yet  wol 
they  fay  harme  and  grutche  and  murmure  prively 
for  veray  defpit,  which  wordes  they  call  the 
divels  Pater  nojler,  though  fo  be  that  the  devil  had 
never  Pater  nojier,  but  that  lewed  folk  yeven  it 
fwiche  a  name.  Somtime  it  cometh  of  ire  or 
privee  hate,  that  norifheth  rancour  in  the  herte, 
as  afterward  I  flial  declare.  Than  cometh  eke 
bitterneffe  of  herte,  thurgh  which  bitterneffc 
very  good  dede  of  his  neighbour  femeth  to  him 
bitter  and  unfavory.  Than  cometh  difcord, 
that  unbindeth  all  maner  of  frendlhip  :  than 
cometh  fcoming  of  his  neighbour,  al  do  he  never 
fo  wel  :  than  cometh  accufmg,  as  whan  a  man  fe- 
keth  occafton  to  annoyen  his  neighbour,  which 
is  like  the  craft  of  the  divel,  that  waiteth  both 
day  and  night  to  accufen  us  all  :  than  cometh 
malignitee,  thurgh  virhich  a  man  annoieth  his 
neighbour  prively  if  he  may,  and  if  he  may  not 
algate  his  wicked  will  fhal  not  let  as  for  to  brenne; 
his  hous  pri  el  %  or  enpoifen  him,  or  fie  his  beftes, 
andfemblabx  .hi  ages. 

R:medium  Invidi.x. 

Now  vvol  I  fpeke  of  the  remc4ie  ayenft  this 
foule  fmne  of  envie.  Firfte  is  the  love  of  God 
principally,  and  loving  of  his  neighbour  as  him- 
felf, for  fothly  that  on  ne  may  not  be  without  ^ 
that  other ;  and  truft  v/el  that  in  the  name  of  thy 
neighbour  thou  fhalt  underftande  tlit  name  of 
thy  brother,  for  certes  all  we  have  on  fader  flefh- 
ly  and  on  moder,  that  is  to  fay,  Adam  and  Eve, 
and  alfo  on  fader  fpiritud,  that  is  to  fay,  God  of' 
heven.     Thy  neighbour  art  thou  bounde  for  to 
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love,  and  will  him  all  goodneffe,  and  therfore 
fayth  God,  Love  thy  neighbour  as  thyfelf,  that  is 
to  fay,  to  falvation  both  of  lif  and  foule  ;  and 
moreover,  thou  flialt  love  him  in  word,  and  in 
benigne  amonefting  and  chaftifmg,  and  comfort 
him  in  his  anoyes,  and  praye  for  him  w^ith  all  thy 
herte ;  and  in  dede  thou  (halt  love  him  in  fwiche 
■wife  that  thou  fhalt  do  to  him  in  charitee  as  thou 
woldeft  that  it  were  don  to  thin  owen  perfon,  and 
therfore  thou  ne  flialt  d6  him  no  damage  in  wick 
ed  word,  ne  harme  in  his  body,  ne  in  his  catel, 
ne  in  his  foule,  by  entifing  of  wicked  enfample  : 
thou  flialt  not  defire  his  wif,  ne  non  of  his  thinges. 
Underftonde  eke  that  in  the  name  of  Neighbour 
is  comprehended  his  enemy;  certesman  ftial  lovw 
his  enemy  for  the  commandement  of  God,  and 
fothly  thy  frend  thou  flialt  love  in  God :  I  fay 
thin  enemy  flialt  thou  love  for  Goddes  fake  by  his 
commandement,  for  if  it  were  refon  that  man 
fliulde  hate  his  enemy  forfoth  God  n'olde  not  re- 
ceive us  to  his  love  that  ben  his  enemies.  Ayenft 
three  maner  of  wronges  that  his  enemy  doth  to 
him  he  fhal  do  three  thinges,  as  thus ;  ayenfl  hate 
and  rancour  of  herte  he  flial  love  him  in  herte ; 
ayenft  chiding  and  wicked  wordes  he  fhal  pray 
for  his  enemy  ;  ayenfl;  the  wicked  dede  of  his  ene- 
my he  Ihal  do  him  bountee  ;  for  Crift  fayth.  Love 
your  enemies,  and  prayeth  for  hem  that  fpeke 
you  harme,  and  for  hem  that  chafen  and  purfaen 
you,  and  do  bountee  to  hem  that  haten  you.  Lo, 
thus  commandeth  us  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  to  do  to 
our  enemies.  Forfoth  nature  driveth  us  to  love 
our  frendes,  and  parfay  our  enemies  have  more 
nede  of  love  than  our  frendes,  and  they  that  more 
nede  have  certes  to  hem  flial  men  do  goodnefl"e  ; 
and  certes  in  thilke  dede  have  we  remembrance 
of  the  love  of  Jefu  Crift  that  died  for  his  ene- 
mies ;  ^nd  in  as  moche  as  thilke  love  is  more 
grevous  to  performe,  fo  moche  is  more  gret  the 
merite,  and  therfore  the  loving  of  our  enemy 
hath  confounded  the  venime  of  the  divel ;  for 
right  as  the  divel  is  confounded  by  humilitee, 
right  fo  is  he  wounded  to  the  deth  by  love  of  our 
enemy :  certes  than  is  love  the  medicine  that 
cafteth  out  the  venime  of  envie  fro  mannes  herte. 

Be  Ira. 

After  envy  wol  I  declare  of  the  fmne  of  ire, 
for  fothly  who  fo  hath  envy  upon  his  neighbour 
anon  communly  wol  finde  him  mater  of  wrath  in 
word  or  in  dede  ayenfl:  himjo  whom  he  hath  en- 
vie.  And  as  wel  cometh  ire  of  pride  as  of  envie, 
for  fothly  he  that  is  proude  or  envious  is  lightly 
wroth. 

This  finne  of  ire,  after  the  difcriving  of  Seint 
Auguftin,  is  wicked  will  to  be  avenged  by  word 
or  by  dede  ;  ire,  after  the  philofophre,  is  the  fer- 
vent blode  of  man  yquicked  in  his  herte,  thurgh 
■which  he  wold  harme  to  him  that  he  hateth  ;  for 
certes  the  herte  of  man  by  enchaufirig  and  meviiig 
of  his  blood  waxeth  fo  troubled  that  it  is  out  of 
all  maner  jugement  of  refon.  Bat  ye  fliul  undcr- 
Seiftondc  that  ire  is  in  two  maners,  that  on  of 


hem  is  good,  and  that  other  is  Wicked.  The  good 
ire  is  by  jaloufie  of  goodnefle,  thurgh  the  whicE 
man  is  Wroth  with  wickednefle,  and  again  wick- 
ednelfe,  and  therfore  faith  the  wife  man  that  ire 
is  better  than  play.  This  ire  is  with  debonairtee, 
and  it  is  wrothe  without  bitternefle  ;  not  wrothe 
ayenft  the  man,  but  wrothe  with  the  mifdedc  of 
the  man  ;  as  faith  the  prophet  David,  Irufoimini, 
et  nolite peccare.  Now  underftond  that  wicked  ire 
is  in  two  maners,  that  is  to  fay,  foden  ire  or  hafty 
ire,  without  avifement  and  confenting  of  refon; 
the  meaning  and  the  fenfe  of  this  is,  that  the  re- 
fon of  a  man  ne  confenteth  not  to  that  foden  ire,  and 
than  it  is  venial.  Another  ire  is  that  is  ful  wick- 
ed, that  cometh  of  felonie  of  herte,  avifed  and 
caft  before,  with  wicked  will  to  do  vengeance, 
and  therto  his  refon  confenteth ;  and  fothly  this 
is  dedly  finne.  This  ire  is  fo  difplefant  to  God 
that  it  troubleth  his  hous,  and  chafeth  the  Holy 
Goft  out  of  mannes  foule,  and-  wafteth  and  de- 
ftroyeth  the  likenefl'e  of  God,  that  is  to  fay,  the 
vertue  that  is  in  mannes  foule,  and  putteth  in  him 
the  likenefle  of  the  devil,  and  benimeth  the  man 
fro  God  that  is  his  rightful  Lord.  This  ire  is  a 
ful  gret  plefance  to  the  devil,  for  it  is  the  devils 
forneis  that  he  enchaufeth  with  the  fire  of  helle  ; 
for  certes  right  fo  as  fire  is  more  mighty  to  de- 
ftroie  erthly  thinges  than  any  other  element,  right 
fo  ire  is  mighty  to  deftroie  all  fpirituel  thinges. 
Loke  how  that  fire  of  fmal  gledes,  that  ben  almoft 
ded  under  aflien,  wol  quicken  ayen  whan  they 
ben  touched  with  brimftone  ;  right  fo  ire  wol 
evermore  quicken  ayen  whan  it  is  touched  with 
pride  that  is  covered  in  mannes  herte ;  for  certes 
fire  ne  may  not  come  out  of  nothing,  but  if  it 
were  firft  in  the  fame  thing  naturelly,  as  fire  is 
drawn  out  of  flintes  with  ftele ;  and  right  fo  as 
pride  is  many  times  mater  of  ire,  right  fo  is  ran- 
cour norice  and  keper  of  ire.  Ther  is  a  maner 
tree,  as  fayth  Seint  Ifidore,  that  whan  men  make 
a  fire  of  the  faide  tree,  and  cover  the  coles  of  it 
with  aflien,  fothly  the  fire  ther  of  wol  laft  all  a 
ye  re  or  more  :  and  right  fo  fareth  it  of  rancour 
whan  it  is  ones  conceived  in  the  herte  of  fom 
men ;  certes  it  wol  laften  peraventure  from  on 
Eafterne  day  until  another  Eafterne  day,  or  more  ; 
but  certes  the  fame  man  is  ful  fer  from  the  mer- 
cie  of  God  all  thilke  while. 

In  this  forefaid  devils  forneis  ther  forgen.  three 
ftirewes.  Pride,  that  ay  bloweth  and  encrefeth  the 
fire  by  chiding  and  wicked  wordes  ;  than  ftondeth 
Envie,  and  holdeth  the  hot  yren  upon  the  herte 
of  man  with  a  pair  of  longe  tonges  of  longer 
rancour ;  and  than  ftondeth  the  finne  of  contu- 
melie,  or  ftrif  and  chefte,  and  battereth  and  forg- 
eth  by  vijains  reprevinges.  Certes  this  curfcd  finne 
annoyeth  both  to  the  man  himfelf  and  eke  his 
neighbour,  for  fothly  almoft  all  the  harme  or  da- 
mage that  ony  man  doth  to  his  neighbour  cometh 
of  wrath,  for  certes  outrageous  wrathe  doth  all 
that  ever  the  foule  fende  willeth  or  commandeth 
him ;  for  he  ne  fpareth  neyther  for  our  Lord  Je- 
fu Crift  ne  his  fwete  moder;  and  in  his  outrage- 
ous anger  and  ire,  alas !  alas !  ful  nuny  on  at  that 
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time  feleth  in  his  herteful  wickedly  both  of  Crift 
and  alfo  of  all  his  hahves.  Is  not  this  a  curfed 
vice  ?  yes,  ceftes.  Alas !  it  benimmeth  fro  man 
his  witte  and  his  refon,  and  all  his  debonaire  lif 
fpirituel,  that  fliuld  kepe  his  foule  :  certes  it  be- 
nimmeth alfo  Goddes  due  lordfliip  (and  that  is 
mannes  foule)  and  the  love  of  his  neighbours ; 
it  ftriveth  alfo  all  day  ayenft  trouth  ;  it  reveth 
him  the  quiet  of  his  herte,  and  fubverteth  his 
foule. 

Of  ire  comen  thife  ftinking  engendrures  ;  firft 
liate,  that  is  olde  wrath  ;  difcord,  thurgh  which 
a  man  forfaketh  his  olde  frend  tfiat  he  hath  loved 
ful  long ;  and  than  cometh  werre,  and  every  ma- 
ner  of  wrong  that  a  man  doth  to  his  neighbour  in 
Body  or  in  catel.  Of  this  curfed  finne  of  ire 
Cometh  eke  manflaughter.  And  underftondeth 
wel  that  homicide  (that  is  manflaughter)  is  in  di- 
vers wife.  Som  maner  of  homicide  is  fpirituel, 
and  fom  is  bodily.  Spirituel  manflaughter  is  in 
fix  thinges.  Firft,  by  hate,  as  fayth  Seint  John, 
He  that  hateth  his  brother  is  an  homicide.  Ho- 
micide is  alfo  by  backbiting,  of  which  backbi- 
tours  fayth  Salomon,  that  they  have  two  fwerdes 
•with  which  they  flay  hir  neighbours ;  for  fothly 
as  wicked  it  is  to  benime  of  him  his  good  name 
as  his  lif.  Homicide  is  alfo  in  yeving  of  wicked 
confcil  by  fraude,  as  for  to  yeve  confeil  to  areife 
wrongful  cuHomes  and  talages,  of  which  fayth 
Salomon,  A  lion  roring,  and  a  bare  hungrie,  ben 
like  to  cruel  lordes  in  withholding  or  a  bregging 
cf  the  hire  or  of  the  wages  of  fervantes,  or  elles 
In  ufurie,  or  in  withdrav/ing  of  the  almeffe  of 
poure  folk  ;  for  virhich  the  wife  man  fayth,  Fedeth 
Jiim  that  almoft  dieth  for  honger,  for  fothly  but 
if  thou  fede  him  thou  flceft  him  :  and  all  thife 
ten  dedly  fmnes.  Bodily  manflaughter  is  whan 
thou  fleeft  him  with  thy  tonge  in  other  mauer,  as 
whan  thou  commandeft  to  fle  a  man,  or  elles 
^i-evefl  confeil  to  fle  a  m.an.  Manflaughter  in  dede 
js  in  foure  maners.  That  6n  is  by  lawe,  right  as 
a  juftice  dampneth  him  that  is  culpable  to  the 
<leth ;  but  let  the  juftice  beware  that  he  do  it 
rightfully,  and  that  he  do  it  not  for  delit  to  fpill 
blood,  but  for  keping  of  rightv^'ifenefTe.  Another 
homicide  is  don  for  neceffitee,  as  whan  a  man 
lleeth  another  in  his  defence,  and  that  he  ne  may 
non  other  wife  efcapen  fro  his  owen  deth;  but 
certain  and  he  may  efcape  withouten  flaughter  of 
his  adverfarie  he  doth  finne,  and  he  fl";al  here  pe- 
nance as  for  dedly  fmne.  Alfo  if  a  man  by  cas 
or  aventure  fhete  an  arowe  or  caft  a  flone  with 
■which  he  fleeth  a  man,  he  is  an  homicide.  And 
if  a  woman  by  negligence  overlyeth  hire  child 
in  hire  fiepe,  it  is  homicide  and  dedly  finne.  Al- 
fo whan  a  man  difturblcth  conception  of  a  childe, 
and  maketh  a  woman  barein  by  drinkes  of 
venimous  herbes  thurgh  which  flie  may  not  con- 
ceive, or  fleeth  hire  child  by  drinkes,  or  elles  put- 
teth  certain  material  thing  in  hire  fecret  place  to 
Ilee  hire  child,  or  elles  doth  unkinde  finne,  by 
which  man  or  woman  fliedeta  his  nature  in  place 
ther  as  a  childe  may  not  be  conceived  ;  or  elles  if 
a    woman   hath  conceived  and  hurteth  hircfelf. 


and  by  that  mifhappe  the  childe  Is  flaine,  yet  is  it 
homicide.  What  fay  we  eke  of  women  that 
murderen  hir  children  for  drede  of  worldly  fliatoe? 
certes  it  is  an  horrible  homicide.  Eke  if  a  man' 
approche  to  a  woman  by  defir  of  lecherie  thurgh: 
which  the  childe  is  perilhed,  or  elles  fmitten  z 
woman  wetingly,  thurgh  which  ftie  lefeth  hire- 
child,  all  thife  ben  homicides,  and  horrible  dedl/ 
finnes.  Yet  comen  ther  ire  many  mo  finnes,  asi' 
wel  in  worde  as  in  thought  and  in  dede  5  as  he 
that  arretteth  upon  God,  or  blameth  God  of  the 
thing  of  which  he  is  himfelf  gilty,  or  defpifeth  God' 
and  all  his  halwes,  as  don  thife  curfed  hafardours 
in  divers  contrees.  This  curfed  finne  don  they 
whan  they  felen  in  hir  herte  ful  wickedly  of  God 
and  of  his  halwes  :  alfo  whan  they  treten  unre- 
verently  the  facrament  of  the  auter,  thilke  finne 
is  fo  gret  that  unneth  it  may  be  relefed,  but  that 
the  mercy  of  God  paflTeth  all  his  werkes,  it  is  fo' 
gret,  and  he  fo  benigne.  Than  cometh  alfo  of  ire 
attry  anger,  whan  a  man  is  fh^rpely  amonefled  in 
his  (hrift  to  leve  his  finne ;  than  wol  he  be  angry^ 
and  anfwere  hokerly  and  angerly,  to  defend  or 
excufen  his  finne  by  unfliedfaftneffe  of  his  flefh ; 
or  elles  he  did  it  for  to  hold  compagnie  with  hi? 
felawes  ;  or  elles  he  fayeth  the  fend  enticed  him ; 
or  elles  he  did  it  for  his  youthe  ;  or  elles  his  com- 
plexion is  fo  corageous  that  he  may  not  forbere  ; 
or  elles  it  is  his  deftinee,  he  fayth,  unto  a  certain 
age  ;  or  elles  he  fayth  it  cometh  him  of  gentilneffe 
of  his  aunceftres,  and  femblable  thinges.  All  thife 
maner  of  folke  fo  wrappen  hem  in  hir  finnes 
that  they  ne  wol  not  deliver  hemfelf,  for  fothly' 
no  v/ight  that  excufeth  himfelf  wilfuly  of  his 
finne  may  not.be  delivered  of  his  finne  tii  that  he 
mekely  beknoweth  his  finne.  After  this  than' 
cometh  fwering,  that  is  expreffe  ayenil  the  com- 
mandement  of  God ;  and  that  befalleth  often  of 
anger  and  of  ire  :  God  fayth,  Thou  fhalt  not 
take  the  name  of  thy  Lord  God  in  idel :  alfo  our 
Lord  Jefu  Crift  fayth  by  the  word  of  Seint  Ma- 
thew,  Ne  flial  ye  not  fwere  in  alt  manere,  ncy- 
ther  by  heven,  for  it  is  Goddes  trone,  ne  by 
erthe,  for  it  is  the  behche  of  his  feet,  ne  by  Je- 
rafalem.,  for  it  is  the  Citee  of  a  gret  king,  ne  by 
thin  hed,  for  thou  ne  mayfl  not  make  an  here 
white  ne  black ;  but  he  fayth,  Be  your  word  ye, 
ye,  nay,  nay  ;  and  what  that  is  more  it  is  of  eviL 
Thus  fayth  Crift,  for  Criftes  fake  fwere  not  fo 
fiunefuUy,  in  difmembring  of  Crift,  by  foule, 
herte,  bones,  and  body  ;  for  certes  it  femeth  that 
ye  thinken  that  the  curfed  Jewes  difmembred  him 
not  ynough,  but  yC  difmembre  him  more.  And 
if  fo  be  that  the  lawe"  compell  you  to  fwefe,  than 
reuleth  you  after  the  lawe  of  God  in  your  fwer- 
ing, as  fayth  Jeremie,  Thou  Ihalt  kepe  three  con- 
ditions ;  thou  fhalt  fwere  in  trouth,  in  dome,  and 
in  rightwifenefle  ;  this  is  to  fay,  thou  fhalt  fwere 
foth,  for  every  lefing  is  ayenft  Crift,  for  Crift  is 
veray  trouth  :  and  thinke  wel  this,  that  every 
gret  fwerer,  not  compelled  lawfully  to  fwere,  the 
plage  flial  not  depart  fro  his  hous  while  he  ufeth 
unleful  fwering.  Thou  flialt  fwere  alfo  in  dome, 
whan  thou  art  conftreined  by  the   domefman  to 
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witneffe  a  trourh.  Alfo  thou  ftialt  not  fwere  for 
envie,  neyther  for  favour  ne  fur  mede,  but  only 
for  rightwifeneire,  and  for  declaring  of  troiithe 
to  the  honour  and  worfhip  of  God,  and  to  the 
a<iding  and  helping  of  tliin  even  Criflen  :  and 
th«rfore  every  man  that  takcth  Goddes  name  in 
idel,  or  falfely  fwereth  with  his  mouth,  or  elles 
take th  on  him  the  name  of  Crilt,  to  be  called  a 
Criften  man,  and  liveth  agenll  Grilles  living  and 
his  teching,  ail  they  take  Goddes  name  in  idel. 
1-oke  alfo  what  fayth-Seint  Peter,  .lHuum  iv.  Nvn 
eft  aliud  nomen  fub  ctslo,  Is'c. ;  Ther  is  ncn  other 
name  (fayth  Seint  Peter)  under  heven  yeven  to 
men  in  which  they  may  be  faved,  that  is  to  fay, 
but  the  name  of  Jefu  Crifl:.  Take  kepe  eke 
how  precious  is  tlie  name  of  Jefu  Crift,  as  fayth 
Seint  Poule  ad  PhUipenfds  ii.  Jn  nomine  Jifu,  tS'c  ; 
that  in  the  name  of  Jefu  every  knee  of  hevenly 
creature,  or  erthly,  or  of  helle,  ihuld  bowen  ; 
for  it  is  fo  high  and  worfliipful  that  the  curfed 
fend  in  helle  fhuld  tremble  for  to  here  it  named. 
Than  femeth  it  that  jnen  that  fv/ere  fo  horribly 
by  his  blefled  name,  that  they  defpife  it  more 
boldely  than  did  the  cuifed  Jewes,  or  elles  the 
divel,  that  trembleth  whan  he  hereth  his  name. 

Now  certcs  fith  that  fwering  (but  if  it  be  law- 
fully don)  is  fo  highly  defended,  moche  worfe  is 
for  to  fwere  falfely  and  eke  nedeles. 

W;iat  fay  we  eke  of  hem  that  deliten  hem  in 
fwering,  and  hold  it  a  genterie  or  manly  dede  to 
fwere  gret  othes  ?  and  what  of  hem  that  of  veray 
ufagenecefenotto  fwere  gret  othes,  al  be  the  caufe 
not  worth  a  flrawe  ?  certes  this  is  horrible  fmne  : 
fwering  fodenly  without  avifement  is  alfo  a  gret 
ftnne.  But  let  us  go  now  to  that  horrible  fwe- 
ring of  adjuration  and  conjuration,  as  don  thife 
falfe  enchantours  and  nigromancers  in  bafins 
ful  of  water,  or  in  a  briglit  fwerde,  in  a  cercle, 
or  in  a  fire,  or  in  a  Iholder  bone  of  a  fhepe  :  I 
cannot  fayn  but  that  they  do  curfedly  and  dam- 
nably ayenft  Criil,  and  all  the  faith  of  holy 
chirche. 

What  fay  we  of  hem  that  beleven  on  divinales, 
as  by  flight  or  by  noife  of  briddes  or  of  beftes,  or 
by  forte  of  geomancie,  by  dremes,  by  chirking 
of  dores,  or  cracking  of  houfes,  by  gnawing  of 
r^ttes,  and  fwiche  maner  wretchedneffe  ?  Certes 
all  thife  thinges  ben  defended  by  God  and  holy 
Airche,  for  which  they  ben  accurfed,  till  they  come 
to  amendement,  that  on  fwiche  filth  fet  hir  be- 
leve.  Charmes  for  v/oundes,  or  for  maladies  of 
men  or  of  beftes,  if  they  take  any  effe<9;  it  may  be 
peraventure  that  God  fufFreth  it  for  folk  lliuld 
yeve  the  more  feith  and  reverence  to  his  nanie. 

Now  wol  Ifpeke  of  lefinge?,  which  generally  is 
falfe  fignifiance  of  word,  in  entent  to  deceive  his 
eVcn  Criflen.  Some  lefing  is  of  which  ther  com- 
eth  non  avantage  to  no  wight ;  and  fom  lefing 
tUrneth  to  the  profite  -and  tit  of  a  man,  and  to 
the  dammage  of  another  man  ;  another  lefing  is 
for  to  faveif  his  lif  or  his  catel ;  another  lefing 
Cometh  of  delit  for  to  lie,  in  which  delit  they  wol 
forge  a  long  tale,  and  peint  it  with  all  circumflian- 
«s,  wher  all  the  gr-ound  of  the  tale  is  falfe  ;  foeje 
4 


lefing  cometh  for  he  Wol  fuftcin  his  word;  andS 
fom  lefing  cometh  of  recchelefuefle  withoutcri 
avifement,  and  femblable  thinges. 

Let  us  now  touclie  the  vice  of  flaterie,  which  nc 
cometh  not  gladl/,  but  for  drcde  or  for  covetife. 
Flaterie  is  generally  wrongful  preifing  :  flaterers 
ben  the  devils  nourices,  that  nouriili  his  childreif 
with  railke  of  lofeugerie.  Forfoth  Salomon  fayt'h 
that  flaterie  is  wcrfe  than  detraiflion,  for  fomtiiae 
deti'adlion  maketh  an  hautein  man  be  the  more 
humble,  for  be  dredcth  detraction,  but  certes  fla^ 
terie  makerhaman  to  enhaunce  his  herte  and  bis 
contenance.  Flaterers  ben  the  devils  enchauiitoursj^ 
for  they  maken  a  man  to  wenen  liiniftlf  be  like: 
that  he  is  not  like  :  they  be  like  to  Judas  that  be- 
trayed God^  and  thife  flaterers  betrayen  man  to 
felle  him  to  his  enemy,  that  is  the  devil.  Flate- 
rers ben  the  devils  chappelcines,  that  ever  fingcn 
Flacebo.  I  reken  flaterie  in  the  vices  of  ire,  for  afc 
time  if  a  man  be  wroth  with  another,  than  wol  he 
flater  fom  wight  to  fufieine  him  in  his  quar- 
rel. 

Speke  we  now  of  fwiche  curfing  as  cometh  of 
irons  herte.  Malifon  generally  may  be  faid  every 
maner  powet-  of  harme  :  fwiche  curfing  berevetk 
m.an  the  regne  of  God,  as  fayth  Seint  Poule  ;  and 
of'  time  fvviche  curfing  wrongfully  retorneth  agaiis 
to  him  that  curfetb,  as  a  bird  retorneth  again  to 
his  owen  neft  :  and  over  all  thing  men  ought 
efchew  to  curfe  hir  children,  and  to  yeve  to  the 
devil  hir  engendrure,  as  fer  forth  as  in  hem  isj 
certes  it  is  a  grete  peril  and  a  grete  finne. 

Let  us  than  fpeke  of  chiding  and  repreving,' 
which  ben  ful  grete  woundes  in  mannes  herte,  for 
they  unfow  the  feames  of  frendfliip  in  mannes 
herte  ;  for  certes  unnethe  may  a  man  be  plainely 
accorded  with  him  that  he  hath  openly  reviled, 
repreved,  and  difclaundred  ;  this  is  a  full  grifly 
finne,  as  Crift  fayth  in  the  gofpel.  And  take  yc 
kepe  now  that  he  that  reprevcth  his  neighbour 
either  he  r<:preveth  him  by  fom  harme  of  peint; 
that  he  hath  upon  his  bodie,  as  mefeJ,  croked  har- 
lot, or  by  fom  finne  tliat  he  doth  :  now  if  he  rc- 
preve  him  by  harme  of  peine,  than  turnetli  the  re-' 
preve  to  Jefu  Crift  ;  for  peine  is  lent  by  the  right- 
wife  onde  of  God,  and  by  his  lufTrancc,  be  it  me-* 
felrie,  or  maime,  or  maladie  ;  and  if  he  reprcvt; 
him  uncharitably  of  finne,  as  thou  holour,  thou 
dronkelewe  harlot,  and  fo  forth,  than  apperteiu- 
eth  that  to  the  rejoicing  of  the  devil,  which  evar 
hath  joye  that  men  don  finne.  And  certes  chiding 
may  not  come  but  out  of  a  vikiins  herte,  for  aftw 
the  haboundance  of  the  herte  fpeketh  the  mouth 
ful  oft.  And  ye  Ihul  underftond  that  lokc  by  any 
way  v/lian  ony  man  chaftifeth  another  that  he  be- 
ware fro  chiding  or  repreving,  for  trewely  but  he 
beware  he  may  ful  lightly  quicken  the  fire  of  an- 
ger and  of  wrath,  v/hich  he  fiiuld  quench,  and  pei'- 
aventure  fleth  him  that  he  might  chaftife  with 
benignitee  ;  for,  as  fayth  Salomon,  The  amiable 
tonge  is  the  tree  of  lif,  that  is  to  fay,  of  lif  fpiri- 
tuel ;  and  fothly  a  diffolute  tonge  lleth  the  fpirit 
of  him  that  reprcveth,  and  alfo  of  him  which  _^s 
repreved.    Lo,  what  fayth  S-nut  AuguHine  •-  Ther 
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IS  nothing  fo  like  Ae  devils  child  as  he  which  oft 
chidetli ;  a  fervant  of  God  behoveth  not  to  chide ; 
and  tliough  that  chiding  be  a  vilains  thing  betwix 
fell  ma-iSr  folk,  yet  it  is  certes  molh  uncovenable 
betwene  a  man  and  his  wif,  for  ther  is  never  reft; 
and  therfore  fay th  Salomon,  An  hous  that  is  unco- 
vered in  rayn  and  dropping  and  a  chiding  wif  ben 
like ;  a  man  which  is  in  a  dropping  hous  in  many 
places  though  he  cfchew  the  dropping  in  o  place, 
it  droppeth  on  him  in  another  place ;  fo  fareth  it 
by  a  chiding  wif,  if  fhe  chide  him  not  in  o  place 
fhe  woi  chide  him  in  another ;  and  therfore  better 
is  a  morfc'  of  bred  with  joye  than  an  hous  filled 
ful  of  deUces  v/ith  chiding,  fayth  Salomon  :  and 
Seint  Poule  fayth,  O  ye  women !  beth  ye  fubgettes 
to  your  hufbonds  as  you  behoveth  in  God  ;  and 
ye  men  loveth  your  wives. 

Afterward  fpeke  we  of  faorning,  which  is  a 
wicked  fmne,  and  namely  whan  he  fcorneth  a 
man  for  his  good  werkes,  for  certes  fwiche  fcor- 
ners  farenlike  the  foule  tode,  that  may  not  en- 
dure to  fmell  the  fwete  favour  of  the  vine  whan 
it  flouriflieth  :  thife  fcomers  ben  parting  felaws 
•with  the  devil,  for  they  have  joye  whan  the  devil 
•Winueth,  and  forwe  if  he  lefeth  ;  they  ben  adver- 
faries  to  Jefu  Crift,  for  they  hate  that  he  loveth, 
that  is  to  fay,  falvation  of  foule. 

Speke  we  now  of  wicked  confeil,  for  he  that 
wicked  confeil  yeveth  is  a  traitour,  for  he  deceiv- 
eth  him  that  trufteth  in  him  ;  but  nathelefs  yet  is 
wicked  confeil  firft  ayenft  himfelf ;  for,  as  fayth 
the  wife  man.  Every  falfe  living  hath  this  proper- 
tee  in  himfelf,  that  he  thatwol  annoy  another  rrian, 
he  annoyeth  firfl  himfelf.  And  men  fhul  under- 
ftond  that  man  fhal  not  take  his  confeil  of  falfe 
folk,  ne  of  angry  folk,  or  grevous  folk,  ne  of  folk 
that  loven  fpecially  hir  owenf  profit,  ne  of  to 
taoche  worldly  folk,  namely  in  confeiling  of 
inannes  foule. 

Now  Cometh  the  finne  of  hem  that  maken  dif- 
cord  among  folk,  which  is  a  fmne  that  Crift  ha- 
teth  utterly;  and  no  wonder  is,  for  he  died  for 
to  make  concord ;  and  more  fhame  don  they  to 
Crifl  than  did  they  that  him  crucified  ;  for  God 
loveth  better  that  friendthip  be  amonges  folk  than 
he  did  his  owen  body,  which  that  he  yave  for 
unitee;  therfore  ben  they  likened  to  the  devil, 
that  ever  is  about  to  make  difcord. 

Now  cometh  the  finne  of  double  tonge,  fwiche 
as  fpeke  faire  before  folk  and  wickedly  behind,  or 
elles  they  make  femblaunt  as  though  they  fpake 
•f  good  entention,  or  elles  in  game  and  play,  and 
yet  they  fpeken  of  wicked  entente. 

Now  cometh  bewreying  of  confeil,  thurgh  which 
a  man  is  defamed  :  certes  unnethe  may  he  reftore 
the  damage  :  now  cometh  manace,  that  is  an  open 
folic,  for  he  that  oft  manaceth  he  threteth  more 
than  he  may  performe  ful  oft  time  :  now  comen 
jdel  wordes  that  be  without  profite  of  him  that 
fpeketh  the  wordes,  and  eke  of  him  that  herken- 
eth  the  wordes,  or  elles  idel  wordes  ben  tho  that 
ben  nedeles,  or  withouten  entente  of  paturel  pro- 
lit  ;  and  al  be  it  that  idel  wordes  be  fomtimc  veni- 
al fmne,  yet  fliuld  men  doute  hem,  for  we  Ihul  yeve 


rekening  of  hem  before  God.  Now  comqtK  jang- 
ling, that  may  not  come  withouten  finne  ;  and,  as 
fayth  Salomon,  It  is  a  figne  of  apert  folic  ;  and 
therfore  a  philofophre  fayd,  whan  a  man  axed  him 
how  that  he  fliuld  plefe  the  peple,  he  anfwered, , 
Do  many  good  werkes,  and  fpeke  few  jangelinges. 
After  this  cometh  the  finne  of  japeres,  that  ben 
the  devils  apes,  for  they  make  folk  to  laugh  at  hir 
japerie,  as  folk  don  at  the  gaudes  of  an  ape ; 
fwiche  japes  defendeth  Seint  Foule.  Loke  how 
that  vertuous  wordes  and  holy  comforten  hem 
that  travaillen  in  the  fervice  of  Crifl:,  right  fo  com- 
forten the  vilains  words  and  the  knakkes  of  ja- 
peres hem  that  travaillen  in  the  fervice  of  the  de- 
vil. Thife  ben  the  finnes  of  the  tonge,  that  comen 
of  ire,  and  other  finnes  many  mo. 

Remedium  Ira, 

The  remedie  ayenft  ire  is  a  vertue  that  cleped  is 
Manfuetude,  that  is  debonairtee,  and  eke  ano- 
ther vertue  that  men  clepen  Patience  or  Suffe- 
raunce. 

Debonairtee  withdraweth  and  fefreineth  the 
flirrings  and  mevings  of  mannes  corage  in  his 
herte  in  fwich  maner  that  they  ne  fkip  not  out  by 
anger  ne  ire ;  fufferance  fuifereth  fwetely  all  thei 
annoyance  and  the  wrong  that  is  don  to  man 
outward  Seint  Jerome  fayth  this  of  debonair- 
tee, that  it  doth  no  harme  to  no  wight  ne  fayth, 
ne  for  no  harme  that  men  do  ne  fay  he  ne  chafeth 
not  ayenft  refon.  This  vertue  fomtime  cometh 
of  nature  ;  for,  as  fayth  the  philofophre,  A  man  is 
a  quick  thing,  by  nature  debonaire,  and  tretablc 
to  goodnefife  ;  but  whan  debonairtee  is  enformed 
of  grace,  than  it  is  the  more  worth. 

Patience  is  another  remedy  ayenft  ire,  and  is  a 
vertue  that  fuffereth  fwetely  every  mannes  good- 
neffe,  and  is  not  wroth  for  non  harme  that  is  don 
to  him;  The  philofophre  fayth  that  patience  is 
the  vertue  that  fuffreth  debonairly  al  the  outrage 
of  adverfitee  and  every  wicked  word.  This  vertue 
maketh  a  man  like  to  God,  and  maketh  him 
Goddes  owen  childe,  as  fayth  Crift  :  this  vertue 
difcomfiteth  thin  enemies  ;  and  therfore  fayth  the 
wife  man,  If  thou  wolt  vanquifli  thin  enemie  fee 
thou  be  patient.  And  thou  fhalt  underftond  that 
a  man  fuffereth  foure  mancr  of  grevances  in  out- 
ward thinges,  ayenft  the  which  foure  he  muft  have 
foure  maner  of  patiences. 

The  firft  grevance  is  of  wicked  wordes  ;■  thilkc 
grevance  fuffred  Jefu  Crift,  without  grutching, 
ful  patiently,  whan  the  Jewcs  defpifed  him  and 
repreved  him  ful  oft :  fuffer  thou  therfore  pa- 
tiently, for  the  wife  man  faith,  If  thou  ftrive  with 
a  foole,  though  the  foole  be  wroth,  or  though  he 
laugh,  algate  thou  flialt  have  no  refte.  That, 
other  grevance  outward  is  to  have  domage  of  thy 
catel ;  therayenft  fuffred  Crift  ful  patiently  wha^ 
he  was  defpoiled  of  al  that  he  had  in  this  lif,  and 
that  n'as  but  his  clothes.  The  thridde  grevance  is 
a  man  to  have  harme  in  his  body ;  that  fuffred 
Crift  ful  patiently  in  all  his  paffion.  The  fourthe 
grevance  is  in  outrageous  labour  ia  werkes ;  whcr- 
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fore  I  fay  that  folk  that  make  hii-  fervants  to  tra- 
vaile  to  grevoufly,  or  out  of  time,  as  in  holy  dayes, 
fothly  they  do  gret  fmne  :  hereayenft  fuffercd 
Crift  ful  patiently,  and  taught  us  patience,  whan 
he  bare  upon  his  bleffed  (holders  the  croffe  upon 
which  he  ftiuld  fuffer  defpitous  deth.  Here  may 
men  lernc  to  be  patient ;  for  certesnot  onlyCriften 
men  be  patient  for  love  of  Jefu  Crift,  and  for 
guerdon  of  the  blisful  lif  that  is  perdurable,  but 
certes  the  old  Payenes,  that  never  were  chrif- 
tened,  commendeden  and  ufeden  the  vertue  of 
patience. 

A  philofophre  upon  a  time  that  wold  have  be- 
ten  his  difciple  for  his  gret  trefpas,  for  which  he 
was  gretly  nieved,  and  brought  a  yerde  to  bete  the 
childe,  and  whan  this  child  fawe  the  yerde  he  fayd 
to  his  malfter.  What  thinke  ye  to  do  ?  I  wol  bete 
thee,  fayd  the  maifter,  for  thy  correAion.  For- 
foth,  fayd  the  childe,  ye  ought  firft  corred:  your- 
felf,  that  have  loft  all  your  patience  for  the  offence 
of  a  child.  Forfooth,  fayd  the  maifter,  all  weping, 
thou  fayeft  foth  ;  have  thou  the  yerde,  my  dere 
fone!  and  corredl  me  for  min  impatience.  Of 
patience  cometh  obedience,  thurgh  which  a  man 
is  obedient  to  Crift,  and  to  all  hem  to  which  he 
ought  to  be  obedient  in  Crift.  And  underftand 
wel  that  obedience  is  parfite  whan  that  a  man  doth 
gladly  and  haftily,  with  good  herte  entirely,  all 
that  he  ftiuld  do.  Obedience  generally,  is  to  per- 
forme  haftily  the  dodrine  of  God  and  of  his  fove- 
raines,  to  which  him  ought  to  be  obeifant  in  all 
rightwifeneffe. 

De  Accidia. 

After  the  finne  of  wrath  now  wol  I  fpeke  of  the 
fmne  of  accidie  or  flouth ;  for  envie  blindeth  the 
herte  of  a  man,  and  ire  troubleth  a  man,  and  ac- 
cidie maketh  him  hevy,  thoughtful,  and  wrawe. 
Envie  and  ire  maken  bittemeffe  in  herte,  which 
bitterneffe  is  mother  of  accidie,  and  benimeth  him 
the  love  of  alle  goodneffe ;  than  is  accidie  the  an- 
juilh  of  a  trouble  herte  :  and  Seint  Auguftine 
fayth,  It  is  annoye  of  goodnefle  and  annoye  of 
harme.  Certes  this  is  a  damnable  fmne,  for  it 
doth  wrong  to  Jefu  Crift,  in  as  moche  as  it  beni- 
ttieth  the  fervice  that  men  ftiulde  do  to  Crift  with 
alle  dihgence,  as  fayth  Salomon ;  but  accidie  doth 
non  fwiche  diligence  :  he  doth  all  thing  with  an- 
noye, and  with  wrawnefle,  flacknefle,  and  excufa- 
tion,  with  idelneffe  and  unluft  ;  for  which  the 
book  fayth,  Accurfed  be  he  that  doth  the  fervice 
of  God  negligently.  Than  is  accidie  enemy  to 
every  eftate  of  man ;  for  certes  the  eftate  of  man 
IS  in  three  maners  ;  either  it  is  the  eftate  of  inno- 
cence, as  was  the  eftate  of  Adam  before  that  he  fell 
into  finne,  in  which  eftate  he  was  holden  to  werk, 
as  in  herying  and  adoring  of  God.  Another  eftate 
IS  the  eftate  of  fmful  men,  in  which  eftate  men 
ben  holden  to  labour  in  praying  to  God  for 
amendement  of  hir  finnes,  and  that  he  wold 
graunt  hem  to  rife  out  of  hir  finnes.  Another  eftate 
IS  the  eftate  of  grace,  in  which  eftate  he  is  holden 
to  werkes  of  penitencs ;  apd  certes  to  all  thife 


thinges  is  accidie  enemic  and  contrary,  for  he 
loveth  no  befmeffe  at  all.  Now  certes  this  foule 
finne  of  accidie  is  eke  a  ful  gret  eneraie  to  the  live- 
lode  of  the  body,  for  it  ne  hath  no  purveaunce 
ayenft  temporel  neceflitee,  for  it  forflcutheth,  for- 
fluggeth,  and  deftroieth  all  goodes  temporel  by 
recchelefnefle. 

The  fourth  thing  is  that  accidie  is  like  hem  that 
ben  in  the  peine  of  helle  becaufe  of  hir  flouthe  and 
of  hir  hevineffe ;  for  they  that  be  damned  ben  fo 
bound  that  they  may  neyther  do  wel  ne  think 
wel.  Of  accidie  cometh  firft  that  a  man  is  annoi- 
ed  and  accombred  to  do  any  goodneffe,  and  that 
maketh  that  God  hath  abhomination  of  fwiche  ac- 
cidie, as  fayth  Seint  John. 

Now  cometh  flouthe,  that  wol  not  fuffre  no 
hardneffe  ne  no  penance  ;  for  fothly  flouthe  is  fo 
tendre  and  fo  delicat,  as  fayth  Salomon,  that  he 
wol  fuffre  non  hardneffe  ne  penance,  and  therfore 
he  fliendeth  all  that  he  doth.  Ayenft  this  roten 
finne  of  accidie  and  flouthe  fhuld  men  exercife 
hemfelf,  and  ufe  hemfelf  to  do  good  werkes,  and 
manly  and  vertuoufly  cachen  corage  wel  to  do, 
thinking  that  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift  quiteth  every 
good  deed,  be  it  never  fo  lite.  Ufage  of  labour  is 
a  gret  thing,  for  it  maketh,  as  fayth  Seint  Ber- 
nard, the  labourer  to  have  fl^rong  armes  and  hard- 
fine"(^es,  and  flouthe  maketh  hem  feble  and  tendre. 
Than  cometh  drede  for  to  beginne  to  werke  any 
good  werkes ;  for  certes  he  that  enclineth  to  finne, 
him  thinketh  it  is  to  gret  an  emprife  for  to  under- 
take the  werkes  of  goodneffe,  and  cafteth  in  his 
herte  that  the  circumftances  of  goodneffe  ben  fo 
grevous  and  fo  chargeant  for  to  fuffre  that  he  dare 
not  undertake  to  do  werkes  of  goodneffe,  as  fayth 
Seint  Gregorie. 

Now  cometh  wanhope,  that  is  defpeir  of  the 
mercy  of  God,  that  cometh  fomtime  of  to  moche 
outrageous   forwe,   and   fomtime   of   to    moche 
drede,  imagining  that  he  hath  do  fo  moche  finne 
that  it  wolde  not  availe  him  though  he  wolde  re- 
pent him  and  forfake  finne,  thurgh  which  defpeire 
1   or  drede  he  abandoneth  all  his  herte  to  every  ma- 
j  ner  finne,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine;  which  damp- 
I  nable  fmne,  if  it  continue  unto  his  end,  it  is  cleped 
I  the  finne  of  the  Holy  Goft.  This  horrible  finne  is 
fo  perilous  that  he  that  is  defpeired  ther  n'is  no 
felonie,  ne  no  finne  that  he  douteth  for  to  do,  as 
i  Ihewed  wel  by  Judas.     Certes  aboven  all  finnes 
I  than  is  this  finne  moft  difplefant  and  moft  ad- 
I  verfarie  to  Crift.     Sothly  he  that  defpeircth  him 
I  is   like   to   the    coward  champion  recreant  that 
i  flieth    withouten  nede.     Alas !    alas  !  nedeles   is 
he   recreant  and  nedeles  defpeired.     Certes  the 
I  mercy  of  God  is  ever  redy  to  the  penitent  per- 
:  fon,  and  is  above   all  his  werkes.      Alas !  can* 
not  a  man  bethinke  him  on  the  Gofpel  of  Seint 
Luke,  chap.  xv. ;  wheras  Crift  fayth,  that  as  wel 
fhal  ther  be  joye  in  heven,  upon  a  fmful  man  that 
I  doth  penitence,  as  upon  ninety-and-nine  rightful 
,  men  that  neden  no  penitence  ?  Loke  further  ia 
;  the  fame  gofpel  the  joye  and  the  fefte  of  the  good 
1  man  that  had  loft  his  fone,  whan  his  fone  was  re- 
tourned  with  repentance  to  his  fader.    Can  they 
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not  remembre  hem  alfo  (as  fayth  Seint  X.uke,  ch. 
ixiii.)  how  that  the  thefe  that  was  honged  befide 
Jefu  Crifl:  fayd,  Ijord,  remembre  on  me  v/han 
thou  Cornell  in  thy  regne  ?  Forfoth,  faid  Crifl,  I 
fay  to  thee  to-day  fhait  thou  be  with  me  in  Para- 
■dis,  Certes  ther  is  non  lb  horrible  fmne  of  man 
that  ne  may  in  his  lif  be  deftroyed  by  penitence 
thurgh  vertue  of  the  paffion  and  of  the  deth  of 
Crift.  Alas!  what  nedeth  man  than  to  be  def- 
peired,  iitli  that  his  mercy  is  fo  redy  and  large  ? 
Axe  and  have.  Than  cometh  fompnolence,  that 
is,  fluggy  flumbring,  which  maketh  a  man  hevy 
and  dull  in  body  and  in  foule,  and  this  fmne  co- 
meth of  flouthe  ;  and  certes  the  time  that  by  way 
of  refon  man  fliuld  not  flepe  is  by  the  morwe,  but 
if  ther  were  caufe  refonable  ;  for  fothly  in  the 
niorwe  tide  is  mofl  covenable  to  a  man  to  fay 
liis  prayers,  and  for  to  think  on  God,  and  to  ho- 
nour God,  and  to  yeve  almeffe  to  the  poure  that 
comen  firfl  in  the  name  of  Jefu  Crifl.  Lo,  what 
fayth  Salomon?  Who  fo  wol  by  the  morwe  awake 
to  feke  me  he  flial  find  me.  Than  cometh  negli- 
gence or  recchelefnefie,  that  recketh  of  nothing; 
and  though  that  ignoirancebe  mother  of  all  harmes 
certes  negligence  is  the  norice  :  negligence  ne 
doth  no  force  whan  he  fhal  do  a  thing  whether 
he  do  it  wel  or  badly. 

The  remedie  of  thife  two  finnes  is,  as  fayth  the 
wife  man,  that  he  that  dredeth  God  fpareth  not 
to  do  that  him  ought  to  do  ;  and  he  that  loveth 
God  he  wol  do  diligence  to  plefe  God  by  his 
werkes,  and  abandon  himfelf  with  all  his  might 
wel  for  to  do;  Than  cometh  idelneffe,  that  isthe 
5^ate  of  all  harmes.  An  idel  man  is  like  to  a  place 
that  hath  no  v,'alles,  theras  deviles  may  enter  on 
every  fide,  or  fhoot  at  him  at  difcoverte  by  temp- 
tation on  every  fide  :  this  idelneffe  is  the  thurrok 
cf  all  vi'ickedand  vilains  thoughtes,  and  of  all  jan- 
geles,  trifles,  and  all  ordure;  certes  heven  is  yeven 
to  hem  that  will  labour,  and  not  to  idel  folk:  alfo 
David  fayth.  They  ne  be  not  in  the  labour  of  men, 
ne  they  ftiul  not  ben  whipped  with  men,  that  is  to 
fay,  in  Purgatorie :  certes  than  femeth  it  they  Ihul 
ben  tormented  with  the  devil  in  helle  but  if  they 
do  pei^aace. 

T^an  cometh  thefinne  that  men  clepen  Tarditas, 
as, whan  a  man  is  latered  or  taryed  or  he  wol 
tojirne  to  God  ;  and  certes  that  is  a  gret  folic  :  he 
is  like  him  that  falleth  in  thh  diche  and  wol  not 
ai-ife.  And  this  vice  cometh  of  falfe  hope,  that 
thinketh  that  he  fhal  live  long  ;  but  that  hope 
failleth  ful  oft. 

Than  cometh  Lacheffe,  that  is  he  that  whan  he 
teginneth  any  good  werk,  anon  he  wol  forlete  it  : 
and  flint,  as  don  they  that  have  any  wight  to  ,go- 
verne,  and  ne  take  of  him  no  more  kepe,  anon  as 
they  find  any  contrary  or  any  annoy.  Thife  ben 
the  newe  fliepherdes  that  let  hir  fhepe  wetingly 
go  renne  to  the  wolf  that  is  in  thebreres,  and  do  no 
fprce  of  hir  owen  governance.  Of  this  cometh 
poverte  and  deflrudlion  both  of  fpirituel  and  tem- 
porel  thinges :  than  cometh  a  maner  coldnefTe  that 
frefeth  all  the  herteofman;  than  cometh  undevo- 
«lon,  thurgh  which  a  man  is  fo  blont,  as  fayth 


Seint  Bernard,  and  hath  fwiche  kngour  in  Lis 
foule,  that  he  may  neyther  rede  ne  fin.g  in  holy 
chirche,  ne  here  ne  thinke  of  no  devotion,  ne  tra- 
vaile  with  his  hondes  in  no  good  werk,  that  itn'is 
to  him  unfavory  and  all  appalled  :  than  wexeth  he 
lluggifh  and  flombry,  and  fone  wol  he  be  wroth, 
and  fone  is  he  inclined  to  hate  and  to  envie;  than 
cometh  the  finne  of  worldly  forwe,  fvviche  as  is 
cleped  Trtjliiia,  that  fleth  a  man  as  fayth  Seint 
Poule;  for  certes  fwiche  forwe  werieth  to  the 
deth  of  the  foule  and  body  alfo,  for  therof  cometh 
that  a  man  is  annoied  of  his  owen  lif,  wherfore 
fwiche  forwe  fhorteth  the  lif  of  many  a  man,  or 
that  his  time  is  come  by  way  of  kinde. 

Reincdium  Acddiis 

Ayenll  this  horrible  Cnne  of  accidie,  and  the  / 
braunches  of  he  fame,  ther  is  a  vertue  that  is  caU 
led  Fortitudo  or  Strength,  that  is,  an  afFedlion 
thurgh  which  a  man  defpifeth  noyous  thinges. 
This  vertue  is  fo  mighty  and  fo  vigorous,  that  it 
dare  withflond  mightily,  and  wraflle  ayenfl  the 
aHautes  of  the  devil,  and  wifely  kepe  himfelf  fro 
periles  that  ben  wicked,  for  it  enhaunfeth  and  en- 
forceth  the  foule,  right  as  accidie  abateth  and 
maketh  it  feble;  for  this  .fortitudo  may  endure 
with  long  fufferance  the  travailles  that  ben  cove- 
nable. 

This  vertue  ha.th  many  fpices  :  the  firll  is  cleped 
Magnanimitee,  that  is  to  fay,  gret  corage ;  for 
certes  ther  behoveth  gret  corage  ayenfl  accidie, 
left  that  it  fwalowe  the  foule  by  thefinne  of  forwe, 
or  deflroy  it  with  wanhope.  Certes  this  vertue 
maketh  folk  to  undertake  hard  and  grevous 
thinges  by  hir  owen  will  wifely  and  refonably. 
And  for  as  moche  as  the  devil  fighteth  ayenfl 
man  more  by  queintelTe  and  fleight  than  by 
llrength,  therf  ore  fhal  a  manwithftond  him  by  wit^ 
by  refon,  and  by  difcretion.  Than  ben  ther  the 
vertues  of  feith,  and  hope  in  God  and  in  his  feintes, 
to  acheven  and  accomplice  the  good  werlis,  in  the 
which  he  purpofeth  fermely  to  continue.  Tlian 
cometh  feuretee  or  fikernefTe,  and  that  is  whan  a 
man  ne  douteth  no  travaile  in  time  coming  of  the 
good  werkes  that  he  hath  begonne  :  than  cometh 
magnificence,  that  is  to  fay,  whan  a  man  doth  and 
performeth  gret  werkes  of  goodneffe  that  he  hath 
begonne,  and  that  is  the  end  why  that  men  fhuld 
do  good  werkes,  for  in  the  accomplilhing  of  good 
werkes  lieth  the  gret  guerdon  :  than  is  ther  con- 
fiance,  that  is  ftableneffe  of  corage,  and  this  fhuld 
be  in  herte  by  fledfaft  feith,  and  in  mouth,  and  in 
bering,  in  chere  and  in  dede.  Eke  ther  ben  mo 
fpecial  remedies  ayenft  accidie,  in  divers  werkes, 
and  in  confiderationof  the  peines  of  helle,  and  of 
the  joycs  of  heven,  and  in  tfnfl  of  the  grace  of  the 
Holy  Gofl,  that  will  yeve  him  might  to  perfoxme 
his  good  entent. 

De  Avar'it'ia. 

After  accidie  wol  I  fpeke  of  avarice  and  of  cove- 
tife ;  of  which  finne  Seint  Poule  fayth^  The  rote 
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hi  ai  harmes  is  coveitife;  for  fothly  whan  the 
■fterte  of  man  is  confounded  in  itfelf  and  troubled, 
and  that  the  foule  hath  loft  the  comfort  of  God, 
than  feketh  he  an  idel  folas  of  worldly  thinges. 

Avarice,  after  the .  defcription  of  Seint  Auguf- 
tine,  is  a  likeroulnefTe  in  herte  to  have  erthly 
thinges.  Soni  other  folk  faynthat  avarice  is  for  to 
purchafe  many  erthly  thinges,  and  nothing  to 
yeve  to  hem  that  han  nede.  And  underftond  wel 
that  avarice  flandeth  not  only  in  land  ne  catel, 
hut  fom  time  in  fcience  and  in  glorie,  and  in  eve- 
ry maner  outrageous  thing,  is  avarice  :  and  the 
difference  betwene  avarice  and  coveteife  is  this ; 
coveteife  is  for  to  coveit  fwiche  thinges  as  thou 
haft  not,  and  avarice  is  to  withholde  and  kepe 
fwiche  thinges  as  thou  haft  without  rightful  nede. 
Sothly  this  avarice  is  a  fmne  that  is  ful  dampnable, 
for  all  holy  writ  curfeth  it,  and  fpeketh  ayenft  it, 
for  it  doth  wrong  to  Jefu  Crift,  for  it  bereveth 
him  the  love  that  men  to  him  owen,  and  tourneth 
it  backward  ayenft  all  refon,  and  maketh  that  the 
avaricious  man  hath  more  hope  in  his  catel  than 
in  Jefu  Crift,  and  doth  more  obfervance  in  keping 
of  his  trcfour  than  he  doth  in  the  fervice  of  Jefu 
Crift ;  and  therfore  fay th  Seint  Poule,  that  an  a- 
varicious  man  is  the  thraldome  of  idolatrie. 

What  difference  is  ther  betwix  an  idolaftre  and 
an  avaricious  man,  but  that  an  idolaftre'  peraven- 
ture  ne  hath  not  but  o  maumet  or  two,  and  the  a- 
varicious  man  hath  many  ?  for  certes  every  florein 
in  his  coffre  is  his  maumet  :  and  certes  the.  fmne 
oFmaumetrie  is  the  firft  that  God  defended  in  the 
ten  commandments,  as  bei'eth  witneffe,  £xod.  ch. 
XX. :  rhou  flialt  have  no  falfe  goddes  before  mc, 
ne  thou  fhalt  make  to  thee  no  graven  thing.  Thus 
is  an  avaricious  man  that  loveth  his  trefour  before 
God  an  idolaftre.  And  thurgh  this  curfed  fmne 
of  avarice  and  coveitife  cometh  thife  hard  lord- 
fliips  thurgh  which  men  ben  diftreined  by  talla- 
ges, cuftomes,  and  cariages,  more  than  hir  dutee 
or  refon  is ;  and  eke  take  they  of  hir  bondmen 
amercementes,  which  might  more  refonably  be 
called  extortions  than  amercementes;  of  which 
amercementes,  or  ranfoming  of  bondman,  fom 
lordes  ftewardes  fay  that  it  is  rightful ;  for  as 
moche  as  a  cherl  hath  no  temporel  thing  that  it 
ne  is  his  lordes  as  they  fay.  But  certes  thife  lord- 
Ihippes  don  wrong,  that  bereven  hir  bondmen 
thinges  that  they  never  yave  hem..  Augujlinus  de 
Civitate  Dei,  lihro  ix.  Soth  is  that  the  condition  of 
tliraidom,  and  the  firft  caufe  of  thraldom  was  for 
finne.  Genefis  v. 

Thus  may  ye  fee  that  the  gilt  deferved  thral- 
dom, but  not  nature ;  wherfore  thife  lordes  ne 
fliuld  not  to  tnoche  glorifie  hem  in  hir  lordftiipes, 
flth  that  they  by  naturel  condition  ben  not  lordes 
of  hir  thralles,  but  that  thraldom  came  firft  by  the 
deferte  of  fmne.  And  furtherover,  ther  as  the 
kwe  fayth  that  tetoporel  goodes  of  bondfolk  ben 
the  goodes  of  hir  lord,  ye,  that  is  for  to  under- 
ftond, the  goodes  of  the  emperour,  to  defend  hem 
>n  hir  right,  but  not  to  robbe  hem  ne  to  revq 
nem ;  therfore  fayth  Seneca,  The  prudent  fhuld 
live  benignely  with  the  thral,  tho  that  thou  clepeft 
thy  thralles  ben  Goddes  peple;  for  humble  folk  ben 
Vol.  I 


Criftes .  frendcs ;  they  ben  conftibe'rmal  witK  the 
Lord  thy  king. 

Thinke  alfo   that    of  fwiche    feed    as    cherlcs 
fpringen,  of  fwiche  feed  fpringen  lordes  :  as  wel 
may  the  cherl  ,be  laved  as  the  lord.     The   fame 
deth  that  taketh  the  cherl  fwiche  deth  taketh  the 
lord;  wherfore  I  rede  do  right. fo  with  thy  cherl 
as  thou  woldeft  that -hy  lord  did  with  thee  if  thou 
were  in  his  plight.  Every  finful  man  is  a  cherl  to 
finne.    I  rede  thee,  thou  lord,  that  thoti  reule  thee 
in  fwiche  wife  that   thy  clierlcs  rather  love  thee 
than  drede  thee.  I  wote  wel   that   ther  is  degree 
above  degree,  as  refon  is,  and  fkill  is,  that  men 
do  hir  devoir  ther  as  it  is  due  ;  but  certes  extor- 
tion and  defpit  of  your  underiinges  is  dampnable^ 
And  furthermore,  underftond  wel  that  thife  con- 
querourcs  or  tyrantes  maken   ful   oft   thralles  of 
hem  that  ben  borne  of  as  royal  blOod  as  ben  they 
that  hem  conqueren.     This  name  of  Thraldom 
was  never  erft  coythe  til  that.Noe  fayd  that  his 
fone  Cham  fiiuld  be  thrall  to  his  brethren  for  his 
finne.     What  fay  we  than  of  hem  that  pille  and 
don  extortions  to  holy  chirche  ?  Certes, the  fwerd 
that  mgn  yeven  firft  to  a  knight  whaii  he  is  newe 
dubbed  fignifieth  thathe  ftiuld  defend  holy  chirche, 
and  not  robbe  it  ne  pille  it;  and, who  fo  doth  is 
traitour  to  Crift  :   as  faith  Seint  Auguftine,  Tho 
ben  the  devils  wolves  that  ftrangelen  the  fliepe  of 
Jefu  Crift,  and  don  worfe  than  wolves  ;.  for  fothly 
whan  the  wolf  hath   full  his  wombe  he  itinteth 
to  ftrangle  fliepe,  but  fothly  the  piiloufs  and  de- 
flroiers  of  holy  chirches  goodes  ne  do  not  fo,  for 
they  ne.  ftint  never  to  pille.     Now,  as  I  have  fayd, 
fith  fo  is  that  finne  was   firft   caufe   of  tiraldom, 
than  is  it  thus,  that  at  the  time  that  all  this  world 
was  in  firjne,  than  v/as  all  this  world  in  thraldom 
and  in   fubje6ti?*>n  :    but  certes  fith   the  time  of 
grace  came,  God  ordcined  that  fom  folk  fliuld  be 
more  high  in  efta;te  and  in  degree,  and  fOni  folk 
more   lowe,    and  that   everich    fhuM    be    ferved 
in  his  eftate  and  his  degree  :   and  therfore  in  fom 
contrees  ther  as  they  ben  thralles  whan  they  have 
tourned  hem  to  the  feith  they  make  hir  thralles 
free  out  of  thraldom  ;  and  therfore  certes  the  lord 
oweth  to  his  man  that  themari  oweth  to  the  lord,; 
The  Pope  clepeth  himfelf  Servant  of  the  fcrvants 
of  God ;  but  for  as  inoche  as  the   eftscte  of  holy 
chirche  ne  might  not  have  ben,  ne  the  commun 
profite  might  not  have  be  kept,  ne  pees  ne  reft 
in  erthe,  laut  if  God  had  ordeined  that  fom  men 
have  higher  degree  and  fom.  men  lowfer,  therfore 
was  foveraintee  ordeined  to  kepe  and  malnteinej 
and  defend;  hire  underiinges  or  hire  fubjectcs  in 
refon,  as  ferforth  as  it  lieth  in  Jiire  power,  and 
riot  to  deflroy  hem  ne  confound;  wherfore  I  fay 
that  thilke  lordes  that  ben  like  wolves,  that  de- 
voure  the  poffeffions  or  the  catel  of  poure  folk 
wrongfully,  withouten  mercy  or  mefure,  th£y  fliul 
receive  by  the  fame  mefure  that  they  have  me- 
fured  to  poure  folk  the  mercy  of  Jefu  Crift,  but 
they  it  amende.     Now  cometh    deceit   betwixt 
marchant  and  marchant.     And  thou  fhalt  under- 
ftond that  marchandife  is  in   two   manei's,  that 
on  is  bodily,  and  that  other  is  goftly ;  that  on  is 
honeft  and  Icful,  and  that  other  is  difhbncft  aad 
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unleful.  Tiie  bodily  marchandife,  that  is  leful 
and  honeft,  is  this,  that  ther  as  God  hath  ordein- 
ed  that  a  regne  or  a  contree  is  fuffifant  to  himfelf, 
than  it  is  honeft  and  leful  that  of  the  haboundance 
of  this  contree  men  helpe  another  contree  that  is 
nedy  ;  and  therfare  ther  niuft  be  marchants  to 
bring  fro  on  contree  to  another  hir  niarchandife. 
That  other  marchandife  that  men  haunten  with 
fraude,  and  trecherie,  and  deceit,  with  lefinges 
and  falfe  othes,  is  right  curfed  and  dampnable. 
Spirituel  marchandife  is  proprely  fimonie,  that  is, 
ententif  defire  to  buy  thing  fpirituel,  that  is,  thing 
which  apperteineth  to  the  feintuarie  of  God,  and 
to  the  cure  of  tlie  foule.  This  defire,  if  fo  be  that 
a  man  do  his  diligence  to  performe  it,  al  be  it  that 
his  defu-e  ne  take  non  effed:,  yet  it  is  to  him  a 
dedly  fmne,  and  if  he  be  ordered  he  is  irregular. 
Certes  fmionie  is  cleped  of  Simon  Magus,  that 
wold  have  bought  for  temporel  catel  the  yefte 
that  God  had  yeven  by  the  Holy  Goft  to  Seint 
Peter  and  to  the  apoflles;  and  therfore  under- 
ftond  ye,  that  both  he  that  elleth  and  he  that  by- 
eth  thinges  fpirituel  ben  called  Simoniackes,  be  it 
by  catel,  be  it  by  procuring,  or  by  flefhly  praier 
of  his  frendes,  fleflily  frendes  or  fpirituel  frendes, 
flelhly  in  two  maners,  as  by  kinrede  or  other 
frendes  ;  fothly  if  they  pray  for  him  that  is  not 
worthy  and  able  it  is  fimonie,  if  he  take  the  bene- 
fice, and  if  he  be  worthy  and  able  ther  is  non. 
That  other  maner  is  whan  man  or  v/oman  pray- 
eth  for  folk  to  advancen  hem  only  for  wicked 
fieflily  affeftion,  which  they  have  unto  the  per- 
fons,  and  tha.t  is  foule  fimone  ;  but  certes  in  fer- 
vice,  for  whicli  men  yeven  thinges  fpirituel  unto 
hir  fervants,  it  nnift  be  underftonde  that  the  fer- 
vice  muft  be  honeft  or  elles  not,  and  alfo  that  it 
be  without  bargaining,  and  that  the  perfon  be 
able;  for  (asfayth  Seint  Damafcen)  All  the  fm- 
nes  of  the  world,  at  regard  of  this  fmne,  ben  as 
thing  of  nought,  for  it  is  the  gretteft  finne  that 
may;  be  after  the  finne  of  Lucifer  and  of  Anticrift; 
for  by  this  fmne  Gcdforlefeth  the  chirche  and  the 
foule,  which  he  bought  with  his  precious  blood,  by 
hem  that  yeven  chirches  to  hem  thatben  not  dignc, 
for  they  put  in  theves,  that  ftelen  the  foules  of  Jefu 
Crift,  and  dellroyen  his  patrimonie.  By  fwiche 
"undigne  preeftcs  and  curates  han  lev/ed  men  leffe 
reverence  of  the  facramcnts  of  holy  chirclie  ;  and 
fwiche  ycvers  of  chirches  put  the  children  of  Crift 
out,  and  put  into  chirdies  the  divels  owcn  fones ; 
they  fellen  the  foules  that  lambes  fhuld  kepc  to  the 
wolf,  which  fcrangleth  hem,  and  therefore  fliall 
they  never  have  part  of  the  pafture  of  lambes,  that 
is,  in  the  blifTe  of  heven.  Now  cometh  hafardrie, 
witli  his  apertenauntes,  as  tables  and  rafles,  of 
which  cometh  deceit,  falfe  othes,  chidings,  and 
all  raving,  blafpheming,  and  rencying  of  God, 
hate  of  his  neyghbours,  V\raft  of  goodts,  mifpcnding 
tif  time,  and  iomtime  manflaughter.  Certes  ha- 
fardours  ne  mow  not  be  without  gret  fmne.  Of 
avarice  comen  eke  lefinges,  theft,  faife  witnefle, 
and  falfe  otlies ;  and  ye  fnul  underftonde  that  thefe 
be  gret  finnss,  and  espreiTe  aycnft  the  commande- 
rncr.ts  of  Qod,  as  I  have  fayd.  Falfe  witnelFe  is  eke 


in  word  and  in  dede ;  in  word,  as  for  to  bereve  thf 
neighbours  good  name  by  th>  falfe  witnefle,  or 
bereve  him  his  ca>et  or  his  heritage  by  thy  falfd 
witneffing,  whan  thou  for  ire,  or  for  mede,  or  for 
envie,  bereft  falf^;  witneffe,  or  accufefl  him,  or  ex- 
cnfeft  thyfelf  filfely.  Ware,  ye  queflmongers  and 
notaries  !  cert/sfor  falfe  witneffing,  was  Sufanna  in 
ful  gret  forw,e  and  peine,  and  many  another  mo. 
The  fmne  of  theft  is  alfo  expreffe  ayenft;  Goddes 
heft,  and  that  in  two  maners,  temporel  and  fpi- 
rituel. The  tempore!  theft  is  as  for  to  take  thy 
neighbours  catel  ayenft  his  will,  be  it  by  force  or 
by  Height,  be  it  in  meting  or  mefure,  by  fleling, 
by  falfe  enditements  upon  him,  and  in  borowing 
of  thy  neighbours  catel  in  entent  never  to  pay  it 
ayen,  and  femblable  thinges.  Spirituel  theft  is 
facrilege,  that  is  to  fay„  hurting  of  holy  thinges, 
or  of  thinges  facred  to  Crift,.  in  two  maners  ;  by 
refon  of  the  holy  place,  as  chirches  or  chirches 
hawes ;  (for  every  vilains  finne  that  men  don  in 
fwiche  places  may  be  called  facrilege,  or  every 
violence  in  femblable  places)  alfo  they  that  with- 
drawe  falfely  the  rentes  and  rightesthatlongento 
holy  chirche ;  and  plainly  and  generally,  facrilege 
is  to  reve  holy  thing  fro  hol,y  place,  or  unholy^ 
thing  out  of  holy  place,  or  holy  thing  out  o£  un-- 
holy  place. 

Remedium  A-varitla, 

Now  fliul  ye  underftond  that  releving  of  ava- 
rice is  mifericorde  and  pitee  largely  taken.  And 
men  might  axe  why  that  mifericorde  and  pitec  - 
are  releving  of  avarice  ?  Certes  the  avaricious- 
man  iheweth  no  pitee  ne  mifericorde  to  the  nede- 
ful  man,  for  he  deliteth  him  in  the  keping  of  his 
trefour,  and  not  in  the  refcouing  ne  releving  of 
his  even  Criften  :  and  therfore  fpeke  I  firft  of 
mifericorde.  Than  is  mifericorde  (as  fayth  the- 
philofophre)  a  vertue  by  which  the  corageofman 
is  ftirred  by  the  mifefe  of  him  that  is  mifefed  ;  u* 
pon  which  mifeiicordc  foloweth  pitee,  in  perform 
ming-and  fulfilling  of  charitable  werkes  of  mercle^, 
helping  and  com.forting  him  that  ia  mifefed.  And 
certes  this  meveth  a  man  to  mifericorde  of  Jefu  - 
Crift,  that  he  yave  himfelf  for  our  offeHce,  and  ■ 
fuffred  deth  for  mifericorde,  and  foryaf  us  our  o- 
riginal  finnes,  and  therby  relefed  us  fro  the  peine 
of  hell,  and  amenufed  the  peines  of  Purgatory  by 
penitence,  and  yeveth  us  grace  wel  to  do,  and  at 
the  laft  the  bhffe  of  heven.  The  fpices  of  miferi-. 
corde  ben  for  to  lene,  and  eke  for  to  j-evf ,and  for. 
to  foryeve  and  relefe,  and  for  to  have  pitee  in 
herte,  and  compaffion  of  the  mifchefe  of  his  even 
Criften,  and  alfo  to  chaftife  ther  as  nede  is.  Ano*. 
ther  maner  of  remedy  ayenft  avarice  is  refonable: 
largeffe  ;  but  fothly  here  behoveth  the  confider- 
ation  of  the  grace  of  Jefu  Crift,  and  of  the  tem- 
porel goodes,  and  alfo  of  the  goodes  perdurabler. 
that  Jefu  Crift  yave  to  us,  and  to  have  remem- 
brance of  the  deth  which  he  llial  receive,  he  wot 
not  whan ;  and  eke  that  he  flial  forgon  all  that 
lie  hath,  fave  only  that  which  he  hath  difpended 
ill  jrood  werkes. 
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i&ut  for  as  moche  as  fom  folk  ben  unmefurable, 
Snenoughten  for  to  avoid  and  efchue  fool-largeffe^ 
the  whiche  men  clepen  Wafle.  Certes  he  that  is 
fool-large  he  yeveth  not  his  catel,  but  he  lefeth  his 
his  catel :  fothlywhat  thing  that  he  yeveth  for  vaine 
glorie,  as  to  minftrals,  and  to  folk  that  here  h!s  re- 
nome  in  the  World,hehath  do  finne  therof,and  non 
almeffe :  certeshe  lefethfoulehisgoodthat  ne  feketh 
with  the  yefte  of  hir  good  nothing  but  finne  :  he  is 
like  to  an  hors  that  feketh  rather  to  drink  drovy  or 
troubled  water  than  for  to  drink  water  of  the 
clere  well :  and  for  as  moche  as  they  yeven  ther 
as  they  fliuld  nat  yeven,  to  hem  appertaineth 
thilke  malifon  that  Crift  flial  yeve  at  the  day  of 
dome  to  hem  that  fliul  be  dampned. 

De  Cula, 

After  avarice  cometh  glotonie,  which  is  expreffe 
iyenft  the  commandement  of  God.  Glotonie  is 
unmefurable  appetit  to  ete  or  to  drinke,  or  elles 
to  do  in  ought  to  the  unmefurable  appetite  and 
difordeined  coveitife  to  ete  or  drinke.  This  finne 
corrupted  all  this  world,  as  is  wel  fhewed  in  the 
finne  of  Adam  and  of  Eve.  Loke  alfo  what  fayth 
Seint  Poule  of  glotonie  :  Many  (fayth  he)  gon, 
of  which  I  have  ofte  faid  to  you,  and  now  I  fay 
it  weping,  that  they  ben  the  enemies  of  the  croffe 
*)f  Crift,  of  which  the  end  is  deth,  and  of  which 
hir  wombe  is  hir  God  and  hir  glorie,  in  confufion 
of  hem  that  fo  ferven  erthly  thinges.  He  that 
that  is  ufant  to  this  finne  of  glotonie,  he  ne  may 
no  finne  withftorid,  he  muft  be  in  fervage  of  all 
vices,  for  it  is  the  devils  horde  ther  he  hideth  him 
andrefteth.  This  finne  hath  many  fpices:  the 
firft  isdronkerineffe,  that  is  the  horrible  fepulture 
of  mannes  refon,  and  therfore  whan  a  man  is 
dronkc  he  hath  loft  his  refon  ;  and  this  is  dedly 
finne ;  but  fothly  whan  that  a  man  is  not  wont 
to  ftrong  drinkes,  and  peraventure  ne  knoweth 
not  the  ftrength  of  the  drinke,  or  hath  feble- 
nefie  in  his  hed,  or  hath  travailled,  thurgh 
which  he  drinketh  the  more,  al  be  he  fodenly 
caught  with  drinke,  it  is  no  dedely  finne 
but  venial.  The  fecond  fpice  of  glotonie  is,  that 
the  fpirit  of  a  man  v/exeth  all  trouble  for  dronk- 
iennefle,  and  bereveth  a  man  the  difcretion  of  his 
■wit.  The  thridde  fpice  of  glotonie  Is  whan  a 
man  devoureth  his  hiete,  and  hath  not  rightful 
ttfener  of  eting.  The  fourthe  is,  whan  thurgh 
the  gret  abundance  of  his  mete  the  humours  in  his 
body  ben  diftempered.  The  fifthe  is  foryetful- 
tefleby  to  moche  drinking,  for  which  fometimea 
man  forgeteth  by  the  morwe  what  he  did  over  eve. 

In  other  manerben  diftindt  the  fpices  of  glot- 
onie, after  Seint  Gregorie.  The  firft  is  for  to  ete 
before  time ;  the  fecond  is  wh^n  a  maa  geteth 
him  to  delicate  mete  or  driiike;  the  thridde  is 
"whan  men  taken  to  moche  over  mefure ;  the 
fourth  is  curiofitee,  with  gret  entent  to  maken 
and  appareille  his  mete ;  the  fifth  is  for  to  ete 
gredily  Thife  ben  the  five  fingers  of  the  devils 
hond,  by  which  he  draweth  folk  to  the  finne. 
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Ayenft  glotonie  the  remedie  is  abftinence,  as 
fiiyth  Galien  ;  but  that  I  holde  not  meiitorie,  if 
he  do  it  only  for  the  hele  of  his  body.  Seint 
Auguftine  wol  that  abftinence  be  don  for 
vertue,  and  with  patience.  Abftinence  (fayth 
he)  is  litel  worth  but  if  a  man  have  good  will 
therto  and  but  it  be  enforced  by  patience  and 
charitee,  and  that  men  don  it  for  Goddes  fake, 
and  in  hope  to  have  the  bliffe  in  heven. 

The  felawes  of  abftinence  ben  attemperance, 
that  holdeth  the  mene  in  alle  thinges ;  alfo  fliame, 
that  efcheweth  all  diftioneftee;  fuffifance,  that 
feketh  no  riche  metes  ne  drinkes,  he  doth  no  force 
of  non  outrageous  appareilling  of  mete  ;  mefure 
alfo,  that  reftreineth  by  reafon  the  unmefurable 
appetit  of  eting ;  fobernefl"e  alfo,  that  reftreineth 
the  outrage  of  drinke  ;  fparing  alfo,  that  reftrein- 
eth the  delicat  efe  to  fit  long  at  mete,  whcrfore 
fom  folk  ftanden  of  hir  owen  will  whan  they  ete , 
becaufe  they  wol  ete  at  leffe  leifer. 

De  Luxur'ia. 

After  glotonie  cometh  lecherie,  for  thife  two 
finnes  ben  fo  nigh  cofins  that  oft  time  they  wol 
not  depart.  God  wote  this  finne  is  ful  difplefant 
to  God,  for  he  faid  himfelf.  Do  no  lecherie  ;  and 
therfore  he  putteth  gret  peine  ayenft  this  finne  : 
for  in  the  old  lawe  if  a  woman  thrall  were  taken  in 
this  finne,  ftiefliuldbe  beten  withftaves  to  the  deth, 
andif  fliewere  a  gentilvromanflie  fliuld  be  flain  with 
ftones,  and  if  flie  were  a  biftioppes  doughte'r  flie 
fliuld  be  brent  by  Goddes  commandement.  More- 
over, for  the  finne  of  lecherie  God  dreint  all  the 
world,  and  after  that  he  brent  five  cities  with 
thonder  andligh  tning,  and  fanke  hem  doun  into  hell. 

Now  let  us  fpeke  than  of  the  faidftinking  finne 
of  lecherie,  that  men  clepen  Avoutrie,  that  is  of 
wedded  folk,  that  is  to  fay,  if  that  on  of  hem  be 
wedded  or  ellcs  both.  Seint  John  fayth,  that 
avouterers  fliul  ben  in  helle  in  a  ftacke  brenning 
of  fire  andof  brimftone  ;  in  fire  forherlecherie,ia 
brimftone  for  the  ftenche  of  hir  ordure.  Certes 
the  breking  of  this  facrament  is  an  horrible  thing ; 
it  was  made  of  God  himfelf  in  Paradis,  and 
confirmed  by  Jefu  Crift,  as  witnefleth  Seint  Ma- 
thew  in  the  Gofpel ;  A  man  flial  let  fader  and 
moder,  and  take  him  to  his  wif,  and  they  flial  be 
two  in  on  flefli.  This  facrament  betokeneth  the 
knitting  together  of  Crift  and  holy  chirche.  And 
not  only  that  God  forbade  avoutrie  in  dede,  but 
alfo  he  commanded  that  thou  fliuldeft  not  coveit 
thy  neighbours  wif.  In  this  hafte  (fayth  Seint 
Auguftine)  is  forboden  all  maner  coveitife  to  do 
lecherie.  Lo,  what  fayth  Seint  Mathew  in  the 
Gofpel,  that  who  fo  feeth  a  woman  to  coveitife 
of  his  luft,  he  hath  don  lecherie  with  hire  in  his 
herte.  Here  may  ye  fee  that  not  only  the  dede 
of  this  finne  is  forboden,  but  eke  the  defire  to  'don 
that  finne.    This  curfed  finne  annoyeth  grevov^flj' 
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3iem  that  it  haunt  :  and  firfl  to  the  foule,  for  he 
obligeth  it  to  finne  and  to'  peine  of  deth,  which 
is  perdurable ;  and  to  the  body  annoyeth  it 
^revoufly  alfo,  for  it  dricth  him  and  wafteth  and 
llient  him,  and  of  his  blood  he  maketh  facrifice  to 
the  fend  of  helle :  it  wafteth  eke  his  catel  and 
iiis  fubftance  ;  and  certes  if  it  be  a  foule  thing 
a  man  to  wafte  his  catel  on  women,  yet  is  it  a 
fouler  thing  whan  that  for  fwiche  ordure  women 
difpenden  upon  men  hir  c;Uel  and  hir  fubftance. 
This  finne,  as  fayth  the  prophet,  bereveth  man 
and  woman  hir  good  fame  and  all  hir  bonotirj 
and  it  is  ful  plcfant  to  the  devil,  for  therby  win- 
neth  he  the  molle  partie  of  this  wretched  world  : 
and  right  as  a  marchant  deliteth  him  moft  in  that 
chaft'are  which  he  hath  moft  uvantage  and  pro- 
iite  of,  right  fo  deliteth  the  fend  in  this  ordure, 

This  is  that  other  bond  of  the  devil,  with  five 
fingers,  to  cacche  the  peple  to  his  viianie.  The 
iirfl  fingre  is  the  foole  loking  of  the  foole  woman 
and  of  the  foole  man,  that  fleth  right  as  the 
bafilicok  fleth  folk  by  venime  of  his  fight,  for  the 
coveitife  of  the  eyen  foloweth  the  coveitife  of  the 
herte.  The  fecond  fingre  is  the  vilains  touching 
in  wicked  maner  j  and  therfore  fayth  Salomon, 
that  whofo  toucheth  and  handleth  a  woman  he 
fareth  as  the  man  that  handleth  the  fcorpion, 
which  ftingeth  and  fodenly  fleth  thurgh  his  en- 
veniming,  or  as  who  fo  that  toucheth  warme 
pitch  it  fhendeth  his  fingers.  The  thridde  is  foule 
wordes,  whiche  fareth  like  fire,  which  right 
anon  brenneth  the  herte.  The  fourth  finger  is 
killing,  and  trewely  he  were  a  gret  foole  that 
wold  kifle  the  mouthe  of  a  brenning  oven  or  of 
a  fourneis;  and  more  fooles  ben  they  that  hilTen 
in  vilainie,  for  that  mouth  is  the  mouth  of  helle; 
and  namely  thife  olde  dotardes  holoures,  which 
wol  kilTe  and  flicker,  and  befie  herrifelf  though 
they  may  nought  do  :  certes  they  ben  like  to 
lioundes,  for  an  hound  whan  he  cometh  by  the 
refer  or  by  other  bufiies,  though  fo  be  that 
he  mc^y  not  piffe,  yet  wol  he  heve  up  his  leg 
a  id  make  a  .  contenance  to  piffe.  And  for  that 
many  men  werieth  that  he  may  not  finne  for 
no  likeroufneffe  that  he  doth  with  his  wif,  trewc- 
ly  that  opinion  is  falfe;  God  wot  a  nian  may 
flee  himfelf  with  his  own  knif  and  make  hini- 
felf  dronken  of  his  owen  tonne.  Certes  be  it 
wif,  be  it  childe,  or  any  worldy  thing,  that  he 
loveth  before  God,  it  is  his  maumet,  and  he  is 
an  idvdaftre.  A  man  fhuld  love  his  wif  by  dif- 
cretion,  patiently  and  attemprely  and  than  is  fiie 
as  though  it  were  his  fufter.  The  fifth  fingre  of 
the  divels  bond  is  the  ftinking  dede  of  lecherie. 
Trewely  the  five  fingers  of  glotonie  the  fend 
putteth  in  the  wombe  of  a  man,  and  with  his 
five  fingers  of  lecherie  he  gripeth  him  by  the 
reines  for  to  throwe  him  into  the  fourneis  of  helle, 
ther  as  they  fhul  have  the  fire  and  the  wormes 
that  ever  fliul  laften,  and  weping  and  wayling, 
and  fharpe  hunger  and  thurft,  and  griflineffe  of 
divels  whiche  fhul  all  ,to-trede  hem  withouten 
refpite  and  withouten  ende.  Of  lecherie,  as  I 
fayd,  fourdeti  and  fpringen  divers  fpices  ;  as  for- 
nication that  is  betwene  man  and  woman  which 
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ben  not  marled,  and  is  dedly  finne,  and  ayentiil 
nature.  All  that  is  enemy  and  deftru(5tion  to 
nature  is  ayenft  nature.  Parfay  the  reafon  of  a  man 
eke  telleth  him  wel  that  it  is  dedly  finne,  for  ^» 
moche  as  God  forbad  lecherie;  and  Seint  Poule 
yeveth  hem  the  regne  that  n'is  dewe  to  no  wight 
but  to  hem  that  don  dedely  finne.  Another  finne 
of  lecherieis,  to  bereven  a  maid  of  hircmeidenhed, 
for  he  that  fo  doth,  certes  he  cafteth  a  mayden 
out  of  the  higheft  degree  that  is  in  this  prefent 
lif,  and  bereveth  hire  thilkfe  precious  fruit  that 
the  boo  kclepeth  the  Hundreth  Fruit ;  I  ne  cSh 
fay  it  non  othefwife  in  Englifh,  but  in  Latine  it 
hight  Centefrmus  fruBus.  Certes  he  that  fo  doth  is 
the  caufe  of  many  damages  and  vilanies  mo  than 
any  man  can  reken  :  right  as  he  fomtime  is  caufe- 
of  all  damages  that  beftes  do  in  the  feld  that 
brcketh  the  hedge  of  the  clofare,  thurgh  which  he 
deftroyeth  that  may  not  be  reftored ;  for  certes 
no  more  may  maidenhed  be  reftored  than  an  arma 
that  is  fmitten  fro  the  body  may  returns  ayen 
and  wexe  :  fhe  may  have  mercy,  this  wot  I  wel^ 
if  that  fhe  have  will  to  do  penitence,  but  never 
fnal  it  be  but  that  flie  is  corrupte.  And  all  be  it 
fo  that  I  have  fpoke  fomwhat  of  avoutrie,  it  is 
good  to  fhewe  the  periles  that  longen  to  avoutrie, 
for  to  efchewe  that  foule  finne.  Avontre,  in 
Latine,  is  for  to  faye,  approching  of  another  man- 
nes  bedde,  thurgh  whiche  tho  that  fomtime  were 
on  flefhe  abandone  hir  bodies  to  other  perfons. 
Of  this  finne,  as  fayth  the  wife  man,  folow  many 
harmes  ;  firfte  breking  of  feith  :  and  certes  feith 
is  the  key  of  Criftendom,  and  whan  that  key  is 
broken  and  lorne  fothly  Criftendom  is  lorne,  and 
ftont  vaine  and  without  fruit.  This  finne  alfo  is 
theft,  for  theft  generally  is  to  reve  a  wight  his 
thinges  ayenft  his  will.  Certes  this  is  the  fouleft 
theft  that  may  be  whan  that  a  woman  fteleth  hire 
body  from  her  hufoond,  and  yeveth  it  to  hire  holour 
to  defoule  it,  and  fteleth  hire  foule  fro  Crift  and 
yevethittothedevil:  this  is  a  fouler  thefte  than  for 
to  breke  a  chirche  and  ftele  away  the  chahce  ; 
for  thife  arvouterers  breken  the  temple  of  God 
fpirituelly,  and  ftelen  the  vefTell  of  grace,  that  is, 
the  body  and  the  foule,  for  whiche  Criftefnaf  de- 
ftroy  hem,  as  fayth  Seint  Poule.  Sothly  of  this 
theft  douted  gretly  Jofeph,  whan  that  his  lordes 
wif  prayed  him  of  vilainie,  whan  he  fayde,  Lo, 
my  Lady,  how  my  Lord  hath  take  to  me  undcsr 
my  warde  all  that  he  hath  in  this  world,  ne  no- 
thing is  out  of  my  power  but  only  ye,  that  ben  his 
wif:  and  how  fliuld  I  then  do  this  wickedneffe,  and 
finne  fo  horribly  ayenft  God  and  ayejift  my  Lord  ? 
Goditforbede!  Alas!  alltolitelisfwichetrouth  nov? 
yfounde  !  the  thridde  harme  is  the  filth  thurgh 
which  they  breke  the  commandementof  God  andde- 
foule  the  auter  of  matrimonies,  that  is  Crift;  for 
certes  info  moche  as  the  facrament  of  mariage  isfo 
noble  and  fo  digne,  fo  moche  is  it  the  greter  finne 
forto  broke  it,  for  GodmademariageinParadis,in 
the  eftate  of  innocencie,  to  multiplie  mankinde 
to  the  fervice  of  God,  and  therfore  i?  the  breking 
therof  the  more  grevous,  of  which  breking  come 
falfe  heires  oft  time,  that  wrongfully  occupicn 
folkes  heritages,  and  therfor  wol  Crift  put  hem 
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Otit  of  the  regne  of  heven,  that  is  heritage  to  good  ' 
&lk.  Of  this  breking  cometh  eke  oft  time  that  \ 
folk  uiiware  wedde  or  finne  with  hir  owen  | 
kindrede  ;  and  namely  thife  harlottesthat  haunten  ' 
bordellesof  thife  foiU  women  that  may  he  likened 
to  a  commune  gong  whcras  men  purge  hir  or-dure 
What  fay  we  alfo  of  putours,  that  live  by  the 
horrible  fmne  of  puterie,  and  conftrcin  women 
to  yelde  hem  a  certain  rent  of  her  bodily  putrie, 
ye,  fomtime  his  owen  wif  or  his  childe,  as  don 
thife  bawdes  ?  Certes  thife  ben  curfcd  fmnes. 
Underftond  alfo  that  avourie  is  fet  in  the  t-en  ccm- 
mandemeuts  hetwene  theft  and  manflaughter,  for 
it  is  the  greteft  theft  that  may  be,  for  it  is  theft  of 
liody  andof  foule  :  and  it  is  like  to  homicide,  for  it 
kerveth  atwo  and  breketh  atwo  hem  that  firll 
were  made  on  flefh  ;  and  therfore  by  the  old  lawe 
of  God  they  fhii-Jd  be  flaine,  but  nathelelTe  by  the 
lawe  of  Jefu  Crifl,  that  is  the  lawe  of  pitee,  whan 
he  fayd  to  the  woman  that  was  found  in  avoutrie, 
and  ihuld  have  be  flain  with  ftones,  after  the  will 
•of  the  Jewes,  as  was  hir  lawe.  Go,  faid  Jefu  Crift, 
and  have  no  more  will  to  do  fmne,  Sothly  the 
vengeance  of  avoutrie  is  awarded  to  the  peine  of 
helle,  but  if  fo  be  that  it  be  difcombered  by 
penitence.  Yet  ben  ther  mo  fpices  of  this  curfed 
finne,  as  whan  that  on  of  hem  is  religious,  or 
elles  both  ;  or  of  folk  that  ben  entered  into  ordere, 
as  fub-deken,  deken,  or  preeft,  or  hofpitalers; 
and  ever  the  higher  that  he  is  in  ordre  the  gi'eter 
is  the  fmne.  The  thinges  that  gretely  agrege  hir 
fmne  is  the  breking  of  hir  avow  of  chaftitee 
whan  they  received  the  ordre.  And  moreover, 
foth  is  that  holy  ordre  is  chefe  of  all  the  treforie 
of  God,  and '  is  a  fpecial  figne  and  marke  of 
chaftitee,  to  fhew  that  they  ben  joined  to 
.chafiitee,  which  is  the  mofle  precious  lif  that  is. 
And  thife  ordered  folk  ben  fpecially  titled  to  God, 
and  of  the  fpecial  meinie  of  God,  for  which  whan 
ihey  don  dedly  Ciine  they  ben  the  fpecial  trai- 
tours  of  God  and  of  his  peple,  for  they  live  by 
the  peple  to  praye  for  the  peple,  and  while-s  they 
ben  fwiche  traitours  hir,  prayeres  availe  not  to  the 
peple.  Preeftes  ben  as  angels  as  by  the  rayfberie 
of  hir  dignitee;  but  forfoth  Seint  Poule  faith 
that  Sathanas  transfourmeth  him  in  an  angel  of 
iight.  Sothly  the  preefl  that  haunteth  dedly 
finne  he  may  he  likened  to  an  angel  of  derkncffe 
transfourmed  into  an  angel  of  light ;  he  femeth 
an  angel  of  light,  but  for  foth  lie  is  an  angel  of 
darkneffe.  Swiche  preefles  be  the  fones  of  Hely, 
as  is  fliewed  in  the  Book  of  Kinges  that  they 
were  the  fonnes  of  Belial,  that  is  the  diyel. 
Belial  is  to  fay  withouten  juge,  and  fo  faren  they; 
hem  thinketh  that  they  be  free,  and  have  no  juge, 
TiO  more  than  hath  a  free  boll,  that  taketh  which 
■cow  that  him  liketh  in  the  toun.  So  faren  they  by 
Women,  for  right  as  on  free  boll  is  ynough  for 
all  a  toun,  right  fo  is  a  wicked  preeft  corruption 
.  ynough  for  all  a  parifh  or  for  all  a  countree.  Thife 
preeftes,  as  fayth  the  bock,  ne  cannot  minifter  the 
myfterie  of  preefthood  to  the  peple,  nethey  knowe 
not  God,  ne  they  hold"  hem  not  apaied,  as  faith 
the  book,  of  fodden  flefh  that  was  to  hem  offred, 
Jjut  they  take  by  force  the  9ell;j  ikA  is  raw.  Ccrte§ 
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right  fo  thife  Ihrewesneholdhcmnot  apaied  of  roft- 
cdflclh  and  fodden  with  which  the  peple  fedenhem 
in  o-ret  reverence,  but  they  wol  have  raw  flefh,, 
as  folkes  wives  and  hir  doughters.  And  certes 
thife  women  that  confeiiten  to  hir  harlotrie  don 
gret  wrong-  to  Crift  and  to  holy  chirche,  and  to 
all  halowes  and  to  all  foules,  for  they  bereven  all 
thife  hem  that  fliuld  worfliip  -Crift  and  holy 
chirche,  and  pray  for  Criilcn  foules;  and  therfore 
han  fwiche  preeftes,  and  hir  Icmmans  alfo  that 
confenten  to  hir  Itcherie,  the  malifon  of  the  court 
Criften  til  they  come  to  amendemenr.  The 
tliridde  fpice  of  avoutrie  is  fomtime  betwixt  a  man 
and  his  wif,  and  that  is  whan  they  take  no  regard 
in  hir  affemblmg  but  only  to  hir  flefniy  delit,  as 
faith  Seint  Jerome,  and  ne  recken  of  nothing  but 
that  they  ben  affembled  becaufe  they  ben  marled : 
all  is  good  ynough,  as  thinketh  to  hem.  But  n 
fwrche  folk  hath  the  divel  power,  as  faid  the  aii^^t  I 
Raphael  to  Tobie,  ,  for  in  hir  affembling  they 
putten  Jefu  Crift  out  of  hir  herte,  and  y even 
ii~emfelf  to  all  ordure.  The  fourth  fpice  is  of  hem 
that  affemhle  with  hir  kindrede,  or  with  hem 
that  ben  of  an  afiinitee,  or  elles  with  hem  -with 
which  hir  fathers  or  hir  kinred  have  deled  in  the 
Ixnne  of  lecherie  :  this  finne  maketh  hem  like  to 
houndes,  that  taken  no  kepe  of  kindrede.  And 
certes  parentele  is  in  two  raaners,  eyther  goftl^.' 
or  fleflily  ;  goftly  is  for  to  delen  with  hir  gor- 
fibbes;  for  right  fo  as  he  that  engendreth  a  chid 
is  his  fleftily  father,  right  fo  is  his  godfather  his 
father  fpirituel,  for  which  a  woman  may  in  no 
lelTe  fmne  a'fiemble  with  hire  godfib  than  with 
hire  owen  fleflily  broder.  The  iifthe  fpice  is  that 
abhominable  finne  of  which  abhominable  finne 
no  man  iinneth  ought  to  fpeke  ne  write, 
natheles  it  is  open'ly  reherfed  in  holy  writ. 
This  curfedneffe  don  men  and  women  iil 
diverfe  entent  and  divcrfe  mancr  :  but  though 
that  holy  writ  fpeke  of  horrible  finne,  certes  holy 
writ  may  not  be  defouled,  no  more  than  the 
fonnethat  Ihineth  on  the  myKcue.  Another  finne 
apperteineth  to  lecherie  that  cometh  in  fleping, 
and  this  finne  cometh  often  to  hem  that  ben 
maidens,  and  eke  to  hem  that  bcii  corrupt  and 
this  finne  men  call  Pollution,  that  cometh  of 
four  maners ;  fomtime  it  cometh  of  languifliing; 
of  the  body,  for  the  humours  ben  to  ranke  and 
liaboundant  in  the  body  of  man  ;  fomtime  of  in-- 
firmitee,  for  febleneiTe  of  the  virtue  retentif,  i  s 
phifike  maketh  mention  ;  fomtime  of  furfet  of 
met  and  drinke  ;  and  fomtime  of  vilains  thoughtes  " 
that  ben  enclofed  in  mannes  minde  whan  he 
goth  to  flepe,  v/hich  may  not  be  withouten  finne, 
for  whiche  men  muft  kepe  hem  wifely,  or  ellt;^ 
may  they  finne  ful  grevoufly. 

Rimedium  Luxuria. 

Now  cometh  the  remedy  ayenft  lecherie,  and 
that  is  generally  chaftitee  and  continence  ;  that 
reftrainetli  all  dilbrdinate  mevings  that  comen  of 
fli-flTly  talents,  and  ever  the  greter  merite  flial  hq 
have  that  mofl  reflrainedi  the  wicke4  enchaufin^ 
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or  ardure  of  this  finne ;  and  this  Is  in  two  maners,' 
that  is  to  fay,  chailitee  in  mariage  and  chaflitec 
in  widewhood.  Now  flialt  thou  underftonde  thst 
matrimony  is  leful  affembhng  of  man  and  woman 
that  receiven  by  vertue  of  this  facrement  the 
bonde  thurgh  whiche  they  may  not  be  departed  in 
all  hii-  lif,  that  is  to  fay,  while  that  they  live 
bothe.  This,  as  faith  the  book,  is  a  ful  gret  fa- 
crement ;  God  made  it  (as  I  have  faid)  in  Para- 
dis,  and  wold  himfelf  be  borne  in  mariage  ;  and 
for  to  halowe  mariage  he  was  at  a  wedding  wher- 
as  he  tourned  water  into  wine,  whiche  was  the 
firfl  miracle  that  life  Vt^rought  in  the  erthe  before 
his  difciples.  The  trewe  effedt  of  matiage  clenf- 
eth  fornication,  and  repknifheth  holy  chirche  of 
good  lignage,  for  that  is  the  ende  of  mariage,  and 
chaungeth  dedly  fmne  into  venial  fmne  betwene 
hem  that  ben  wedded,  and  maketh  the  hertes  all 
on  of  hem  that  ben  y  wedded  as  wel  as  the  bodies. 
This  Is  veray  mariage  that  was  eftablifhed  by  God 
er  that  fmne  began,  whan  ftaturel  lawe  was  in 
his  right  point  in  Paradis;  and  it  was  ordeined 
that  o  man  ftiuld  have  but  o  woman,  and  o  wo- 
man but  o  man,  as  fayth  Seint  Augufline,  by 
many  refons. 

Firll,  for  mariage  is  figured  betwix  Crill  and 
holy  chirche  ;  and  another  is,  for  a  man  is  hed  of 
the  woman,  (algate  by  ordinance  it  fliuld  be  fo) 
for  if  a  woman  had  mo  men  than  on  than  Ihuld 
ih^  have  mo  hedes  than  on,  and  that  were  an  ho- 
rible  thing  before  God ;  and  alio  a  woman,  mighte 
not  plefe  many  folk  at  ones  ;  and  alfo  ther  fhuld 
never  be  pees  ne  reft  among  hem,  for  everich  of 
hem  wold  axe  his  owen  right.  And  furthermore, 
no  man  Ihulde  k'nowe  his  owen  engendrure,  ne 
■who  fhuld  have  his  heritage,  and  the  woman  fhuld 
be  the  leffe  beloved  for  the  time  that  {he  were 
conjun6l  to  many  men. 

Now  Cometh  ho\v  that  a  man  fhuld  here  him 
with  his  wif,  and  namely  In  two  thinges,  that  is 
to  fay,  in  fuffrance  and  in  reverence,  and  this 
lliewcd  Crift  whan  he  firft  made  woman  ;  for  he 
ne  made  hire  of  the  hed  of  Adam,  for  Ihe  Ihuld 
hot  claime  to  gret  lordfhippe,  for  ther  as  the  wo- 
man hath  the  malftrie  fhe  maketh  to  moche  dif- 
array  ;  ther  nede  non  enfamplesof  this,  the  ex- 
perience that  we  have  day  by  day  ought  yneuo-h 
fuffice  :  alfo  certes  God  ne  made  not  woman  of 
the  foot  of  Adam,  for  fhe  fhuld  not  be  holden  to 
lowe,  for  flie  cannot  patiently  fuffer ;  but  God 
made  woman  of  the  rib  of  Adam,  for  woman 
fhuld  be  felaw  unto  man.  Man  fhuld  here  him 
to  his  wif  in  felth,  in  trouth,  and  in  love,  ar, 
iayth  Seint  Foule,  that  a  man  Ihuld  love  his  wif 
as  Crill  loved  holy  chirche,  that  loved  it  fo  wel 
that  he  died  for  it  :  fo  fhuld  a  man  for  his  wif,  if 
it  were  nede.  ' 

Now  how  that  a  woman  fliuld  be  fubget  to  hire 
hufbond  that  telleth  Seint  Peter  :  firft  in  obedl- 
ence  ;  and  eke,  as  fayth  the  decree,  A  woman 
that  is  a  wif,  as  long  as  {he  is  a  wif,  flie  hath  non 
audloritee  to  fwere  ne  bare  wltnefTe  without  k  ve 
of  hire  hufbonde,.  that  is  hire  lord,  algate  he  fiiuld 
he  fo  by  refon  ;  flie  ftiulde  alfo  ferve  him  in  all 
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honeftee,  and  ben  attemprc  of  hire  array.  I  wet« 
wel  that  they  Ihuld  fet  hir  entent  to  plefe  hir 
hulbonds,  but  not  by  queintife  of  hir  arra.y.  Selnt- 
Jerom  fayth,  Wives  that  ben  appareilled  in  fiikc 
and  precious  purple  ne  mow  not  cloth  hem  in  Je-f 
fu  Crift  :  Seint  Gregorle  fayth  alfo,  that  no  wight 
f  keth  precious  array  but  only  for  vain  glorle,  to 
be  honoured  the  more  of  the  peple.  It  is  a  gret 
folic  a  woman  to  have  a  faire  array  outward  and 
hirefelf  to  be  foule  inward.  A  wif  flruld  alfo  be 
mefurablein  loking,  in  tering,  and  in  laughing, 
and  difcrete  in  all  hire  wcrdes  and  hire  dcdes, 
and  above  all  worldly  thinges  fhe  fhulde  love  hire 
hufaonde  with  all  hire  herte,  and  to  him  be  trewe 
of  hire  body  ;  fo  fhuld  every  hufbond  eke  be  trewe 
to  his  v/if ;  for  fith  that  all  the  body  is  the  huf- 
bondes  fo  fhuld  hire  herte  be  alfo,  or  elles  ther  is 
betwix  hem  two,  as  in  that,  no  parfit  mariage. 
Than  Ihul  men  underftond  that  for  three  thinges 
a  man  and'  his  wif  flcflily  may  alTemble.  The  firft  is 
for  the  entent  of  engeryirure  of  children,  to  the 
fervice  of  God,  for  certes  that  is  the  caufe  final 
of  matrimonie  :  another  caufe  is  to  yelde  eche  of 
hem  to  other  the  dettes  of  hir  bodies,  for  neyther 
of    hem  hath  power    of    hir  owen  bodie ;    the 


thrldde  is  for  to  efchew  lecherie  and  vilanie  :  the 
fourth  is  for   foth  dcdly  finne.     As  to  the    firft, 
it  is  merltorle  ;  the  fecond  alfo,  for,  as  fayth  the 
decree.  She  hath  nierlte  of  chaftltee  that  yeldeth 
to  hire  hufbond  the  dette  of  hire  body,  ye,  though 
It  be  ayenft  hire  liking  and  the  luft  of  hire  herte. 
The   thrldde  maner  is  venial    finne.      Trewely 
fcarcely  may  any  of  thife  be  without  venial  finne 
for  the  corruption  and  for  the  delit  therof.     The 
fourth  maner  Is  for  to  underftond,  if  the  affemble 
only  for  amourous  love  and  for  non  of  the  fore- 
faid  caufes,  but  for   to  accomplifli  hir  brenning 
delit,  they  recke  not  how  oft,  fothly  it  is  dedly 
finne  ;  and  yet  with   forwe   fom   folk  wol  peine 
hem   more  to  do  than  to    hir   appetit  fufficeth. 
The  fecond  maner   of  chaftltee  is  for   to  be  a 
clerie  widew,  and  efchue  the  embracing  of  a  man, 
and  defile  the  embracing   of  Jefu   Crift.     Thife 
ben  tho  that  have  ben  wives,  and  have  forgon  hir 
hufbondes,  and  eke  women  that  have  don  leche- 
rie, and  ben  releved  by  penance  i  and  certes  if 
that  a  wif  coudkepe  hire  all  chaft,  by  licence   of 
hire  hufbond,  fo  that' fhe  yeve  no   caufe  ne  non 
occafion   that  he  agilted,  it  were  to  hire  a  grete 
merlte.     This  maner  of    women,  that  obferven 
chaftltee,  muft  be  dene  in  herte  as  wel  as  in  body, 
and  in  thought,  and  mefurable  in  clothing  and  in 
contenance,  abftinent  in"  eting  and  drinking,  in 
fpeking,  and  in  dede,  and  than  is  ihe  the  veffel  or 
the  bolfte  of  the  bleffed   Magdeleine,  that  fulfil^ 
leth  holy  chirche  of   good  odour.     The  thrldde' 
maner  of  chaftitee  Is  virglnitee  ;  and  It  behoveth 
that  fhe  be  holy  In  herte  and  clene  of  body  ;  thari 
is  fhe  the  fpoufe  of  Jefu  Crift,  and  fhe  Is  the  lif 
of  angels ;  fhe  Is  the  prelfing  of  this  world,  and 
fhe  Is  as  thife  martirs  In  egalltee  ;  flie  hath  in  hire 
that  tongue  may  not  telle,  ne  herte  thinke.     Vir- 
glnitee bare  our  Lord  Jefu  Crift,  and  virgin  w*8 
himfelf,     ,  ^   v  ,..  -    ,  .  ,.  ■     •'  ' 
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AnotKer  remedie  againft  lecherie  is  fpecially  to 
withdrawe  fvviche  thinges  as  yeven  occafion  to 
that  vilanie,  as  efe,  eting,  and  drinking  ;  for  cer- 
tes  whan  the  pot  boileth  flrongly  the  bell  remedie 
is  to  withdrawe  the  fire.  Sleping  long  in  gret 
quiet  is  alfo  a  gret  nourice  to  lecherie. 

Another  remedie  ayerft  lecherie  is,  that  a  man 
or  a  woman  efchewe  the  compagnie  of  hem  by 
which  he  douteth  to  be  tempted ;  for  all  be  it  fo 
that  the  dede  be  withftoiiden,  yet  is  ther  gret 
temptation.  Sothly  a  white  wall,  altliough  it  ne 
brenne  not  fully  with  flicking  of  a  candle,  yet  is 
the  wall  black  of  the  leyte.  Ful  oft  time  I  rede 
that  no  man  truft  in  his  owen  perfe<3;ion  but  he 
be  ftronget  than  Sampfon,  or  holier  than  David, 
or  wifer  than  Salomon. 

Now  after  that  I  have  declared  you  as  I  can  of 
the  Seven  Dedly  Sinnes,  and  fom  of  hir  braunches, 
and  the  remedies,  fothly  if  I  coude  I  wold  tell 
you  the  ten  commandements ;  but  fo  high  doc- 
trine I  letc  to  divines  ;  natheles  I  hope  to  God 
they  ben  touched  in  this  tretife  everichof  hemalle. 
Now  for  as  moche  as  the  fecond  part  of  peni- 
tence flont  in  confeffion  of  mouth,  as  I  began  in 
the  firft  chapitre,  1  fay  Seint  Auguftine  faith, 
Sinne  is  every  word  and  every  dede,  and  all  that 
men  covetein,  ayenft  the  law  of  Jefu  Crift  ;  and 
this  is  for  to  finne  in  herte,  in  mouth,  and  in 
dede,  by  the  five  wittes,  which  ben  fight,  hcr- 
ing,  fmelling,  tailing  or  favouring,  and  feling. 
Now  is  it  good  to  underllond  the  circumftances 
that  agregen  moche  every  finne.  Thou  fhalt  con- 
fider  what  thou  art  that  doft  the  finne,  whether 
thou  be  male  or  female,  yonge  or  olde,  gentil  or 
thrall,  free  or  fervant,  hole  or  fike,  wedded  or 
fingle,  ordered  or  unordered,  wife  or  foole,  clerk 
or  feculer,  if  Ihe  be  of  thy  kinred  bodily  or  goftly 
or  non,  if  any  of  thy  kinred  have  finned  with  hire 
or  no,  and  many  mo  thinges. 

Another  circumftance  is  this,  whether  it  be  don 
in  fornication  or  in  advoutrie  or  no,  in  maner  of 
homicide  or  non,  a  horrible  gret  finne  or  fmal, 
and  how  long  thou  haft  continued  in  finne.  The 
thridde  circumftance  is  the  place  ther  thou  haft 
don  finne,  whether  in  other  mennes  houfes  or 
in  thin  owen,  in  feld,  in  chirche,  or  in  chirch- 
hawe,  in  chirche  dedicate  or  non;  for  if  the 
chirche  be  halowed,  and  man  or  woman  fpille 
his  kinde  within  that  place,  by  way  of  finne  or 
by  wicked  temptation,  the  chirche  v/ere  enterdi'- 
ted  til  it  were  reconciled  by  the  bllhop ;  and  if 
it  were  a  preeft  that  did  fwiche  vilanie,  the  terme 
of  all  his  lif  he  Ihuld  no  mere  fing  malTe  ;  and  if 
he  did  he  Ihuld  do  dedly  finne  at  every  time  that 
he  fo  fong  maffe.  The  fcurthe  circumftance  is 
by  whiche  mediatours,  as  by  mefiageis,  or  for  en- 
ticement, or  for  confentment,  to  here  compagnie 
with  felawlhip,  for  many  a  wretche  for  to  here 
felawftiip  wol  go  to  the  divel  of  belle  ;  wherfore 
they  that  eggen  or  confenten  to  the  finne  ben 
partners  of  the  finne,  and  of  the  dampnation  of 
the  finner.  The  fifth  circumftance  is,  how  many 
times  that  he  hath  finned,  if  it  be  in  his  minde, 
find  how  (?ft  he  hath  faU^n;  for  he  that^ft  falleth 


in  finne  he  defpifeth  the  mercy  of  God,  and  en* 
crefeth  his  finne,  and  is  unkind  to  Crift,  and  he 
waxeth  the  more  feble  to  withftand  finne,  and 
finneth  the  more  lightly,  and  the  later  arifeth, 
and  is  more  flow  to  ftirive  him,  and  namely  to 
him  that  hath  ben  his  confclTour ;  for  which  that 
folk,  whan  they  fall  ayen  to  hir  old  folies,  either 
they  forleten  hir  old  confeffour  al  utterly,  or  elles 
theydeparten  hir  ftirift  in  divers  places:  but  fothly 
fwiche  departed  Ihrift  deferveth  no  mercie  of  God 
for  hir  finnes.  The  fixte  circumftance  is,  why 
that  a  man  finneth,  as  by  what  temptation,  and 
if  himfelf  procure  thilke  teinptation,  or  by  exciting 
of  other  folk,  or  if  he  finne ,  with  a  woman  by 
force  or  by  hire  owen  affent,  or  if  the  woman 
maugre  hire  bed  have  ben  enforced  or  non  ;  this 
flaal  Ihe  tell,  and  wheder  it  were  for  coveitife  or 
poverte,  and  if  it  were  by  hire  procuring  or  non, 
and  fwiche  other  thinges.  The  feventh  circum- 
ftance is,  in  what  maner  he  hath  don  his  finne,  or 
how  that  ftie  hath  fuffered  that  folk  have  don  to 
hire  :  and  the  fame  Ihal  the  man  tell  plainly,  with 
all  the  circumftances,  and  wheder  he  hath  finned 
with  commun  bordel  women  or  non,  or  don  his 
finne  in  holy  times  or  non,  in  fafting  times  or  non, 
or  before  his  flirift,  or  after  his  later  flirift,  and 
hath  peraventure  broken  therby  his  penance  en- 
joined, by  whos  helpe  or  whos  confeil,  by  forceric 
or  crafte ;  all  muft  be  told.  All  thife  thingesj 
after  that  they  ben  gret  or  fmale,  engreggen  the 
confcience  of  man  or  woman.  And  eke  the 
preeft  that  is  thy  juge  may  the  better  be  avife4 
of  his  jugement  in  yeving  of  penance,  and  that 
fhal  be  after  thy  contrition  :  for  underllond  'wel 
that  after  the  time  that  a  man  hath  defouled  his 
baptifme  by  finne,  if  he  wol  come  to  falvation,  ther 
is  non  other  way  but  by  penance,  and  Ihrifte,  and 
fatisfacflion  ;  and  namely  by  tho  two,  if  ther  be  a 
confeffour  to  whom  he  may  farive  him,  and  that 
he  firft  be  veray  contrite  and  repentant,  and  the 
thridde  if  he  have  lif  to  performe  it. 

Than  (hal  a  man  loke  and  confider  that  if  he 
wol  make  a  trewe  and  a  profitable  confeffion  ther 
muft  be  foure  conditions.  Firft,  it  muft  be  in 
forowful  bitterneffe  of  herte,  as  fayth  the  King 
Ezechiel  to  God,  I  wol  remember  all  the  yeres  of 
my  lif  in  the  bitterneffe  of  my  herte.  This  con  • 
dition  of  bitterneffe  hath  five  fignes  ;  the  firft  is 
that  confeffion  muft  be  Ihamefaft,  not  for  to  co- 
vern  ne  hide  his  finne,  but  for  he  hath  agilted  his 
God  and  defouled  his  foule  :  and  hereof  fayth 
Seint  Auguftin,  The  herte  travaileth  for  lliame  of 
his  finne,  and  for  he  hath  gretfliamefaftneffehe  is 
digne  to  have  gret  mercie  of  God.  Swiche  was 
the  confeffioun  of  the  Publican  that  v/old  not  heve 
up  his  eyen  to  heven,  for  he  had  offended  God  of 
heven,  for  which  fliamefaftneffe  he  had  anon  the 
mercy  of  God;  and  therefore  faith  Seint  Auguf- 
tine, that  fwiche  fliamefaft  folk  ben  next  foryeve- 
neffe  and  mercy.  Another  figne  is  humilitee  in 
confefiion,  of  whiche  fayth  Seint  Peter,  t^umbleth 
you  under  the  might  of  God  ;  the  hond  of  God  is 
mighty  in  confefiion,  for  therby  God  foryevet^ 
thee  thy' finnes,  for  he  alone  hath  thi  power.  Ani 
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this  humilitee  flial  be  in  herte  and  in  figne  out- 
wardc  ;  for  right  as  he  hath  humilitee  to  Gud  in 
liis  herte,  riglit  fo  fliuld  he  humble  his  body  out- 
ward to  the  preefl;  that  fitteth  in  Gpddes  place  ; 
for  which  in  no  maner,  fiththatCrifh  is  foveraine, 
und  the  preefl  mene  and  mediatour  betwixt  Crifl 
find  the  fmner,  and  the  fmner  is  lall  by  way  of 
refon,  than  fliuld  not  the  finner  fitte  as  high  as 
his  confefTonr,  but  l^^nele  before  him  or  at  his  feet, 
bi:t  if  raaladic  dillrouble  it;  for  he  fhal  not  take 
liepc  vv'ho  fitteth  ther,  but  in  whos  place  he  fitteth. 
J)l  man  that  hath  trcfpalTed  to  a  lord,  and  cometh 
for  to  axe  mercie  and  niiken  his  accorde,  and  fet- 
teth  him"  doun  anon  by  the  lord,  men  wolde  holde 
him  outrageous,  and  not  worthy  fb  fone  for  to 
have  reiHilhon  ne  mercy.  The  thridde  Cgne  is, 
tliat  the  flirift  fliuld  be  ful  of  teres,  if  men  mowen 
wepe,  and  if  they  mowe  liot  wece  with  hir  bodily 
cyen,  thin  let  hem  wepe  in  hir  herte  :  fwiche  was 
tlic  confefiion  of  Seint  'feter,  for  lifter  that  he 
had  forfake  Jefu  Crifl;  he  went  out  and  %vept  fui 
bitterly.  The  fourth  fignc  is  that  he  ne  lete  not 
for  fliame  to  flirive  him  and  fhev/e  his  confefTion  ; 
ifwiche  was  the  confeiTion  of  Magdeleine,  that  ne 
I'pared  for  no  ftiame  of  hem  that  weren  at  the 
fefle  to  go  to  our  Lord  Jefu  Criil,  and  beknowe 
to  him  hire  finnes.  The  fifthe  figne  is,  that  a 
man  or  a"  woman  be  obeifant  to  receive  the  penance 
that  hem' is  enjoined,  for  certes  Jefu  Crifl:  for  the 
gilt  of  man  was  obedient  to  the  deth. 

The  fecond  Condition  of  veray  confeffion  is,  that 
It  be  haftlly  (ipn ;  for  certes  if  a  man  haddt  a  dedly 
wound,  ever  the  lenger  that  he  taried  to  wariflie 
himfelf  the  more  v/old  it  corrupt  and  haflie  him 
to  his  deth,  and  alfo  the  wound  wol  be  the  werfe 
for  to  hele.  '  And  right  fo  fareth  fmne  that  long 
time  is  in  a  man  tmfhewed  :  certes  a  man  ought 
haflily  to  fliewe  his  finnes  for  many  caufes ;  as  for 
drede  of  deth,  that  cometh  oft  fodenly,  and- is  in  no 
certain  y/hat  time  it  fna!  be,  ne  in  what  place  ;  and 
ieke  the  drenching  of  p  fmne  draweth  in  another  ; 
and  alfo  the  lenger  that  he  tarieth,  the  ferther  is  he 
fro  Criil: ;  and  if  he' abide  to  his  lafl:  day  fcarcely 
may  he  fhrive  him,  or  remembre  him  of  his  finnes, 
or  repent,,,  him  for  the  grevous  maladie  of  his 
detli.  ■  And  for  as  moche  as  he  ne  hath  in  his  lif 
herkcned  Jefu  Crifl:  whan  he  hath  fpoken  unto 
him,  he  flial  crie  unto  our  Lord  at  his  lafl;  day, 
and  fcarcely  wol  he  herken  him.  And  under- 
ftonde  that  this;  condition  mufle  have  foure 
thingQs;  firfl  that  the  fhrift  be  purveyed  afore, 
imd  avifed,  for  v-icked  hafl  doth  not  profite  ;  and 
that  a  man  con  fhrive  him  of  his  finnes,  be  it  of 
pride,  or  cnvie,  and  fo  forth,  with  the  fpices  and 
circuniflances,  and  that  he  have  comprehended  in 
his  mihde  the'nombr'e  and  the  gretnefie  of  his 
finnes,  and  how  longe  he  hath  lien  in  finne,  and 
eke  that  he  bd  contrite  for  his  finnes,  and  be  in 
lledfaft  purpofe  (by  the  grace  of  God)  never  efte 
to  fall'  into  finrie  •  and  alfo  that  he  drede  and 
countrewaite  himfelf  that  he  flee  the  occafions  of 
finne  to  which  he  is  inclined :  alfo  thou  fiialt  flirive 
thee  of  all  thy  finnes  to  o  man,  and  not  parcelmele 
to  o  jnan  an^l  parcelmele  to  another ;  that  is  to 
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underfl;onde,  in  entent  to  depart  thy  confelTion  far 
fiiame  or  drede,  for  it  is  but  fl:rangling  of  thy 
foule  ;  for  certes  Jefu  Crift  is  entierly  all  good, 
in  him  is  non  imperfedfion,  and  therfore  either  he 
fpryeveth  all  parfitly  or  elks  never  a  dele.  I  faynofc 
tb.at  if  thou  be  affigned  to  thy  penitencer  for  cerr' 
tain  finne  that  thou  art  bounde  to  fhewe  him  all 
the  remenant  of  thy  finnes  of  v/hiche  thou  haft 
ben  fhriven  of  tky  curat  but  if  it  like  thee  of  thyn 
humilitee  ;  this  is  no  departing  of  fhrift  :  ne  I  fay 
not,  ther  as  1  fpeke  of  divifipn  of  confeffion,  that  if 
thou  have  licence  to  fhrive  thee  to  a  difcrete  and 
an  honefl;  preefl:,  ^nd  wher  thee  liketh,  and  by  the 
licence  of  thy  curat,  that  thou  ne.mayefl  wel  fhrive 
thee  to  him  of  all  thy  finnes  :  but  lete  no  blot  be 
behind  ;  let  no  finne  be  untolde  as  fer  as  thou  haft 
remembrance.  And  whan  thou  fhalt  be  fliriven 
of  thy  curat  tell  him  eke  all  the  finnes  that  thou 
hafl:  don  iith  thou  were  lafte  fhriven  :  this  is  n» 
wicked  entente  of  divifion  of  fhrift. 
'  Alfo  the  veray  fhrift  axeth  certain  conditions. 
Firfl;,  that  thou  fhrive  thee  by  thy  free  will,  not 
conftrcined,  ne  for  fliame  of  folk,  ne  for  maladie, 
or  fwiche  other  thinges,  for  it  is  refon  that  he  that 
trefpaffeth  by'his  free  will,  that  by  his  free  will  he 
confeffe  his  trefpas,  and  that  non  other  man  telle 
his  finne  but  himfelf;  ne  he  fiial  not  nay  ne 
deny  his  finne,  ne  wrath  him  ayenfc  the  preefl  for 
amonefl;ing  him  to  lete  his  fmne.  The  fecond ' 
condition  is,  that  thy  fhrift  be  lawful,  that  is  to  fay, 
that  thou  that  fnrivefl;  thee,  and  eke  the  preefl  that 
hereth  thy  confcflTion,  be  veraily  in  the  feith  of  ho- 
ly chirche,  and  that  a  man  ne  be  not  difpeired  of 
the  mercie  of  Jefu  Crifl:,  as  Cain  and  Judas  were. 
And  eke  a  man  mufle  accufe  himfelf  of  his  owen 
trefpas,  and  not  another ;  but  he  fhal  blame  and 
%vite  hifnfelfe  of  his  owen  mahce  and  of  his  finne, 
and  non  other  :  but  natheles  if  that  another  man 
be  enchefon  or  enticer  of  his  finne,  or  the  eflate  pf 
the  perfon  be  fwiche  by  which  his  finne  is  agr eg- 
ged, or  elles  that  he  may  not  plainly  fhrive  hifn 
but  he  tell  the  perfon  with  whiche  he  hath  fumed, 
than  may  he  tell,  fo  that  his  entent  ne  be  not  ta 
backbite  the  perfon,  but  only  to  declare  his  con., 
felfion. 

Thou  ne  Ihalt  not  alfo  make  no  lefinges  in  thy 
confefiTion  (or  humilitee,  peraventure  to  fay  that 
thou  haft:  committed  and  don  fwiche  finnes  of 
which  that  thou  ne  were  never  gilty  ;  for  Seiht 
Augufi:ine  fayth.  If  that  thou,  becaufe  of  thin  hu« 
mihtee,  makeil  a  lefing  on  thyfelf,  though  thou 
were  not  in  finne  before  yet  arte  thou  than  in  finne 
thurgh  thy  lefing.  Thou  mufl  alfo  fa ew  thy  finne 
by  thy  propre  mouth,  but  thou  be  dombe,and  not 
by  no  letter ;  for  thou  that  hall  den  the  finne  thou 
Ihalt  have  the  fhanie  of  the  confeffion.  Thou  fhalt 
not  eke  peint  thy  confeffion  with  faire  and  fubtil 
wordes,  to  cover  the  more  thy  finne,  for  than  be- 
gilefl:  thou  thyfelf  and  not  the  preefl  r  thou  muft 
telle  it  plainly,  be  it  never  fo  foule  ne  fo  horrible. 
Thou  flialt  eke  fhrive  thee  to  a  preefl  that  is  dif- 
crete to  confeille  thee  ;  and  eke  thou  fhalt  not 
fln-ive  thee  for  vaine  glorie,  ne  for  ypocrifie,  ne  for 
no  caufe,  hut  only  for  the  doute  of  Jefu  Crifl  wd 
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tht  hele  of  thy  foule.  Thou  flialt  not  eke  renne  to 
the  preeft  al  fodenly  to  tell  him  lightly  thy  finne, 
as  who  telleth  a  jape  or  a  tale,  but  avifedly  and 
vfith  good  devotion  ;  and  generally  (hrive  thee 
ofte  :  if  thou  ofte  fall,  ofte  arife  by  confeffion.  And 
though  thou  flirive  thee  ofter  than  ones  of  finne 
•which  thou  haft  be  fhriven  of  it  is  more  raerite  ; 
an.l,  as  fayth  Seint  Auguftine,  Thou  flialt  have  the 
HiJre  lightly  relefe  and  grace  of  God  both  of  finne 
ai-d  of  peine.  Ard  certes  ones  a  yere  at  the  left  way 
it  is  lawful  to  be  houfeled,  for  fothely  ones  a  ycre 
all  things  in  the  erthe  renovclen. 

Expli'dt J'ecunda  pars  penitsnti^,  dfequifur  tertia pats. 

Now  have  I  told  you  of  veray  confeffion,  that  is 
the  feconde  part  gf  penitence  ;  the  thridde  part  is 
fatisfadion,  and  that  flont  moft  generally  in  al- 
nieffe  dede  and  in  bodily  peine.  Now  ben  ther 
three  maner  of  almelTe  ;  contrition  of  herte,  wher 
a  man  offreth  himfelf  to  God  ;  another  is  to  have 
pitee  of  the  defaute  of  his  neighbour  ;  and  the 
thridde  is  in  yeving  of  good  confeil  goftly  and 
bodily  wher  as  men  have  nede,  and  namely  in  fuf- 
tenance  of  mannes  food.  And  take  kepe  that  a 
man  hath  nede  of  thifc  thinges  generally,  he  hath 
nede  of  food,  of  clothing,  and  of  herberovif,  he  hath 
nede  of  charitable  confeilling  and  vifiting  in  prifon 
and  in  maladie,  and  fepulture  of  his  ded  body.  And 
if  thou  maieft  not  vifite  the  nedeful  in  prifon  in 
thy  perfon,  vifite  hem  with  thy  meffage  and  thy 
yefces :  thife  ben  generally  the  almefTes  and  werkes 
of  charitee  of  hem  that  have  temporel  richefies  or 
difcretlon  in  confeilling.  Of  thife  werkes  Ihalt 
thou  heren  at  the  day  of  dome. 

This  almeffe  fliuldeft  thou  do  of  thy  propre 
thinges,  and  haflily  and  prively,  if  thou  mayell ; 
but  natheles  if  thou  mayeft  not  do  it  prively  thou 
fbalt  not  forbere  to  do  almeffe  though  men  fee  it, 
fo  that  it  be  not  don  for  thanke  of  the  world,  but 
only  to' have  thanke  of  Jefu  Criit ;  for,  as  witnef- 
fcth  Seint  Mathewe,  cAi7^.  v.  A  citee  may  nfit  be 
hid  that  is  fette  on  a  mounfaine,  ne  men  light  not  a 
lanterne  lo  put  it  under  abulliell,  but  fetten  it  upon 
a  candleftickc,  to  lighten  the  men  in  the  hous  : 
right  fo  Ihal  your  light  lighten  before  men,  that 
they  mowe  fee  your  good  werkes,  and  glorific 
your  fader  that  is  in  heven. 

Now  as  for  to  fpeke  of  bodily  peine,  it  flont  in 
praiers,  in  waking,  in  fafting,  and  in  vertuous 
teching.  Of  orifons  ye  Ihul  underflond,  that  ori- 
fons  or  prayers  is  to  fay  a  pitous  will  of  herte,  that 
letteth  it  iiiGod,  andexpreffethitby  wordoutward 
to  remeve  harmes,  and  to  have  thinges  fpirituel 
and  perdurable,  and  fomtime  temporel  thinges; 
of  which  orifons  certes  in  the  orifon  of  the  Fater 
rojler  hath  Jefu  Crift  enclofcd  mqft  thinges :  certes 
It  is  privileged  of  three  thinges  m  his  dignitee,  for. 
whiche  it  is  more  digne  than  any  other  prayer, 
for  that  Jefu  Crift  himfelf  made  it ;  and  it  is  (hort, 
for  it  Ihuld  be  coude  the  more  lighily,  and  to  hold 
It  the  more  efie  in  herte,  and  helpe  himfelf  the 
ofter  with  this  orifon,  and  for  a  man  fhuld  be  the 
feffe  wery  to  fay  it,  and  for  a  man  may  not  excufc 
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him  to  lerne  it,  it  is  fo  ftiorte  and  fo  efie,  and  for  i 
comprehendeth>in  himfelf  all  good  prayers.  The 
expofition  of  this  holy  prayer,  that  is  lo  excellent 
and  fo  digne,  I  betake  to  the  maiilers  of  theologic; 
fave  thus  moche  wol  I  fay,  that  whan  thou  prayeft 
that  God  fliuld  foryeve  thee  thy  giltes  as  thou  for- 
yeveft  hem  that  have  agilted  thee,  be  wcl  ware 
that  thou  be  not  cut  of  charitee.  This  holy  orifon 
amenufeth  eke  venial  finne,  and  therfore  it  apper- 
teinethfpecially  to  penitence. 

This  prayer  muft  be  trewely  fayd,  and  in  perfecS: 
feith,  and  that  men  prayen  to  God  ordinately,  dif- 
cretely,  and  devoutly  :  and  alway  a  man  fhal  put 
his  will  to  be  fubgette  to  the  will  of  God.  This 
orifon  muft  eke  be  fayd  with  gret  humblefle,  and 
ful  pure  and  honeftly^Snd  not  to  the  annoyance  of; 
any  man  or  woman  :  it  muft  eke  be  continued  with 
werkes  of  charitee  :  it  availeth  eke  ayenft  the  vi- 
ces of  the  foule ;  for,  as  fayth  Seint  Jerome,  By 
fafting  ben  faved  the  vices  of  the  flefh,  and  by- 
prayer  the  vices  of  the  foule. 

After  this  thou  ftialt  underfionde  that  bodily 
peine  ftont  in  waking;  for  Jefu  Crift  fayth,  Wake 
ye  andpray  yethat  yene  enter  into  wicked  temp- 
tation. Ye  fliul  underftond  alfo  that  fafting 
ftont  in  three  thinges,  in  forbering  of  bodily  mete 
and  drinke,  in  forbering  of  worldly  jolitee,  and 
in  forbering  of  dcdly  finne  ;  this  is  to  fay,  that  a 
man  fliall  kepe  him  fro  dedly  finne  with  all  his 
might. 

^nd  thou  Ihalt  underftond  alfo  that  God  or- 
dained fafting,  and  to  fafting  appertaineth  foure 
thinges ;  largeneffe  to  poure  folk,  gladneffe  oi' 
herte  fpirituel,  not  to  be  angry  ne  annoied,  ne 
grutch  for  he  fafteth,  and  alfo  refonable  houre 
for  to  ete  by  mefure^  that  is  to  fay,  a  man  Ihal 
not  ete  in  untime,  ne  fit  the  longer  at  the  table 
for  he  fafteth. 

Than  flialt  thou  underftonde  that  bodily 
peine  ftont  in  difcipline,  or  teching  by  word  or 
by  writing,  or  by  enfample,  alfo  in  wering  of  here 
or  of  ftamin,  or  of  habergeons,  on  hir  naked  flefli 
for  Criftes  fake.  Bijt  ware  thee  wel  that  fwiche 
maner  penances  ne  make  not  thin  herte  bitfer  or 
angry,  ne  annoied  of  thyfelf,  for  better  is  to  caft 
away  tliin  here,  than  to  caft  away  the  I'wetnelTe  of 
our  Lord  Jefu  Crift;  and  therfore  fayth  Seint 
Poule,  Clothe  you  as  they  thatbenchofenoIGod  in 
herte,  of  mifericorde,  debonairtee,  fufTrance,  and 
fwiche  maner  of  clothing,  of  which  Jefu  Crift  is 
more  plefed  than  with  the  heres   or  habergeons. 

Than  is  difcipline  eke  in  knocking  of  thy  breft, 
in  fcourging  with  yerdes,  in  kneling,  in  tribula- 
tion, in  fuifring  patiently  wronges  that  ben  dou 
to  thee,  and  eke  inpatient  fuffring  of  nia.ladies,  oi- 
lefing  of  worldly  cattle,  or  v/if,  or  child,  or  other 
friendes. 

Than  fhalt  thou  underftond  which  thinges 
diftourben  penance,  and  this  is  in  foure  maners , 
that  is,  drede,  fhame,  hope,  and  wanhope,  ^hat  is, 
defperation.  And  for  to  fpeke  firft  of  drede; 
for  which  he  weneth  that  he  may  fuffer  no  pen- 
ance, ther  ayenft  is  remedie  for  to  thinke  that 
bodily  penance  is  but  fhort,  and  littl  at  regard  of 
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the  peiiie  of  helle,  that  is  fo  cruel  and  fo  long,  that 
it  lafteth  withouten  ende. 

Now  ayenft  the  fliame  that  a  man  hath  to  flirive 
him,  and  namely  thife  ipocrites,  that  wold  be 
holdcn  fo  parfit  that  they  have  no  nede  to  ftirive 
Jiem,  ayenft  that  lliame  fhuld  a  man  thinke,  that 
"by  way  of  refon  he  that  hath  not  ben  aftiamed  to 
do  foule  thinges,  certes  him  ought  not  be  afhamed 
to  do  faire  thinges,  and  that  is  confeflions.  A  man 
fhuld  alfo  think  that  God  feeth  and  knoweth  al 
his  thoughtes,  and  al  his  werkes,  and  to  him  may 
Slothing  be  hid  ne  covered.  Men  fliuld  eke  re- 
membre  hem  of  the  fhame  that  is  to  come  at  the 
day  of  dome  to  hem  that  ben  not  penetent  in  this 
prefcnt  lif ;  for  all  the  creatures  in  heven  and  in 
crthe,  and  in  hclle,  Ihul  fee  apcrtly  all  that  they 
hiden  in  this  world. 

Now  for  to  fpeke  of  the  hope  of  hem  that  ben 
fo  negligent  and  flowe  t'^  fhrive  hem,  that  ilond- 
eth  in  two  maners ;  that  on  is  that  he  hopeth 
for  to  live  long,  and  for  to  purchafe  moche  rich- 
effe  for  hir  delit,  and  than  he  vvol  fhrive  him,  and, 
as  he  fayth,  be  may,  as  him  femeth,  than  timely 
ynough  come  to  ftirift;  another  is  the  furquedrie 
that  he  hath  in  Criftes  mercie.  Ayenft  the  firft 
Trice  he  fhal  thinke  that  our  lif  is  in  no  hkerneffe, 
•and  eke-  that  all  the  richeffe  in  this  world  ben  in 
aventure,  and  paffen  as  a  fhadowe  on  a  wall ;  and 
as  fayth  Seint  Gregorie,  that  it  appertaineth  to 
the  gret  rightwifnelTe  of  God  that  never  fhal 
the  peine  ftinte  of  hem  that  never  wold  withdrawe 
hern  from  finne,  hir  thankes,  but  ever  continue  in 
finne.  For  thilke  perpetual  will  to  don  finne 
fhall  they  have  perpetual  peine. 

Wanhope  is  in  two  maners  ;  the  firfl  wanhope 
£s  in  the  mercie  of  God  ;  that  other  is  that  they 
think  that  they  ne  might  not  long  perfcvere  in 
goodneffe.  The  firft  wanhope  cometh  of  that,  he 
demeth  that  he  fcath  finned  fo  gretly  and  fo  oft, 
and  fo  long  lyn  in  finne,  that  he  flial  not  be  faved, 
Certes  ayenft  that  curfed  wanhope  fliulde  he 
thinke  that  the  pafiion  of  Jefu  Crift  is  more 
ftronge  for  to  unbinde  than  finne  is  ftrong  for  to 
fcinde.  Ayenft  the  fecond  wanhope  he  fhal 
thinke  that  as  often  as  he  fallcth  he  may  arifen 
again  by  penitence ;  and  though  he  never  fo  longe 
hath  lyen  in  finne,  the  mercie  of  Crift  is  alway 
redy  to  receive  him  to  mercie.  Ayenft  that 
wanhope  thathe  demeth  he  ftiuld  notlong  perfcver 
iji  goodncfle  he  fhal  think,  that  the  feblenefl"e  of 
tlie  devil  may  nothing  do  but  if  men  wol  fuffre 
liim  ;  and  eke  he  ftial  have  ftrength  of  the  helpe 
of  Jefu  Crift,  and  of  all  his  chirche,  and  of  the 
j-jiotecftion  of  angels,  if  him  lift. 

Than  ftial  men  undevftonde  what  is  the  fruit  of 
penance  ;  and  after  the  wordcs  of  Jefu  Crift  it  is 
.in  cndclcs  bliffc  of  hcvcn,  ther  joye  hath  nq  con- 
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trariofitee  of  wo  ne  grcvance ;  ther  all  harnie* 
ben  paired  of  this  prefent  lif :  ther  as  is  fikerneire 
from  the  peines  of  helle ;  ther  as  is  the  bhsful 
compagnie  that  rejoycen  hem  ever  mo  everich  of 
others  joye  ;  ther  as  the  body  of  man,  that  whilom 
was  foule  and  derke,  is  more  clere  than  the  fonne; 
ther  as  the  body  that  whilom  was  fike  and  freele, 
feble  and  mortal,  is  immortal,  and  fo  ftrong  andfo 
hole,  that  ther  ne  may  nothing  appeire  it;  ther  as 

I  is  neither  hunger,  ne  thurfte,  ne  colde,  but  every 
foule  repleniftiedw  ith  the  fight  of  the  parfit  know- 
ing of  God.     This  blisful  regne  mov/e  men  pur- 

!  chafe  by  poverte  fpirituel,  and  the  glory  by  low- 
lineffe,  the  plentee  of  joye  by  honger  and  thurft, 
and  the  refte  by  travaile,  and  the  hf  by  deth  and 
mortification  of  finne  :  to  which  life  he  us  bring 
that  bought  us  with  his  precious  blood !   Amen. 

Nov/  preye  I  to  hem  alle  that  herken  this  litel 
tretife  or  reden  it,  that  if  ther  be  any  thing  in  it 
that  liketh  hem  that  therof  they  thanken  our 
Lord  Jefu  Crift,  of  whom  procedeth  alle  witte 
and  all  godenefle  ;  and 'if  ther  be  any  thing  that 
difplefeth  hem,  I  preye  hem  alfo  that  they  arrette 
it  to  the  defaute  of  myn  unkonning,  and  not  to 
my  wille,  that  wold  fayn  have  feyde  better  if  I 
hadde  had  koning  ;  for  cure  boke  feyth,  All  that 
is  written  is  written  for  oure  dodtrine,  and  that 
is  myn  entente  :  wherfore  I  befeke  you  mekely, 
for  the  mercie  of  God,  that  ye  preye  for  me  that 
Crift  have  mercie  of  me  and  foryeve  me  my 
giltes,  [and  namely  of  myn  Tranflations  and  en- 
ditinges  of  worldly  vanitees,  the  which  I  revoke 
in  my  retraftions  ;  as  The  Boke  of  Troilus,  The 
Boke  alfo  of  Fame,  The  Boke  of  The  Five-and- 
twenty  Ladies,  The  Boke  of  The  Ducheffe,  The 
Boke  of  Seint  Valentines  Day  of  the  parlement  of 
Briddes,  The  Tales  of  Canterbury,  thilke  that 
founen  unto  finne.  The  Boke  of  the  Leon,  and 
many  an  other  Bokes,  if  they  were  in  my  re- 
membraunce,  and  many  a  Song,  and  many  aleche- 
rous  Lay,  Crift  of  bis  grete  mercie  foryeve  me 
the  finne  !  but  of  The  tranflation  of  Boes  of 
Confolation,  and  other  Bokes  of  Legendes  of 
Saints,  and  of  Omelies,  and  Moralite,  and  Devo- 
tion, that  thanke  I  oure  Lord  Jefu  Crift  and  his 
blifsful  mother,  and  alle  the  feintes  in  heven,  bc- 
feking  hem  that  they  fro  hensforth  unto  my 
lyves  ende  fende  me  grace  to  bewaile  my  giltes, 
and  to  ftodien  to  the  favation  of  my  foule,]  and 
graunte  me  grace,  of  veray  penance,  confeflion 
and  fatisfadion  to  don  in  this  prefent  lif,  thorgh 
the  benigne  grace  of  him  that  is  King,  of  kinges 
and  Preftc  of  alle  preftes,  that  bought  us  with 
the  precious  blode  of  his  herte,  fo  that  I  mote 
ben  on  of  hem  atte  the  lafte  day  of  dome  that 
fhuUen  be  faved  ;  ^i  cum  Deo  paireet  SpirhufanC' 
t»  v'rins  ei  rf^nai  Deus  p^r  omiuafecula,     ^i/s^'/io 
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Now  lithin  and  liftinith,  and 
flerkinith  you  aright, 
And  ye  fhuUin  here  me  tell 
You  of  a  doughti  knight. 

Sir  Johan  of  Boundis  clepid  was 
This  ilke  knight'is  name  ; 
■^Vele  coudin  he  of  noriture, 
And  eke  of  mpchil  game. 

Thre  fonnis  this  knight  had,  and  wltl^ 
His  bodi  he  them  wan  ; 
The  eldeft  was  a  moche  fhrew, 
And  fone  he  began. 

His  brotherin  lov'd  thir  fadir, 
And  of  him  were  agaft ; 
Th'  eldift  deferv'd  his  fadir's  curfe, 
And  had  it  at  the  laft. 

The  gode  knight  his  fadir  did 
Live  fo  long  and  yore, 
That  Deth  was  comen  him  unto, 
And  handlid  him  full  fore. 

The  gode  knight  ycarid  mocb, 
Sore  fike  ther  as  he  lay, 
How  that  his  childerin  fliulde 
Lyvin  after  his  day. 

He  hadde  ben  wide  where,  but 
Noon  hufbondee  he  was ; 
Alle  the  londe  which  that  he  had 
It  was  veray  purchas; 

And  fayn  he  wolde  that  it  were 
Dreflid  among  them  all, 
That  everich  of  them  had  his  part 
As  it  mighte  befall. 

Tho  fent  he  into  the  centre 
Aftir  wife  knightis, 
To  helpen  delehis  londis,  and 
Dreflin  them  to  rightis. 

He  fent  them  word  by  letteris 
That  they  fliulde  hye  blyve 
If  that  they  wol  fpeken  with  him 
llVhile  that  he  was  on  live. 

Sone  as  thofe  knightis  herden  how 
Thus  feke  that  he  lay, 
Tho  hadde  they  no  mannir  reft 
Nothir  by  night  nor  day 

Tyll  that  they  comin  unto  him, 
Ther  as  he  layd  him  ftill, 
Upon  his  deth'is  bedde  for  tv 
Abidin  (^odd'is  will. 


Thus  then  faidin  the  gode  knight, 
Sek    ther  as  he  lay, 
Lordis,  I  warne  you  forfothe, 
Withoutin  any  nay, 

I  may  not  lengir  liven  here 
In  this  forrowful  Hound, 
For  thorough  Godd'is  will  fupremc 
Dethe  drawith  me  to  ground. 

Ther  ne  was  no  one  of  them  alle. 
That  herdin  him  aright, 
That  thei  ne  hadde  mochil  routh 
Upon  that  ilke  knight ; 

And  feide.  Sir,  for  Godd'is  love 
Ne  difmayen  you  nought, 
God  may  don  bote  of  bale 
Which  that  is  now  ywrought- 

Then  anfwerid  them  the  gode  knightj 
Sike  there  as  he  lay. 
Bote  of  bale  God  may  fend, 
I  wote  it  is  no  nay. 

But  I  befeke  you  knightis, 
Al  for  the  love  of  me, 
Goith  and  dreflith  my  londis    ■ 
Among  my  fonis  thre. 

And,  frendis,  for  the  love  of  God 
Delith  them  nat  amys. 
And  forgettith  not  Gamelyn, 
My  yonge  fon  that  is. 

I'akith  hede  unto  that  one 
As  wel  as  to  that  other ; 
Seldome  ye  feine  any  heir 
That  helpe  woll  his  brother. 

Tho  lettin  they  the  knighte  Hggia 
Which  that  was  not  in  hele. 
And  in  thei  wentin  to  counfaile 
His  londis  for  to  dele  ; 

For  to  delin  them  al  too  on 
That  was  ther  only  thought, 
And  for  that  Gamelyn  yongift  was 
He  fhulde  havin  nought. 

Al  the  londe  which  that  ther  was 
They  delten  it  in  two. 
And  lete  Gamelyn  the  yonge 
Withouten  londe  go. 

And  everich  of  them  feiden 
Til  othir  fulle  loude, 
His  bretherin  mowe  give  him  londe 
Whan  that  he  godis  koude. 
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Whan  they  had  delid  the  londis 

Gamelyn  ftode  upon  a  day 

After  their  owne  will, 

In  his  brother'is  yerde. 

Tho  camin  they  unto  the  knight 

And  he  began  with  his  honde 

Ther  as  he  lay  full  ftill, 

To  handilin  his  berde.                               j 

And  toldin  unto  him  anon 

He  thoughtin  upon  his  londis. 

How  that  they  hadd  ywrought, 

That  layin  longe  uiifawe, 

And  the  knight  there  as  he  feke  lay  ' 

And  alfo  of  his  feire  olds, 

Ylikid  it  right  nought. 

That  douni  were  ydrawe. 

Then  feide  the  knight  angrily. 

His  parkis  werin  al  brokinj 

1  fware  by  Seint  Martyn 

And  al  his  deir  reved ; 

Tor  all  that  which  ye  have  vdone 

Of  alle  his  gode  fledis  noon 

Yet  is  the  londe  myn. 

Was  there-  with  him  bekved  ; 

For  Godd'fs  love,  my  neighbouris. 

His  houfis  werein  unhelid 

€tandeith  ye  alle  ftill, 

And  full  evilly  dight ; 

And  I  woll  delin  my  londe 

Tho  thought  this  yongi  Gamelyn 

After  myn  owne  will. 

It  wentc  not  aright. 

Johan  myn  eldill  fone  fliall 

After  came  his  brothir  in 

Yhave  plow  is  five, 

Ywalkyng  ilatelich  thare, 

That  was  my  fadir's  heritage 

And  feide  unto  Gamelyn, 

While  that  he  was  on  live  ; 

What  ?  is  ourmetil  yare  ? 

And  middillifl  fens  ftall 

Tho  Gam.lyn  ywrothid  hym, 

Jive  plowis  have  of  lond 

And  fwore  by  Godd'is  boke. 

That  I  holpe  for  to  gettin 

Thou  ihalt  y  go  bake,  luke,  thy  felf ; 

With  myn  own  righte  hond; 

I  viol  not  be  thy  coke. 

And  all  myn  othir  purchafis 

How,  brothir  Gamelyn,  quod  he^ 

Of  landis  and  of  ledes. 

Thus  anfweriit  me  thou  ? 

That  I  bequethe  Gamelyn-, 

Thou  fpakilt  nevir  foche  a  word 

And  alle  my  gode  flcdes. 

Yet  as  thou  doilL  now. 

And  I  befeke  you,  gode  men^ 

By  my  faith,  feid;  Gamelyn, 

That  lawis  con  of  lond, 

Now  uie  it  thinkith  nede  ; 

For  Gamelyn'is  love  that 

Of  all  the  harmis  that  I  have. 

Thus  my  bequeft  may  ftond. 

I  nevir  yit  toke  hede. 

Thus  delid  hath  the  gode  knighte 

My  parlds  ben  y  brokin,  and 

His  londe  be  his  dai, 

My  deir  ben  yreved  ; 

Right  upon  his  deth'is  bedde, 

Of  myn  hai-nis  and  my  ftedis 

1         Sore  fike  ther  as  he  lay  : 

Noght  is  there  me  beleved. 

And  fone  aftirwerdis  he 

Al  that  my  fadir  me  bequethe 

i                         Lay  as  a  ftone  flifl. 

Al  goith  now  to  fhame, 

i                         And  dyid  whan  the  tyme  camc^ 

And  therefore  have  thou  Godd'is  curfe, 

1                         As  it  was  Crift'is  will. 

Brothir  John  by  thy  name. 

Anon  aftir  that  he  was  dede, 

Than  thus  befpakin  his  brothir, 

'                         And  undir  grafs  ygrave. 

That  rape  was  cf  vees, 

i                        Tho  fone  the  eldir  brothir 

Stondilh  ftilie,  thou.  gaJiling, 

Eegylid  the  yonge  knave. 

And  hoidith  right  thy  pees  :  ■ 

He  tokin  into  his  hondis 

Thou  ihalt ;  ben  fui  faign  to  have 

His  londis  and  his  l-.'de. 

Thy  me^e  and  thy  wede. 

And  alfo  Gamelyn  himfelf 

"What  fpekift  thou,  thou  gadiling, 

To  clothin  and  to  fede. 

Of  lond  otLir  of  lede  ? 

He  clothid  him  and  fedde  him, 

Then  feide  to  him  Gamelj^n, 

Evil  and  eke  wroth, 

The  childi  that  was  yinge, 

And  letin  his  londis  for  fare, 

Chrift'is  curfe  mote  he  havin 

And  als  his  houfis  both  ; 

That  clepith  me  Gadlyng. 

His  parkis  eke,  and  his  wodisj 

I  am  no  wors  gadlymg  than  the. 

And  didde  nothyng  wel> 

Parde  ne  no  wors  wight. 

And  fuhin  he  it  aboughtc 

But  born  I  was  of  a  lady. 

On  his  own  feire  fell. 

And  gottin  of  a  knyght. 

So  longe  tyme  was  Gamelyn 

Ne  durft  he  not  to  Gamelyn 

In  his  brother's  Hall, 

Not  00  fote  ferthir  go, 

For  the  ftrengift  of  gode  will 

But  clepid  to  him  his  meine. 

They  doutidin  him  all. 

And  feid^  to  them  tho  ; 

There  ne  was  none  viright  in  that  place, 

Goith  and  betith  v/ele  this  boy. 

Nothir  yonge  ne  olde,      - 

And  ravith  him  Lis  wit. 

That  wolde  wrathin  Gamelyn 

And  let  him  lere  another  time 

Werp  he  nevir  fc  bold, 

1       ■                                              ,'                    ~            - 

To  anfvvering  me  bett. 
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Then  feid  the  chyld,  yong  Gam:lyn, 

To  Gamelyn  tho  feidin  hh 

Brothir  ;  Be  thou  not  wrothe, 

■' 

For  to  fein  the  havin  harme 

Chrift'is  curfe  mote  thou  haviii 

Me  werin  righte  lothc. 

What  ?  brother  art  thou  myn. 

I  ne  did  it  not,  my  brothir. 

And  if  that  I  flial  algatis 

But  right  for  a  fondlng, 

Y  betin  be  anon, 

For  to  lokin  if  thou  were  ftrong, 

Crift'is  curf-  mote  thou  havln 

And  art  fo  very  ying. 

But  that  thou  be  that  one. 

Come  adoun  then  to  me,  quod  he,. 

Anu  right  anon  his  brothir  did, 

And  graunti  me  my  bone, 

Of  00  thing  I  wol  alkin  the. 

Makin  his  mein-^  fett  ftavis. 

And  we  ftiul  faughte  fone. 

This  Gamlyn  to  bete. 

Adoun  then  camin  his  brothir. 

Vv''han  everich  of  them  had  a  ftafF 

That  fikill  was  and  fell, 

Into  his  bond  nomin, 

And  was  fwith.i  right  fore  aghaft 

Gamelyn  was  awar.  the, 

Of  that  ilke  peftil. 

He  forfaugh  them  comin. 

He  feide,  Brothir  Gamelyn ; 

Th,o  Gam.llyn  faugh  them  comin 

Alk'i  me  now  thy  bone, 

He  lokid  ovir  all>           -         ;           , 

And  loke  that  you  me  blame,  but 

And  was  ware  of  a  peftil        :  ,  : 

I  graunte  it  full  fone. 

Stode  undir  the  wall. 

Tho  feiden  yonge  Gamelyn  j 

And  GamJlyn  was  fully  light. 

Brothir  mynC-,  I  wifs 

And  thidir  gan  he  lepe, 

And  if  we  IhuUe  ben  at  one 

And  droffe  all  his  brother's  men 

Thou  muft  me  graunt-ithis  : 

, 

Right  fone  on  an  hepe. 

Al  that  my  fadir  me  bequethe. 

He  lokid  like  a  wild  lion^ 

While  that  he  was  on  live, 

And  laidin  on  gode  wone  ; 

Thou  mufte  do  me  it  to  have. 

Tho  whan  his  brothir  fey:   that 

If  that  we  fhul  not  ftrive. 

He  begann    to  gonne. 

That  thou  fhalt  have,  Gamelyn, 

He  fleigh  up  untill  a  lofte. 

I  fwere  by  Crift'is  ore. 

And  fhet  the  dor    fall  : 

Al  that  thy  fadir  the  bequethe. 

Thus  Gam  lyn  with  his  peftil 

Though  thou  woldift  have  more. 

Mad    them  all  agaft 

Thy  londe,  that  now  lyith  lie. 

Soni'  for  Gamelyn'is  love. 

Full  well  it  ftiall  be  fowe. 

And  fome  for  his  envie, 

And  thyne  houlis  yraifid  up 

Alia  withdrowen  them  to  halves 

That  now  ben  layd  full  lowe. 

Tho  he  began  to  pleie  : 

Thus  feide  the  knight  to  Gamelyn, 

What  now  ?  feide  Gamelyn  ;  brothir, 

But  only  with  his  mouth. 

Evil  mote  ye  the ; 

And  thoughte  but  of  falfenefs, 

WoUe  ye  beginnin  contek 

As  he  right  wele  couth. 

And  than  fo  fonc  fle  ? 

The  knighte  thoughtin  on  traifoq. 

Gam  lyn  fought  his  brothir  tho 

But  Gamelyn  on  noon, 

Whithir  he  was  yflowe. 

And  went  and  kiflid  his  brothir. 

And  faugh  where  that  he  lokid  out 

And  then  they  were  at  oon.    \ 

At  a  folere  windowe. 

Alas  for  yonge  Gamelyn ! 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gam;  lyn. 

Nothing  at  all  he  wift 

Comith  a  litil  nere, 

With  fwiche  falfe  tralfoa 

And  I  wol  techin  the  a  plaie 

His  brothir  hath  him  kift. 

J 

Atte  the  bokillere. 

Lithinith  and  leftinith,  and 

His  brothir  to  hym  anfwerid. 

'Holdith  you  ftille  your  tonge, 

And  fvvore  by  Seint  Richere, 

And  ye  fhull  herin  ftraunge  talking 

While  the  peftil  is  in  thyn  honde 

Of  Gamelyn  the  yonge. 

I  woll  comin  no  nere. 

There  happid  to  be. there  befide 

Brothir,  I  woll  ihakin  the  pece, 

Tryid  a  wraftiling. 

I  fwere  by  Crift's  ore  • 

And  therefore  there  was  yfettin 

Caftith  away  the  peftil  tho,                          ^ 

A  ram  and  als  a  ring. 

And  wrathe  the  na  more. 

And  Gamelyn  was  in  a  will 

I  mot  nedis,  feide  Gamllyn, 

To  wende  thereunto. 

Wrathe  me  at  onys. 

For  to  previn  his  migbte,  ^nd  fe 

For  that  thou  woldift  make  thy  men 

What  that  he  couthe  do. 

To  breikin  my  bonis. 

Now  brothir  myne,  quod  GamelyH, 

. 

Nehad  I  haddin  liieyn  and  might. 

By  holie  Seint  Richere 

In  niyn  owne  twey  armes, 

Thou  mufte  nedis  lene  to  night 

To  have  y  pufhin  them  fro  me 

Me  a  litil  couifere,                 , 

They  would  have  done  me  harmes. 

, 
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That  is  frefiie  to  the  fporis, 

And  helpe  my  man  alfo  to  kepe 

^pon  him  for  to  ride  ; 

My  clothis  and  my  ftede, 

I  muftin  on  an  errand  go 

And  I  woll  into  the  place  gon 

A  litil  here  befide. 

And  loke  how  I  may  fpede. 

Be  God,  feidehisbrothir  tho. 

By  God,  feid:  the  frankelyn. 

Of  ftedis  in  my  ftall 

It  fhall  right  fo  be  don, 

Goith  and  chofith  the  the  beft. 

I  woll  my  filfin  be  thy  man 

And  fparith  none  of  alle. 

To  drawin  of  thy  ftlone. 

Of  ftedis  or  of  courferis, 

And  wende  you  into  the  place^ 

That  ftondith  'hem  befide, 

Swete  Jefu  Crift  the  fpede, 

And  tellith  me,  my  gode  brothif. 

And  dredi  not  of  thy  clothis 

Whithur  thou  wilte  ride. 

Nor  of  thy  gode  ftede. 

Here  befidis,  brothir,  is 

Barefote  and  ungert  GamelyB 

Y  cryid  a  wraftling, 

Into  the  ringe  catne, 

And  therefore  Ihalle  ben  y  fett 

Alle  that  werin  iii  the  place 

Aram  arid  als  a  ring. 

Hedin  of  him  the  name, 

Moche  worfliip  it  were  fothly. 

How  he  durftin  aventure  hinx 

Brothir,  unto  us  all 

On  him  to  don  his  might 

Might  I  the  rani  and  als  the  ring 

That  was  fo  doughti  a  ch&mpiori 

Bringin  home  to  the  Hall. 

In  wraftling  and  in  fight. 

A  ftede  tliere  was  fadilicj. 

Upfterte  tho  the  champion 

Smarth  was  it  and  eke  flete ; 

Ful  rapely  right  anon. 

Gamelyn  diddin  a  peire  of 

Towardis  yonge  Gamelyn 

Sporis  faft  on  his  fete. 

He  tho  began  to  gon. 

He  fat  his  fote  in  the  flirropj 

And  feide.  Who  is  thy  fadif,' 

The  ftede  he  beftrode. 

And  who  is  eke  thy  fire  ? 

And  towardis  the  wraftilling 

Forfothe  thoU  art  a  gret  fole 

The  yonge  childe  rode. 

For  that  thou  camift  hire. 

Tho  Gamelyn  the  yonge  was 

Anon  Gamelyn  anfwerid 

Riddin  out  at  the  gate, 

The  ftout  champion  tho. 

The  falfe  knight  his  own  brothir 

Thou  knewift  full  wele  my  fadii* 

Lokkid  it  aftir  thate. 

While  that  he  couth-^  go : 

And  he  befoughtin  Jefu  Crifl, 

Whilis  that  he  was  on  live. 

That  is  of  hevin  king, 

1  fwere  by  Seint  MartjTi, 

That  he  mighte  brekin  his  nek 

Sir  John  of  Boundis  was  his  namCj 

In  that  ilk  wrafliling. 

And  I  am  Garni  lyn. 

Affone  as  Gamelyn  cam  there 

Felawe,  feide  the  champion, 

The  wraftling  place  was 

So  evir  mote  I  thrive, 

He  lightid  down  of  the  ftede 

I  knew  right  wele  thy  fadir 

And  flodin  on  the  gras. 

While  that  he  was  on  live  ; 

And  ther  he  herd  a  frankelyn 

And  thy  felfin,  yonge  GamelyHj 

Weloway  for  to  fing. 

I  will  that  thou  it  here. 

And  beganin  all  bittirly 

Whiles  thou  wert  a  yonge  boy 

His  handis  for  to  wring. 

A  moche  ftirew  thou  were. 

Gode  man,  feide  Gamelyn, 

Then  feid:  yonge  Gamelyn, 

tVhy  makift  thou  this  fare  ? 

And  fwore  hi  Crift'is  ore. 

Is  ther  no  man  that  may  you  help 

Now  am  I  oldir  wox  thou  Ihalt 

Gut  of  this  nice  care  ? 

Y  findin  mc  a  more. 

Ala^ !  feide  this  frankelyn, 

Be  God,  feide  the  champion. 

That  evir  I  was  bore  ! 

Welcome  mots  thou  be  ; 

For  tweie  ftalworthe  fonis 

Come  thou  onys  in  my  honde 

I  wene  I  have  forlore. 

Shaltin  thou  nevir  the. 

A  champion  is  in  the  place 

It  was  wele  within  the  nighty 

That  has  wroughtin  me  forow. 

And  bright  the  mone  flione, 

For  he  hath  flayn  my  too  fonis 

Whan  Gamelyn  and  the  chanipioa  | 

But  if  that  God  them  borrow. 

Togidir  gan  to  gon. 

I  wolde  givin  ten  poundis. 

The  champion  cafte  tornis 

Be  Jefu  Crift,  and  more. 

To  Gamelyn  that  was  preft. 

With  the  nonis  I  fond  a  man 

And  Gamelyn  ftodin  ftille. 

To  handilin  him  fore. 

And  bad  him  don  his  beft. 

Gode  man,  feide  Gamelyn, 

Then  feiden  yonge  Gamelyn 

1                        Wilt  thou  this  wele  done  ? 

Unto  the  champion. 

Holds  my  hors  while  that  my  man 

Now  that  I  have  fully  provid 

Ydrawith  of  my  Ihone. 

,  Many  tornis  of  thine, 
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Thou  moftin,  feidn  Gamelynj 

■J  "ho  feide  to  him  the  frankelynj, 

Prove  aon  or  two  of  niyn. 

That  was  in  mochill  care, 

Gam>ilyn  to  the  champion 

Fellaw,  he  iaide,  whi  lakkift 

Yede  fmartily  anon, 

Thou  fo  moche  of  his  ware  ? 

Of  al  the  tornis  that  he  coude 

Be  Seint  Jame,  that  in  Galis  is. 

He  fliewid  him  but  one  ; 

That  many  man  has  fought, 

And  keft  him  on  the  lifte  fide 

Yet  it  is  moche  tcogodc  chepe 

That  thre  ribbis  to  brak. 

That  thou  haflen  ybought. 

And  thereunto  his  left  arme» 

Tho  that  the  wardinis  weriii 

That  gaf  a  grette  crak. 

Of  that  ilk  <vraftiling 

Than  feidi  yonge  Gamelyn 

Comin  forth,  and  brought  Gamelyn 

Smertly  to  him  anon, 

The  ram  and  als  the  ring. 

Shall  it  be  holdin  for  a  caft, 

And  thus  wann  yonge  Gamelyn 

Or  ellls  go  for  none  ? 

The  ram  and  eke  the  ring, 

Bi  God,  feide  the  champion, 

And  wente  forth  with  mochil  joy 

Whedir  fo  that  it  be. 

Homeward  in  the  morning. 

He  that  ones  comith  in  thyn  hand 

His  brothir  fe  where  that  he  come 

Shalhn  he  nevir  the. 

With  all  the  grett;  rout. 

Than  feide  the  frankelyn,  that 

And  bad  the  porter  fliute  the  gate. 

Thre  fonis  there  had  lore, 

And  holdin  him  without. 

Bleflid  be  thou,  yong.i  Gamelyn, 

The  porter  of  his  lord'is  word 

That  ever  thou  were  bore  ! 

Was  fo  right  fore  agaft. 

For  now  unto  the  champion 

And  flert  anon  unto  the  gate 

This  have  I  for  to  feie, 

Andlokkiditfullfaft. 

This  is  the  yonge  Gamelyn 

Now  lithinith  and  leftinith 

That  taughte  tlie  tc  pleie. 

Bothe  yonge  and  old. 

Ayen  anfwerde  the  champion^ 

And  ye  fliullin  here  gamin 

That  likid  nothyng  well. 

Of  Gamelyn  the  bold. 

He  is  alle  their  maiftir,  and 

Gamelyn  cometh  therunto 

His  pleie  is  right  fell. 

For  to  have  comen  in; 

Sithin  that  I  wriftilid  firft 

But  all  in  vaine;  the  dore  then  was 

It  is  agon  full  yore, 

Y  fhitt  fall  with  a  pyn. 

But  I  was  nevir  in  my  life 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 

Handihd  fo  before. 

Porter,  undo  the  yate, 

Yonge  Gamelyn  ftode  in  the  place 

For  many  a  gode  mann'is 

AUone  withouten  ferk. 

Sonne  ftondith  thereat. 

And  feide,  If  there  be  any  mo 

Then  anfwerid  him  the  porter, 

Let  them  come  to  werk. 

And  fwore  by  Godd'is  berde. 

The  champion  which  that  painid 

Thou  ne  Ihalt,  frende  Gamelyn, 

Him  to  workin  fo  fore. 

Comin  into  this  yerde. 

It  femith  by  his  countinaunce 

Thou  lyift,  feide  Gamelyn, 

That  he  wille  no  more. 

So  broukin  I  my  chynne  : 

Gamelyn  in  the  place  ftode 

He  fmote  the  wikit  with  his  fote. 

Stille  as  any  ftone 

And  brak  away  the  pyn. 

For  to  abidin  wraftiling. 

The  porter  ftreightwey  faughe  th® 

But  there  ycomith  none. 

It  might  no  bettir  be. 

There  ne  was  none  with  Gamelyn 

He  fette  fote  on  erthe,  and 

That  wolde  wreftle  more. 

Faft  he  began  to  fle. 

For  he  handilid  the  champion 

Bi  my  faith,  feide  Gamelyn, 

So  wonderoufly  fore. 

That  travaile  is  ylore, 

Two  gentilmeine  that  owned  the  place 

For  I  am  on  fote  as  light  as 

Come  to  Gamelyn,  God  geve  them  grace  ! 

Thow,  though  thow  had  yfwore. 

And  feide  to  him,  Have  done  on 

Gamelyn  ovirtoke  the  porter. 

Thy  hofin  and  thy  fhone  ;. 

And  his  teene  ywrak,, 

Forfothe  at  this  time  all 

And  gert  him  full  upon  the  nek. 

This  faire  it  is  ydone. 

That  he  the  bon  to  brak ; 

Tho  feide  to  them  Gamelyn, 

And  toke  him  by  that  oon  arme- 

So  mote  I  well  yfare, 

And  threw  him  in  a  well ; 

I  have  not  yet  halvindele 

Seven  hundrid  fadom  it  was  depe. 

Yfolde  all  my  ware. 

As  I  haye  herde  telle. 

Than  feide  the  champion  fo  broke, 

Whan  Gamelyn  the  yonge  thus 

I  may  it  wele  fwere 

Had  yplaied  his  play, 

He  is  a  fole  that  therof  biethj 

Alle  that  in  the  yerde  were 

Thou  felleft  it  fo  ders. 

Withdrewin  them  away. 
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That  dredin  him  full  fore,  for 

Now  hthinith  and  liftinitJi,' 

The  wreke  that  he  wrought, 

And  holdith  you  your  tonge, 

And  for  the  fayir  cumpany 

And  ye  ftiullin  here  gamiu 

That  he  had  thither  brought. 

Of  Gamelyn  the  yonge. 

Yong  Gamelyn  yede  to  the  gate 

Herkinith,  Lordilingis,  and 

And  lete  it  up  wide, 

Liftinith  you  aright, 

He  letin  in  alle  the  rout 

Whan  all  the  geftis  weren  gon 

That  gon  woldin  or  ride; 

How  Gamelyn  was  dight. 

And  fcide,  Ye  ben  yvvelcome 

Alle  the  while  that  Gamelyn 

Withouten  any  greve, 

Had  hold  his  mangerie 

For  we  wol  ben  maifteris  here. 

His  brothir  thought  on  him  bcwreke 

And  aike  no  man  leve. 

With  his  falfe  trecherie  ; 

It  n'as  but  yefterdai  I  laft, 

Tho  whan  that  Gamelyn'ls  geftes 

Saide  yonge  Gamt-Iyn, 

Y  ridin  were  and  gon 

In  my  brother'is  feleris 

Gamelyn  ftode  anon  alone. 

Five  toun  of  right  gode  wyne. 

Frende  tho  had  he  none. 

I  wille  not  this  cumpany 

Tho  aftir  this  full  fone  it  fell. 

Partyn  with  me  on  twyn, 

Within  a  Uttil  ftound, 

And  if  ye  will  don  aftir  me. 

That  Gamelyn  was  takln,  and 

Whil  any  fope  is  inn : 

Full  hardly  was  he  bound. 

And  if  my  brothir  grutchlth  us. 

Than  forth  comith  the  falfe  knight 

Or  makith  it  foule  chere, 

Out  of  the  folere, 

Othir  for  fpence  of  mete  and  drink 

And  to  Gamelyn  his  brothir 

That  we  fliull  fpendin  here. 

He  goith  fulle  nere. 

I  am  the  ovircaterir. 

And  feiden  unto  Gamelyn,' 

And  here  our  althir  purfe, 

Who  mede  the  fo  bold 

He  flialle  have  for  his  grutching 

For  to  deftroyin  and  wafte 

Sanfla  Maria's  curfe. 

The  ftore  of  my  houftiold  ? 

My  brothir  is  but  a  nigon, 

Brothir,  anfwered  Gamclyrij 

1  fwere  by  Crift'is  ore. 

Now  wrathe  the  right  noght. 

And  we  woll  fpende  largily 

For  it  is  many  day  agon 

That  he  hath  fparid  yore. 

Sithins  it  was  ybought  : 

And  whofo  that  makith  grutching 

For,  brothir,  thou  haftin  hadde, 

That  we  do  here  ydwell, 

I  fwere  by  Seint  Richere, 

He  fliall  go  unto  the  porter 

Of  fiftene  plowis  of  londs 

Into  the  drawe  well. 

This  full  fixtene  yere; 

Sevin  dayis  and  fevin  nightcs 

And  of  alle  the  beftis  which 

Gamelyn  held  his  feft, 

Thou  hafte  forth  ybredd. 

With  moche  folace  that  there  was» 

That  my  fadir  to  me  bequethe 

And  eke  no  mannir  hefle. 

Upon  his  deth'is  bedd  : 

All  in  a  litil  torrit  his 

Of  all!  this  full  fixtene  yere 

Brothir  layde  yfteke, 

I  geve  the  the  prow. 

And  faugh  him  wallin  his  godis, 

For  the  mete  and  the  drinke 

But  durft;  not  to  fpeke. 

That  we  have  fpendid  now. 

Right  erh  in  a  morrowning, 

Than  thus  feid!  the  falfe  knight. 

Upon  the  eighte  day, 

(Full  evil  mote  he  the) 

The  geftis  come  to  Gamslyn, 

Herkinith,  brothir  Gamelyn, 

And  woldi  gon  thir  way. 

What  I  woll  gevin  the  ; 

Lordis,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

For  of  my  body,  brothir,  heir 

And  wollin  ye  fo  hie  .'' 

Y  gettin  have  I  none  j 

Alle  the  wyn  is  not  yet  dronk. 

I  woUi  makin  the  my  heir. 

So  broukin  I  mine  eye. 

I  fwere  by  Seint  John. 

Yonge  Gamelyn  in  his  herte 

Par  mafay,  feide  Gamelyn, 

Was  forowfull  and  wo 

^nd  if  that  it  fo  be. 

Whan  that  his  geftis  toke  their  leve 

And  thou  thinkeft  as  thou  feyift. 

And  fro  him  wolde  go. 

May  God  yeldin  it  the  ! 

He  wold;  that  they  had  dwellid 

Nothing  wifte  yong  Gamelyn 

Lengir,  and  they  feide  Nay, 

Of  his  brother'is  gile. 

But  bitaught  Gamelyn  to  God, 

And  therefore  he  him  begilld 

.  A.nd  bad  him  have  gode  dai. 

In  verry  littil  while. 

Thus  made  Gamelyn  his  fefte. 

Gamelyn,  feiden  he,  o  thing 

And  brought  it  well  to  end. 

I  nedis  muft  the  tell, 

And  aftirward  his  geftia  toke 

Tho  whan  thou  threwe  my  portef 

Leve  their  way  to  wendt 

Into  the  drawe  well, 
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.    1  fworl  in  that  wraths,  and 

And  if  I  fhuld    letin  yoii 

In  that  my  gret^  mote, 

To  gon  out  of  his  boure 

That  thou  Ihuldift  ybonde  be 

He  woldin  aftirwardis  feyc 

Both  honde  and  eke  fote  : 

That  I  were  a  traytour. 

And  therefore  I  befeche  the, 

Adam,  anfweryd  Gamelynj 

My  brother  Gamelyn, 

So  broukin  I  myn  hals, 

Letith  thou  noght  me  be  forfwofn,' 

Thou  Ihalte  findin  my  brothir 

As  brothir  art  thou  mine  ; 

At  the  laft  right,;  fals ; 

But  letith  roe  ybindin  the 

Andtherefore,  brothir  Adam,  me 

Both  honde  and  eke  fote, 

Lofe  out  of  my  bonds, 

For  me  to  holdin  myne  avough," 

And  I  wolle  departin  with 

kight  as  I  the  behote. 

The  of  myn  own  fre  londs. 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

Upon  fo  gode  a  foreward^ 

As  fo  I  motin  the. 

Saidin  Adam,  I  wis 

Thou  Ihalt^  not  ben  forfworiri 

I  wolle  doin  thereunto 

For  the  love  of  me. 

All^  that  in  me  is. 

Tho  madin  thei  this  Gamelyni 

Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

To  fitte,  might  he  not  ftand. 

As  fo  mowin  I  the. 

Tyll  that  he  him  ybondin  had 

I  woll  holdc  the  covenaunt. 

Both  fote  a:nd  alfo  hand. 

An  thou  too  wolle  me. 

'     The  falfe  knight  his  brothir  ot 

Anon  as  Adam  his  lordd 

Gamelyn  was  agall, 

To  bedde  was  ygone, 

And  fente  aftir  fetteris 

Adam  toke  the  kaies,  and  lat 

To  fetterin  him  faft- 

Gamtlyn  out  anon. 

His  brothir  made  lefmgis 

He  unlokid  yonge  Gamelyn 

On  him  ther  as  he  ftode, 

Both  hondis  and  eke  fete. 

And  tolde  them  that  comin  in 

On  hope  of  the  avauncement 

That  Gamelyn  was  wode. 

Which  that  he  him  behete. 

/"  / 

Gamelyn  ftode  to  a  poft 

Then  feide  yonge  GamelyHj 

Y  bondin  in  the  Hall, 

Thankid  be  Godd'is  fonde. 

And  tho  that  ther  ycomin  in 

For  now  that  I  am  yiofid 

Lokid  upon  him  all. 

Both  fote  and  alfo  bond ! 

Evir  ftode  yong  Gamelyn 
Evin  bolte  upright, 

Had  I  but  etin  a  litil. 

And  thereto  dronk  aright. 

But  mete  nor  drink  ne  had  he  none 

There  is  non  in  this  houfe  that 

Nowthir  by  day  ne  night. 

Shuld  binde  me  this  night. 

Tho  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 

-  Tho  Adam  toke  GamHyn, 

Brothir  myn^  by  my  hals 

As  ftill  as  any  ftone. 

Now  I  have  wele  efpyid  that 

And  haddin  him  into  the  fpence 

Thou  art  a  parti  fals. 

Right  rapily  anon ; 

Had  I  but  wifte  that  trefon' 

And  fettin  him  to  his  foupere 

'     That  thou  haddift  yfond 

Right  in  a  privie  ftede. 

1  woldin  have  gevin  ftrotis 

And  badin  hym  do  gladily, 

Or  I  had  ben  ybound. 

And  Gamelyn  fo  dede. 

Gamelyn  flode  thus  bondin 

Anon  a:ffone  as  Gamelyn 

As  ftill  as  any  ftone 

Had  etin  wel  and  fine, 

For  too  dayis  and  too  nightis,' 

And  thereunto  had  ydrankin 

And  mete  had  he  none. 

Well  of  the  rede  wyne, 

.   Then  feide  at  laft  this  Gamelyi^' 

Adam,  feide  yonge  Gam:lynj 

That  ftode  boundin  ftrong. 

Tell  what  is  now  thy  rede  ; 

Adam  Spencer,  inethink'ith  that 

For  tne  to  go  to  my  brothir. 

I  fafte  al  to  long ; 

And  gerdin  of  his  hede  ? 

Therefore,  Adam  le  Difpencer, 

No,  Gamelyn,  feidin  Adam, 

Now  I  befeche  the 

It  fliall   not  be  fo, 

For  the  mochc  love  with  which 

But  I  can  tellt  the  a  rede 

My  fadir  lovid  the, 

That  is  y^orth  the  too.  . 

If  thou  may  comin  to  the  kaie^, 

I  wote  wele  forfothe  that 

Lefith  me  out  of  bond, 

(And  this  it  is  no  nay) 

And  for  thi  I  woll  departin 

We  fhullin  have  a  mangerie 

With  the  of  my  fre  lond. 

Righte  upon  Sunday ; 

Than  him  anfv/erid  this  Adam, 

Of  abbotis  and  priouris 

Which  that  was  the  Spencer, 

Full  many  here  Ihal  he, 

I  have  yfervid  thy  brothir 

And  othir  men  of  holie  chercllj 

This  full  frxtene  yere. 

As  I  can  telle  the  ; 

Yot.r. 

P. 
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Thou  flialte  ftond  up  by  the  poft, 

It  ne  is  not  wele  yfervid, 

As  thou  were  honde  faft, 

Be  God  that  allS  made, 

And  I  fhall  them  leve  unlok,  that 

That  I  fhold  fittin  here  fafting- 

Away  thou  may  them  caft  : 

And  othir  men  make  glade. 

And  whan  that  they  have  y  etiflj 

The  falfe  knighte  his  btdthirj 

And  wafliin  have  their  hondes, 

^  Thereas  that  he  yftode,     . 

Tho  thou  fhah  befpekin  them  all 

Toldin  to  alle  his  geftis 

To  bring  the  out  of  bondes  : 

That  Gamelyn  was  wode. 

,    And  if  that  they  will  borrow  the 

And  Gamelyn  there  fiode  ftlll,- 

That  werin  a  gode  game, 

And  anfwerid  right  noght, 

Than  werin  thou  out  of  prlfot»> 

-  But  of  Adam'is  wordis  he 

And  I  als  out  of  blame  ; 

Helde  ftill  in  his  thought. 

But  if  that  everich  of  the^i 

Tho  Gamelyn  began  to  fpeke^ 

Saye  unto  us  Nay, 

Right  doulefully  withall. 

1  fliulle  don  anothir  thing, 

Unto  the  gfette  lordis  that 

I  fwere  by  this  day.                        ^ 

Y  fatyn  in  the  Hall : 

Thou  fhuUe  have  a  gode  ftafle. 

My  Lordings,  tho  feiden  he. 

And  I  woll  have  another. 

For  Crift'is  paffion 

And  Crill'is  curfe  have  that  oon 

Helpin  to  bringe  Gamelyn 

Tliat  faile  fliall  that  othir. 

Out  of  thilke  prifon. 

Ye,  for  God,  feide  Gamelynj 

Than  feide  to  him  an  abbot,  . 

I  fay  it  right  for  me 

(Sorow  upon  his  cheke  !) 

if  that  I  failin  on  my  fide 

He  IhaUin  have  Crifl'is  curfe 

Than  evil  mote  I  the. 

And  Seinte  Maries  eke, 

If  that  we  IhuUin  algatis 

That  fhall  the  out  of  this  prifoc- 

AfToile  them  of  thire  fynne,; 

Beggin  owthir  borow. 

Warnith  me,  my  brothir  Adam, 

But  evir  worthe  hym  full  weic 

Whan  that  we  fhall  begynn. 

That  doth  the  mykil  forow. 

Now  Gamelyn,  feiden  Adam, 

And  anon  aftir  that  abbot 

Ey  Seinte  Charite 

Than  fpakin  anothir, 

I  wolli  warns  the  beforn 

I  wolde  that  thyn  hede  were  of 

Whan  that  the  time  fhall  be. 

Though  thou  were  my  brothir. 

Whan  that  I  twinkin  upon  the 

Alle  that  the  fhall  borrowin 

Loke  for  to  be  gon, 

Mote  them  foule  fall ; 

And  cafl  away  the  fetteris, 

And  thus  yfeiden  alle  they 

And  come  to  me  anon. 

That  werin  in  the  Hall. 

Adam,  feide  yong  Gam-nyn-j 

Than  feidi  to  him  a  prioufj 

YblifTid  be  thy  bones! 

,  Evil  mowin  he  thrive  ! 

That  isa  righte  gode  counfaile 

It  is  grette  forow  and  care, 

Y  gevin  for  the  nones. 

Boy,  that  thou  art  on  live. 

If  that  they  fhuUin  werne  me 

On,  on,  feide  yonge  Gaml 

To  bring  the  out  of  bendes 

So  broukin  I  my  bone. 

I  woile  fettin  gode  ftrokis 

Now  that  I  bavin  cfpyid- 

EuU  right  upon  their  lendesi 

That  frendis  have  I  none. 

'                         Tho  the  Sondy  was  ycomiify 

A  curfid  mot  he  worthe  be. 

And  thefe  folk  to  the  feilc  ; 

Bothe  flelhe  and  blode. 

Faire  they  wer^;in  ywehomid 

That  evir  doth  to  priouris 
Or  abbotes  any  gode. 

Bothe  thjz  lelte  and  meflc. 

J                       And  evir  as  they  at  the  Hall 

Anon  Adam  the  Difpencer 

t}or^  ,Were  comin  in 

Takin  up  hath  the  cloth, 

They  everich  callin  an  eie 

And  lokid  unto  Gamelyn, 

On  yong"=  Gam  lyn. 

And  faugh  that  he  was  wroth. 

The  falfe  knight  bis  own  brothir",   , 

Adam  of  the  pantrie  at  thilk 

So  fidl  of  trecberie,                               y 

Time  litil  he  thought. 

Alle  the  gelles  that  there  were 

And  too  gode  ftavis  unto 

At  that  ilk  mangerie 

The  Halle  dore  he  brought,, 
Adam  lokid  on  Gamelyn 
And  he  was  war  anon. 

Of  Gamelyn  his  own  brothir 

He  toldin  them  with  mouth 

Alle  the  harmis  and  the  fhame 

And  caft  awaie  the  fetteris 

That  e'ere  he  telle  couth. 

And  began  for  to  gon. 

Tho  he  camin  unto  Adam, 

Tho  they  werein  yfervid  ftreit 

Of  mefhs  too  or  thre ; 

He  toke  to  the  one  ftaff, 
And  beganning  to  werke  weIc 

Than  feidiyongc  Gamelyn, 

How  do  ye  fervc  m?  i 

And  gode  ftrokis  he  gaff.         * 
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Gamelyn  came  into  the  ?Iall, 

While  Gam  lyn  made  orderis 

Asid  Adam  Spencer  both, 

Of  monkis  and  of  frere 

And  lokid  them  all  aboutih 

Evir  ftodd  his  brothir  ftille, 

As  they  hadd?;  ben  wroth. 

And  made  fouU  chcre. 

Gamrlyn  fprenith  holi  watir 

Tho  Gam.;iyn  up  with  his  flafTj 

All  with  an  okin  fpire, 

That  he  ful  wel ,  knew, 

That  feme  of  them  that  {lode  upright 

And  grettin  him  upon  the  nek, 

Fillin  into  the  fire. 

That  he  him  overthrewe, 

There  was  no  mannir  lewde  man 

A  litil  above  the  girdil 

That  in  th    Hall}  fl:od 

The  riggia  bone  to  braft. 

That  wold.;  doin  Gamelyn 

And  fett  him  in  the  fetteris 

Any  thingc  but  gode. 

There  as  he  fattin  aril:. 

But  thei  flodj  befidin,  and 

Sittith  thou  there,  my  brothir  John, 

Let.   them  both;'  werch, 

Tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

For  thei  ne  hadd^'  no  routhe 

For  to  colin  thy  ho.te  bodie, 

Of  men  of  holi  cherch. 

As  I  did  cole  myn. 

Of  abbot  or  of  prior,  or 

,    And  fwithe  as  they  yhadde  wele 

Of  monk  or  of  canon, 

Wroken  them  on  their  fone, 

That  GamtljTi  hath  overtoke, 

They  afkid  for  the  watir,  and 

Anon  they  yedin  doun. 

They  wilhin  them  anon. 

There  ne  was  none  of  them  alle 

What  fome  of  them  for  their  lov5j 

That  with  his  ftufFymette 

And  fomo  for  their  awe. 

That  he  made  them  overthrowe. 

Alle  the  fervauntis  fervid    . 

And  quytte  them  his  dette. 

Them  of  the  belle  law. 

Tho  Gamjlyn^feide  Adam, 

The  fliereff  was  thennis  away 

For  Seint;  Charite 

But  about  a  five  myle, 

Payith,  I  pray,  gode  liveray, 

And  all  was  toldin  unto  him 

And  for  the  love  of  me  ; 

Within  a  little  whyle. 

And  I  wolli  kepin  the  dore ; 

How  Gamelyn  and  Adam  had 

So  evir  here  I  maffe 

Ydon  a  forry  res. 

Er  that  they  ben  affoilyid 

Boundin  and  woundin  many  men 

Ther  fhalle  noon  ypaCfe. 

Agen  the  king'is  pece. 

Douti  the  noghf ,  feide  Gamelyn, 

Ettfonis  tho  bcgannin  fone 

While  that  we  ben  in  fere  ; 

iStriffe  for  to  awake. 

But  kepe  thou  wele  the  dore 

And  the  fliiregereve  about  did 

.  And  I  woll  werkin  here; 

Caft  Gam-Uyn  to  take. 

Befturrith  the,  gode  Adam,  and 

Now  lithinith  aud  leftinith, 

Ne  lettith  none  yfle, 

So  God  geve  you  gode  fine. 

And  we  fliall  tellv;  largily 

And  ye  lliull  berin  a  gode  game 

How  many  here  there  be. 

Of  yonge  Gamelyn. 

To  Gamelyn  feiden  Adam, 

New  four-and-twenty  yongi  meri, 

Doith  them  all  but  gode. 

That  holdin  them  full  bolde, 

For  thei  ben  men  of  holi  cherch  ; 

Comin  unto  the  fliiregereve, 

Drawith  of  them  no  blode  ; 

And  feide  that  they  wold 

Savith  right  wele  the  coroune, 

Both  Gamelyn  and  eke  Adam 

And  doith  them  no  harnies, 

Y  fette  be  the  way; 

But  brekith  bothe  their  leggis, 

The  fliiregereve  gafe  theiu  leve 

And  fithin  here  thir  armes. 

Tho  foth  as  I  you  fay. 

Thus  Gam  lyn  and  Adam  hath 

Thes  yonge  meine  hiden  them 

Y  wroughtin  righte  fall. 

Fafl,  woldr:  they  not  lynne 

And  pleidin  with  the  monkies  the. 

Tyll  that  they  comin  to  the  gate 

And  made  them  agafl. 

There  Gamelyn  was  inne. 

Forth  hidir  they  conie  riding 

Thy  knokidin  upon  the  gate, 

Fulljolily  with  fwaines. 

The  porter  tho  was  nye, 

But  home  agen  they  werin  ledde 

And  lokid  forth  out  at.  an  hole^ 

In  cartis  and  in  waines. 

As  man  that  was  full  flye 

Tho  as  they  haddin  all  ydone 

.    The  porter  had  beholdin  them            ^ 

Than  feidin  a  gray  frere. 

But  for  a  litil  while, 

Alas !  alas  !  my  Lord  Abbot, 

He  lovid  wel?  GamHyn, 

What  didde  we  now  here  ? 

And  was  adrad  ofgiie. 

,   Tho  that  we  hithef  did  ycome 

And  forthi  leti  the  wiket 

It  was  a  colde  rede ; 

Y  flondin  fuUe  Hill, 

tJs  had  far  better  ben  at  home 

And  aflcid  them  that  ftant  withoui 

With  watir  and  with  brcde. 

What  y  was  their  will  i" 

- 
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For  alle  tKe  gret  cumpany 

Nai,  nai !  by  God,  feide  they  thoy 

Than  fpake  bot  one  alone, 

Thy  tlrink  is  nothing  gode, 

Undo  the  gatis,  porter,  and 

It  wold-e  makin-  mann'is  brayne 

Lata  us  in  ygone. 

To  lyin  in  his  hode. 

Then  feide  to  them  the  porterj- 

Yong  Gamelyn  tho  flode  flilly 

,    So  broufcin  r  my  chynne 

And  lokid  him  about. 

Ye  {hull -  fayin  your  errand 

And  feide.  The  fhiregerc^e  comith' 

Or  that  ye  comin  inne. 

With  a  full  grette  rout. 

Say  to  .Ganiclyn  and  Adam, 

Adam  Spencer,  feid  Gamelyn^ 

If  that  ther  wille  it  be, 

TS/ly  rede  it  is  now  thi«. 

We  woUc  fpekin  here  with  them" 

Abidin  we  not  lengir  here 

Two  wordis  othir  thre. 

Left  we  farin  amys. 

Fellaw,  feidi  the  porter  thOj^ 

I  rede  that  we  to  wode  ygonn; 

Stondith  thou  ther  yftill, 

Er  that  we  be  yfound; 

And  I  woll  wend  to  Gamelyn 

Betir  is  there  lofe  for  to  gonn 

To  wetin  of  his  wille. 

Than  in  the  toune  ybound. 

And  in  wente  the  porter  tho 

Adam  them  toke  by  the  honi 

To  Gamelyn  anon. 

This  yongi  Gamelyn. 

And  feide,  Sire,  T  warne  yort' 

And  eche  of  them  to  the  othir 

That  here  be  come  your  fone;. 

Drankin  a  draft  of  wyne 

For  lo  !  the  fhiregcrev'is  mea 

And  aftirwardistoke  theircourfe,. 

Now  ben  all  at  the  gate 

And  wente  llreight  their  way  ; 

For  to  ytekin  you  botbe  ^ 

Tho  fond'  the  Ihiregereve  the  neliy. 

Shalle  ye  not  efcape. 

But  in  it  was  none  ay. 

Porter,  tho  feide  Gamelynj 

The  Ihiregereve  lightid  adounCj.:. 

So  mote  I  well!  the. 

And  went  into  the  Hall, 

I  woll  allowe  the  thy  wordee 

And  fond  the  lord  yfetterid 

Whan  I  my  time  fe. 

Full  fafte  therewithall. 

Go  ageyn,  porter,  to  the  gatCp. 

The  fhireve  tho  unfetterid 

And  dw^ll  with  them  a  while. 

Him  righte  fone  anon, 

Awaitin,  and  thou  flialte  fe 

And  fentin  aftir  a  gode  lechc 

3R.ight  fone,  porter,  a  gile. 

To  hele  his  rigge  bon. 

_  Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelynj 

Lete  we  new  this  falfe  knigltt' 

Loke  the  to  be  gon, 

Lie  in  his  mochill  care. 

We  have  foomen  at  the  gate,^ 

And  telle  we  of  Gamelyn, 

And  frendis  n^vir  one. 

And  loke  how  he  fare. 

It  ben  the  fhiregerev'is  men 

Gamelyn  into  the  vrild'  wode 

That  hithir  ben  comin. 

Yftalkid  is  full  flille. 

They  ben  yfwore  togiderlsj 

And  Adam  le  Difpencer  it 

That  we  {hull  be  nomin. 

Ylikid  but  right  iile. 

To  Gamelyn  feidi  Adam, 

Tho  Adam  fwore  to  Gamelyn, 

Hie  the  righte  belyve. 

And  that  be  Seint  Richere, 

And  if  I  fade  the  this  day 

Now  I  fay  that  it  is  mery 

Than  evil  mote  I  thryve. 

To  tien  a  difpencer ; 

And  we  fhuUin  fo  we'5come 

That  muchi  tevire  mewerln 

The  fhiregerev'is  men, 

The  kayis  for  to  here. 

That  fomc  of  them  I  trow  Ihall  make 

Than  walkin  in  this  wilde  wode 

Their  beddis  in  the  fen. 

My  clothis  all  to  tere. 

Then  thorou gh  the  pofterne  gate 

Adam,  feide  yong  Gamelyn, 

Yong  Gam-^lyn  out  went. 

Difmaye  the  right  noght. 

And  a  gode  llurdie  carte  flaffe 

For  many  a  gode  mann'is  child 

In  his  hond^  he  hent. 

in  care  is  ybrought. 

And  Adajm'  Spencer  hente  foac- 

As  they  thus  in  the  wode  ftodinj 

Anothir  grette  ftaff 

Ytalking  both  in  fere. 

For  to  help?  young  Qamt'lyn, 

Adam  herde  talking  of  men,. 

And  gode  ftrokis  he' gaffe 

And  nigh  them  thought  they  werr,- 

Adam  yfellidhath,  histweyne. 

Tho  Gamelyn  undir  the  wild 

And  Gam  lyn  felled  thre. 

Wode  lokid  aright, 

The  tothir  fett6  on  erth. 

Full  fevin  fcore  of  yonge  men 

\ 

And  fafc  began  to  fle. 

He  faugh  right  wel  ydight ; 

What  ?  feidin  Adam  Spencer  thoj 

Alle  were  fatte  at  their  met& 

So  evir  hire  I  mafTe 

In  a  compas  about ; 

I  have  right  gode  redde  wyn?} 

Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

Pray  drinkith  cr  ye  pafiVs 

Now  havin  ye  no  doute. 
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For  aftir  bale  comlth  bote, 

And  if  that  he  hendc,  and 

Thorough  Godd'is  gretc  might ; 

Comin  of  gcntilblode, 

- 

Methinkith  of  mete  and  of  drink 

He  woU  geve  us  both  mete  and  drint, 

That  I  havin  a  fight. 

And  doin  us  fome  goode. 

Adam  le  Difpencer  lokid 

By  Seintejame,  feide  Adam  tho. 

Tho  undir  wode  bowe, 

What  harme  fo  that  Igrete 

And  whan  that  he  the  mete  faugh 

I  will  adventure  me  to  the 

Tho  he  was  glad  inowe; 

Dor^  that  I  had  mete. 

For  now  he  hopid  unto  God 

Tho  Gamelyn  and  Adam  both 

For  to  havin  his  dele, 

Y  went^  forth  in  fere. 

And  he  was  ful  fore  alongid 

And  they  both  grete  the  maifti  r 

Aftir  a  gods  mele. 

Which  that  they  fonde  there. 

AnoTi  as  he  feide  that  word 

Than  feid^  to  them  the  maiftir, 

Streight  the  maiftir  outlawe 

That  King  was  of  Outlawes, 

Saugh  Gamelyn  and  Adam  both 

What  jJo  ye  feke,  ye  yonge  men, 

Undir  the  wode  fliaw. 

Undir  the  wode  ihawes  ? 

Lo  !  young':  men,  feide  the  maiftir 

Yong  Gamelyn  anfwerid  tho 

Outlaw,  by  the  gode  rode                  • 

The  King  with  his  coroune, 

I  am  aware  of  fome  geflis, 

He  muft-e  nedis  walk  in  wodes 

Pray  God  fendin  us  gode ! 

That  may  not  walk  in  toune. 

Loke !  yondir  be  twoyonge  men 

Sire,  we  walke  not  here  in  wodes 

That  ben  right  wel  adight, 

Non  harm«  for  to  do. 

A  !  peradventure  they  ben  mo. 

But  if  parad venture  we  mete 

Whofo  lokid  aright. 

A  dere  to  Iherte  thereto. 

Arifeth  up  quick  yonge  men, 

As  meine  that  ben  right  hungry^ 

And  fette  them  to  me. 

And  mow  no  mete  fynd. 

For  it  is  gode  that  we  wetin 

And  very  harde  ben  beftad 

What  meine  that  they  be. 

Undir  the  wode  lynd. 

Up  thei  ftertin  quik  at  that  word, 

Of  Gameiyn'is  wordis  tho 

Sevln  fro  the  dinnere. 

The  maifter  hadde  routhe. 

And  they  mettin  with  Gamelyn 

And  feide  to  them,  Ye  fliall  have 

And  Adam  Difpencere. 

Inow,  heve  God  my  trouthe. 

Whan  that  they  werin  ney  to  them 

Anon  he  badde  them  fittjn 

Than  feide  thus  that  one. 

Doune  for  to  tak^  reft. 

Yeldith  up  to  us,  yonge  men 

And  baddc  them  etin  and  drink. 

Your  bowis  and  your  flone. 

And  that  too  of  the  beft. 

Than  feide  to  them  Gamelyn, 

As  they  were  eting  and  drinking 

That  yonge  was  of  elde. 

Of  the  beft  wele  and  fine. 

Ful  mochil  forow  mote  they  have 

Than  feide  the  ton  to  the  tothir 

That  unto  you  ihall  yelde  : 

This  is  yonge  Gamelyn. 

I  curfe  woU  none  othir  wight 

Tho  was  the  maifter  of  outlawed 

■^     But  right  mine  ov/ne  felve 

Into  confaile  nomin. 

Tho  ye  may  fettin  unto  you 

And  told  how  it  was  Gamelyn 

Fyve,  andthan  be  ye  twelve. 

That  thither  was  comin. 

They  herdin  by  his  wordis  that 

Anon  as  he  had  herdin  all 

Gret  might  was  in  his  arme, 

How  that  it  was  befall, 

And  forthi  there  was  non  of  them 

He  made  Gamelyn  maiftir 

That  wolde  don  him  harme. 

Undir  him  o're  them  all. 

But  fedin  unto  Gamelyn 

Within  the  third  weke  aftir  this 

Right  mildily  and  ftill. 

To  him  comith  tiding. 

Comith  aforin  our  maiftir. 

To  the  maiftir  of  outjawis. 

And  fay  to  him  thy  will. 

Which  that  now  was  their  king, 

Yonge  man,  feide  Gamelyn, 

That  he  fhulde  ycomin  home. 

Upon  your  leaute 

For  that  his  pees  was  made  ; 

Tellith  what  man  your  maifter  is 

And  of  that  joyfull  tiding  he 

Which  that  ye  with  ybe. 

Was  wonderoufly  glade. 

Tho  alle  they  anfweiid  him 

Tho  feide  he  to  his  yonge  men. 

At  ones  without  lefing, 

The  fothe  for  to  tell. 

Our  maifter  is  ycorounid 

To  me  be  comin  tiidingis 

Of  Outlawis  is  the  King. 

I  may  no  lengir  dwell. 

/         Adam,  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 

Tho  was  yong  Gamelyn  anon, 

Go  we  in  Crift'is  name. 

\yithoutin  tarying, 

He  may  nothir  mete  nor  drinjj; 

Made  maiftir  of  outlawis,  and 

y  werne  us  for  Jhame  j 

Y  coroundid  their  king  : 

Oii| 
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Tho  was  yongGamelyn  crounid 

This  Gamelyn  hath  a  brothir 

The  King  of  thrOutlawes, 

That  cleped  was  Sir  Ote  ; 

And  among  them  walkid  a  while 

As  gode  and  hend  a  knight  he  was 

Undir  the  v/ode  fliawes. 

As  mightin  gon  on  fote. 

The  falfe  knight  his  brothir  now 

Right  anon  yede  a  meffager 

Was  fhiregereve  and  3ire, 

Unto  that  gode  knight. 

And  lete  his  brothir  be  endite 

And  toldin  hirn  altogethir 

Per  hate  and  for  ire. 

How  Gamelyn  was  dight. 

Tho  wei-in  all  his  bondmeine 

Anon  as  Sir  Ote  herdin  had 

Sory  and  nothing  giad  ' 

How  Gamelyn  was  dight, 

Whan  that  Qamelyn  their  lorde 

He  was  right  paffing  fory  tho, 

■Wolves  Hede  was  cryed  and  made. 

Ne  he  was  nothing  light  : 

And  fentin  oute  his  meine 

And  lete  faddle  him  a  flede. 

Where  they  mightiq  him  fynd, 

And  flreit  the  weie  he  name. 

For  to  fekin  yonge  Gamelyn 

And  unto  his  tweie  bretherin 

Undir  the  wode  lynd, 

Right  fone  there  he  came. 

To  telle  to  him  tidingis 

Sir,  feide  this  Sir  Ote  unto 

The  winde  was  ywcnt, 

The  fhiregereve  tho, 

And  alle  his  gode  f  evied  was, 

Wt  ben  but  only  thre  brethren. 

And  all  his  men  yflient. 

Shall  we  be  nevir  mo. 

Whan  that  fhey  hadde  hym  foundin 

And  thus  h^ft  thou  yprifounid 

On  kneys  they  them  fette,                    "^ 

The  belta  of  us  all ; 

And  adoun  with  their  hode,  and 

Soche  anothir  brothir  as  thou 

Gamelyn  their  lord  grette. 

Evil  mote  him  befall ! 

They  feiden,  Sire,  now  wrathe  not 

Sir  Ote,  feide  the  falfe  knightj 

You  for  the  gOde  rode. 

Now  lete  be  thy  Ciirs  ; 

For  we  have  brought  you  tidingis. 

By  God  for  thefe  thi  wordis  he 

But  they  be  nothing  gode. 

Shalle  farin  the  wors. 

Now  is  thy  brothir  fhiregereve. 

Now  to  the  kirsg'is  prifoun  he 

And  he  hath  the  baillie, 

Is  lefuUy  ynome. 

And  thereto  hath  enditid  the, 

And  ther  he  fliail  abidin 

And  Wolves  Hede  doth  the  crie. 

Untill  the  juftice  come. 

Alias  !  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

But  parde,  feide  Sir  Ote  tho, 

That  e're  I  was  fo  flak, 

Bettir  it  fliall  ybe 

That  I  ne  hadd  brokin  his  nek     ' 

Ibiddin  him  unto  maynprife 

Whan  I  his  rigge  brak. 

And  that  thou  graunte  me. 

Goith,  and  gretith  you  vvele 

Untill  the  nexte  fitting  fhall 

3VIy  houfbondis  an  wif, 

Come  of  deliveraunce. 

I  wolle  ben  at  the  next  fliire, 

And  than  lete  Gamelyn  fairely 

iSo  have  God  my  llf. 

Yflondin  to  hischaunce. 

Gamelyn  came  well  redy 

Brothir,  in  foche  a  forewarde 

Unto  the  next^  fhire, 

I  takin  him  to  the. 

And  there  the  falfe  knight  his  brothir 

And  by  thy  fadir'is  foule. 

Was  bothe  Lord  and  Sire.              .      r 

That  the  begat  and  me. 

'  Gamelyn  came  boldilich 

If  that  he  be  not  right  redy 

Intn  the  Mote  Hall,' 

Whan  that  the  juftice  fitte, 

And  put  adoun  his  hode  among 

Thou  fhalte  berin  the  judgement. 

The  lordilingis  all. 

For  all  thy  grett ;  wit. 

God  fave  you,  Lordilingis  ! 

I  grauntin  it  \ve\e,  feide  Sir  Ote, 

Which  that  no\v  here  he  ; . 

That  it  ftiall  fo  ybe  ; 

But  as  for  the,  brokebak  fherevCj 

Letith  delivir  him  anon. 

Evil  mote  thou  the  !                     'i 

And  takin  him  to  me. 

Why  hafte  thdu  doin  to  me 

■    Tho  Gamelyn  was  delivered 

That  fliame  and  villonie 

To  Sir  Ote  his  brothir. 

For  to  latin  endite  me. 

And  that  night  ydwellid  in  fere 

And  Wolf 'is  H^ede  me  crie  ? 

The  ton  with  the  tothir. 

Tho  thought  the  falfe  knight  on  him 

On  the  morow  feide  Gamelyn 

For  to  have  ben  kv.reke, 

Unto  Sir  Ote  the  hend, 

And  lete  takia  Gamelyn  ; 

My  brothir,  he  feide,  forfothe 

Ml! ft  he  no  more  yfpeke. 

I  mote  from  the  wend. 

•    Mighte  there  be  no  mannir  gracCj 

To  lokin  how  my  yonge  men 

But  Gamelvn  at  lafl                    .    ■•■■ 

In  Wode  ledin  their  lif, 

Was  icsto  prifotin  ycaftiiij 

And  whethir  that  they  liven,  now 

And  fetterid  full  faflo 

In  joie  or  elles  in  ftrif,                ■^* 
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Be  God,  tho  anfwerld  Sir  Ote, 

He  thoughtin  wele  that  he  woldc. 

That  is  a  colde  rede, 

Withoutin  more  delay, 

Now  I  fe  that  alk  the  cark 

Ycomin  afore  the  juftice 

Shall  fallin  on  my  hede  ; 

For  to  kepin  his  day ; 

For  whan  that  thejuflice  fittith, 

And  feide  to  his  yonge  men, 

And  thou  be  not  yfound 

Now  dightith  you  full  yarc, 

1  (hall  anon  be  takin,  and 

For  whan  that  the  juftice  fittith 

In  thy  ftede  be  ybound. 

We  mote  nedis  be  there  ; 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

For  I  am  undir  a  borow 

Difmaye  the  right  noght, 

Until  that  I  comin. 

For  be  Seinte  Jame  in  Galis, 

And  my  brothir  inftede  of  me 

« 

That  many  man  hath  fought, 

To  prifon  ftial  be  nomin. 

If  fo  that  God  Almighty  hold 

Be  Seint  Jame,  feide  his  yonge  men^ 

Me  my  Uf  and  my  wit 

And  that  thou  rede  thereto. 

I  wollc  ben  there  right  redy 

Ordeinith  how  it  fliaile  be. 

Whan  that  the  juftice  Gt. 

And  it  (hall  fo  be  do. 

Than  feide  Sir  Ote  .to  Gamelyn, 

While  Gamelyn  was  ycoming 

God  fhelde  the  fro  fliame  1 

There  that  the  juftice  fatt 

Comith  whan  that  thou  feift  tyme, 

The  falfe  knight  his  own  brothir 

Andbringus  out  of  blame. 

Forgattinhe  not  that. 

Now  lithinith  and  leftinlth. 

To  hire  the  mejne  on  his  queft; 

And  holdith  you  right  ftill. 

To  hangin  his  brothir. 

And  ye  fhuUe  herin  how  that 

And  though  thei  hadde  not  that  OOB 

Gamelyn  had  his  will. 

He  wolde  han  that  othir. 

Anon  Gamelyn  wentin  his 

Tho  comith  yonge  Gamelyn 

Way  undir  the  wode  rife, 

From  undir  the  wode  rife, 

And  he  yfonde  there  playing 

And  he  broughtin  along  with  lilm 

His  yonge  men  of  prife. 

His  yonge  men  of  prife. 

Tho  was  this  yonge  Gamelyn 

I  fe  wele,  feide  Gamelyn, 

In  hert  right  glad  inow 

The  juftice  is  yfette  ; 

Whan  that  he  fond  his  yonge  men 

Go  thou  aforn  us,  Adam,  and 

Undir  the  wode  bow. 

Loke  how  chat  it  fpette. 

Gamelyn  and  his  yonge  men 

Adam  wente  into  the  Hall, 

Ytalkidin  in  fere, 

And  lokid  all  about. 

And  they  all  hadde  right  gode  game 

And  he  faugh  there  yftonde  tho 

Their  maiftir  for  to  here. 

Lordingis  grette  and  ftout. 

'h' 

His  men  told  him  of  aventures 

And  Sir  Ote,  Gamelyn'is  brothifj 

Which  that  they  had  yfound, 

Yfcrterid  wele  faft ; 

A 

And  Gamelyn  told  them  agen 

Tho  wentin  Adam  out  of  Hall 

'■■ 

How  he  was  faft  ybound. 

As  he  werin  agaft. 

All  the  while  that  Gamelyn  was 

Adam  feide  to  Gamelyn, 

'       Outlaw  had  he  no  curs ; 

And  to  his  felawes  all,                               ^ 

There  ne  was  no  man  that  for  him 

Sir  Ote  yftondith  fetterid 

Yferid  ought  the  wors, 

Within  the  Mote  Hall. 

But  abbotis  and  priouris, 

Seide  Gamelyn,  If  God  geve  us 

And  monkis,  and  chanon  ; 

■Grace  wel  for  to  do 

In  them  forfothe  ne  laft  he  noght 

He  fliallin  it  abegge  anon 

Whan  er  he  might  them  nom. 

That  him  broughtin  thereto. 

While  Gamelyn  and  his  yong  men 

Then  feidin  Adam  Difpencer, 

Ymade  mirthis  ryve, 

That  lokkis  haddin  hore. 

The  falfe  knight  his  own  brothir. 

Ohrift'is  curfe  mote  he  havin 

Evil  mote  he  thry ve ! 

That  boundin  him  fo  fore. 

For  all  this  while  he  waft  about, 

And  if  thou  wilte,  Gamelyn, 

Both  one  day  and  othir, 

Doin  aftir  my  rede. 

On  purpofe  for  to  hire  the  queft 

There  is  none  in  the  Halle  that 

To  hangin  his  brothir. 

Shall  here  aweie  his  hede. 

Gamelyn  ftodin  on  a  day. 

Adam,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

And  round  him  he  beheld 

We  wolle  not  do  fo; 

The  wild  wodis  and  the  fliawis 

We  woll  fle  only  the  glltif. 

Within  the  wildefeld; 

And  lat  the  othir  go. 

He  thoughtin  upon  his  brothirj 

I  will  my  felve  into  the  Hall, 

How  that  he  him  behete 

And  hire  the  juftice  fpeke. 

That  he  ywoldin  be  redy 

And  on  all  them  that  ben  giltif 

Whao  that  the  juftice  fete  5;- 

I  wolle  ben  awreke.                            * 

"«;, 
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Lat  none.efcapin  at  the  dore  ; 

And  Sir  Ote  by  him  he  fattC, 

Take,  yonge  meine,  yeme, 

And  Adam  at  his  fete. 

For  I  wolle  ben  the  juftice 

And  whan  GamJynthe  yong  wa? 

This  day  domis  to  deme. 

Satte  in  the  juftice  fete. 

Pray  God  fpede  me  this  ilk  dai 

He  lete  fette  the  juftice 

At  this  my  newe  werke! 

And  his  falfe  brothir, 

And  Adam,  comith  thou  with  me. 

And  lete  them  come  to  the  barrc 

For  thou  Ihalt  he  my  clerke. 

The  ton  with  that  otbir. 

His  meine  all  anfwerid  him, 

Whan  Gamelyn  had  thus  ydonc 

And  bad  hym  don  his  heft. 

Haddin  he  tho  no  reft 

And  if  thou  to  us  have  nede 

Till  that  he  had  enqueridwho 

Thou  fhalt  fyndin  us  preft  : 

Werin  upon  the  queft. 

For  we  wolle  flondin  with  the 

For  to  demin  his  brothir  dere, 

Whilis  that  we  may  dure, 

Sir  Ote,  for  to  be  honge, 

And  but  that  we  werkin  manly 

Er  that  he  wifte  v/hich  they  were 

Payith  us  then  no  hure. 

It  thoughte  him  full  longe. 

Yonge  men,  feide  Gamelyn, 

But  al  fo  fone  as  Gamelya 

So  mot  1  wele  y  the. 

Wifte  where  that  thei  were 

As  ye  a  right  trufty  maiftir 

He  didde  them  everichonc 

Shullc  findin  of  me. 

Fetterin  faft  in  fere. 

And  rightc  thereat  the  juftice 

And  bringe  them  unto  the  barre. 

Yfattin  in  the  Halle, 

And  fette  them  in  vewe  :                                    .: 

In  wente  tho  yong  Gamelyn 

By  my  faith,  feide  the  juftice. 

Boldly  amonges  them  all. 

The  Iheriff  is  a  flirewe. 

Gapielyn  lete  unfettir 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn 

His  broth  ir  out  of  bend  ; 

Unto  the  falfe  juftice, 

Than  feide  to  hi;-'^  Sir  Otis, 

Thou  hafte  geve  thy  domis 

His  brothir  that  was  hendgj 

Al  of  the  worft  affife; 

Thou  haddift  almofl,  Gamelya, 
Dwellid  away  to  long, 

And  the  twelve  fifouris  that 

Werin  of  the  inqueft 

For  the  quefle  is  ygon  out 

They  ftiuUe  ben  hongid  this  day, 

On  me  that  I  fliulde  honge. 

So  God  geve  me  gode  reft. 

Brothir,  tho  feide  Gamelyn, 

Than  feide  the  fherifi"  pitoufly 

God  geve  me  gode  reft, 

To  yonge  Gamelyn, 

This  gode  day  they  ftiull  bea  hongi^ 

My  Lord,  1  crie  the  mercie. 

That  ben  upon  the  queft  ; 

Brothir  arte  thou  myn. 

And  thereto  the  juftice  bothe, 

Therefore,  feide  yonge  Gamelyn, 

That  is  the  jugge  man. 

Have  you  Grift's  curfe. 

And  eke  the  fheriff  our  brothir. 

For  if  thou  werin  maiftir  yet 

For  through  him  it  began. 

Shuldin  1  fare  worfe. 

Than  feide  yonge  Gamelyn 

But  for  to  make  Ihort  my  Tale, 

Unto  the  falfe  juftice. 

And  not  to  tary  longe. 

Now  is  thi  powif  at  an  end. 

He  ordeynid  him  there  a  queft 

You  muft  nedis  arife. 

Of  his  own  men  fo  ftrong. 

Thou  haft  ygevin*  domis  that 

The  falfe  juftice  and  the  flierifF 

Ben  evil  alle  dight; 

Bothe  w^ere  hongid  hie. 

I  wolIc  fettln  in  thi  fete. 

To  weyvin  there  with  the  ropis, 

And  dreffin  them  aright.. 

And  with  the  winde  drie. 

But  the  juftice  fattin  ftille, 

And  als  the  twelve  fifouris. 

And  roof  e  not  anon, 

Sorow  have  that  rekk. 

And  Gamelyn  with  his  fwerde 

Alle  they  werin  yhongid 

Clevid  his  cheke  bone. 

Full  fafte  by  the  nekk. 

Yonge  Gamelyn  toke  him  in  his 

Thus  endid  hath  the  falfe  knight 

Armis,  and  no  more  fpak, 

With  all  his  trecherie, 

But  threw  him  ovir  the  barre. 

That  evir  hadde  lad  his  life 

And  his  armc  to  brak. 

In  falfenefs  and  folic. 

Durft  no  one  unto  Gamelyn 

He  was  hongid  up  by  the  nek, 

SayC  nothing  but  gode, 

And  nought  by  the  purfe. 

For  fere  of  the  gret  company 

That  was  the  mede  that  he  had  hadde 

That  withoutin  yftode. 

From  his  fadir'is  curfe. 

Gamelyn  fatte  him  adoun 

Sir  Ote  was  the  eldift  tho,                      ^ 

In  thejuftic'isftede, 

And  Gamelyn  was  yonge. 

(Herkenith  now  of  the  bourd^ 

■  They  wentin  with  their  frendis,  and 

That  Gamelyn  tho  dede)     ' ' " 

Paffidin  to  the  king                             ' 
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They  madin  pece  with  the  kinge 
pf  the  heft-  affife  ; 
The  king  lovid  Sir  Ote  wele. 
And  made  him  a  juftice. 

Aftir  the  king  made  Gamelyn, 
Eothe  in  eft  and  weft, 
The  chefe  juftice  and  ridcre  of 
Alle  his  fre  fojeft. 

Alle  his  wight  yonge  men  the  king 
Forgafin  them  their  gih, 
And  lithen  in  gode  office  the  king 
Hath  alle  them  ypilt. 

Thus  has  wan  yonge  Gamelyn 
Hislonde  and  hislede, 
And  wrake  of  him  his  enemies, 
And  ijuyte  tliem  their  mede. 


And  Sir  Ot:,  hisbrothir  dere, 
Ymade  him  hath  his  heir, 
And  fithin  weddid  Gamelyn 
A  wife  both  gode  and  faire. 

They  lividm  togidir  wele 
Whilis  that  Chrifte  wolde, 
And  fithin  that  was  Gamelyn 
Ygravin  undir  molde  : 

And  fo  flialle  we  alle  here; 
May  there  no  man  yfle 
God  bringin  us  unto  the  joie 
That  evir  fnuU  ybe  ! 


'^hus  enditb  the  legend  of  Gamelyn,  called  The  Coke's  TaU^ 
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THE   PLOWMAN'S   PROLOGUE. 


The  Plowman  plucked  up  his  plowe 
Whan  midfomer  mone  was  comen  in, 
And  faied  his  beftes  flaould  ete  inowe, 
And  lige  in  grsfle  up  to  the  chin  : 
Thei  ben  feblc  both  oxe  and  cowe. 
Of  'hem  n'is  left  but  bone  and  fkinne  ; 
He  fhoke  of  fliere,  and  coulter'  off  drowe, 
And  honged  his  harnis  on  a  pinne. 

He  toke  his  tabarde  and  ftaffe  eke. 
And  on  his  hedde  he  fet  his  hat, 
And  faied  he  would  Sa!n<5t  Thonias  feke. 
On  pilgrimage  he  goth  forth  plat ; 
In  fcrippe  he  bare  bothe  bred  lekes ; 
He  was  folfwonke  and  all  forfwat  : 
Men  might  have  fene  through  both  his  chekes. 
And  every  wang  tothe  where  it  fat. 

Our  Hofte  behel(|e  well  all  about. 
And  fawe  this  man  was  funne  ibrent ; 
He  knewe  well  by  his  fmgid  fnout. 
And  by  his  clothes,  that  were  to  rent, 
He  was  a  man  wont  walke  about. 
He  n'as  not  aye  in  cloifter  pent, 
Ke  couthe  religioufliche  lout, 
And  therefore  was  he  full  ill  Ihent. 

Our  Hofte  him  axed,  What  man  art  thou  ? 
Sire  Hofte,  (quod  he)  I  am  an  hine, 
For  I  am  wont  to  go  to  plow. 
And  erne  my  mete  yet  that  I  dine  : 


To  fwett^  and  fwinke  I  make  avowe. 
My  wife  and  babes  therewith  to  finde. 
And  fervin  God  and  I  wift  how, 
But  we  lende  men  yben  full  blinde  : 

For  clerkes  faie  we  fliuUin  be  fain 
For  ther  livelod  to  fwette  and  fwinke, 
And  thei  right  nought  us  give  again 
Neither  to  ete  ne  yet  to  drinke  ; 
Thei  mowe  by  lawe,  as  that  the!  fain. 
Us  curfe  and  dampne  to  hell'is  brinke ; 
And  thus  thei  puttin  us  to  pain 
With  candlis  quient  and  belFis  clinke. 

Thei  make  us  thrallis  at  their  luft. 
And  fain  we  mow^e  not  els  be  faved  ; 
Thei  Ijiave  the  corne  and  we  the  duft  ; 
Who  gainfayes  then  they  faye  he  raved. 
What,  man  !  (quod  our  Hofte)  canft  thou  preche  ^ 
Come  nere  and  tel  fome  holy  thing. 
Sir,  quod  he,  I  herd  onis  teche 
A  preeft  in  pulpit  gode  prechin-g. 

Sale  on  quod  he,  I  the  befeche. 
Sir,  I  am  redy  at  your  bidding. 
I  praie  that  no  man  me  reproche 
While  that  I  am  my  Tale  telling. 

Thus  endetb  the  Prologue,, 
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HERE   FOLOWETH 


THE  FIRST  PART  OF  THE  TALE* 


A  FULL  fterne  ilrief  is  ftirrid  newe, 
In  many  ftedis  in  a  flounde, 
Of  fondry  fedis  that  ben  fewe  ; 
It  femith  that  fome  ben  unfounde, 
For  fome  be  grete  growin  on  grounde, 
Some  ben  fouble,  fimple  and  fmall : 
Whether  of  'hem  is  falfir  founde 
The  falfir  foule  mote  him  bifalJ. 

That  one  fide  is  that  I  of  tell 
Fopis,  cardinals,  and  prelates, 
Parfons,  monkis,  and  freris  fell, 
Priours,  abbotes,  of  grete  eftates ; 
Of  heven  and  hell  thei  kepe  the  yeates, 
And  Peter's  fucceffours  ben  all, 
And  this  is  demid  by  old  dates ; 
But  fallhed  foule, mote  it  befall. 

The  othir  fide  ben  pore  and  pale. 
And  peple  yput  out  of  prefe, 
And  femin  caitiffes  fore  a  cale, 
And  er  in  one  without  encrefe 
Iclepid  Lollers  and  Londlefe  ; 
Who  totheth  on  'hem  thei  ben  untall ; 
Thei  ben  arayid  all  for  pece. 
But  falflied  foule  mote  it  befall 

Many  a  countrey  have  I  fought 
To  knowe  the  falfir  of  thefe  two, 
But  aye  my  travaile  was  for  nought 
All  fo  ferre  as  I  have  ygo, 
But  as  I  wandrid  in  a  wro. 
Within  a  wode  befide  a  wall. 
Two  foulis  fawe  I  fitting  tho, 
The  falfir  foule  mote  him  befall. 

That  one  did  plete  on  the  Pope's  fide, 
A  Griffon  of  a  grimme  ftature ; 
A  Pellicane  withoutin  pride 
To  thefe  Lollers  ylaied  his  lure ; 
He  mufed  his  mattir  in  mefure 
To  counfaile,  Chrift  ay  gan  he  call ; 
The  Griffon  fliewed  as  fliarpe  as  fire, 
But  fallhed  foule  mote  it  befall. 

*  A  complaint  againft  the  pride  and  covetoufnefs  of  the 
clercy,inade  no  doubt  by  Chaucer,  fayi  the  editor  o  f  Chau- 
cer's Works  printed  for  ^d.  ijlif  at  London,  A.D.  J»oi- 
Vny,  ,  •    . 


The  Pellicane  began  to  prechc 
Bothe  of  mercie  and  of  mekeneffe, 
And  faied  that  Chrift  fo  gan  us  techc. 
And  meke  and  merciable  gan  bleffe  ; 
The'  Evangely  berith  witneffe 
A  lambe  he  likeneth  Chrift  ovre'  all. 
In  tokening  that  he  mekift  was 
Sith  pride  was  out  of  heviri  fall. 

And  fo  fliould  every  Criftened  be, 
Prieftis  and  Peter's  fucceffours, 
Beth  lowliche  and  of  lowe  degre, 
And  ufin  none  yerthly  honours, 
Ne  croune  ne  curious  covertours, 
Ne  pilloure  ne  other  proude  pall, 
Ne  to  cofrin  up  grete  trefours. 
For  fallhed  foule  mote  it  befall. 

Prieftis  ftiould  for  no  cattill  plede, 
But  chaften  'hem  in  charite, 
Ne  to  no  battaile  fliould  men  lede 
For  inhaunfing  ther  owne  degre, 
Nat  willin  fittinges  in  hie  fe. 
No  foverainte  in  hous  ne  hall. 
Worldly  worlhip  defie  and  fle  ; 
Who  willeth  highnes  foule  fliall  fall. 

Alas  1  who  male  foche  fainftis  call 
That  wilnith  welde  yerthly  honour  ? 
Jjowe  as  Lucifere  foche  fliall  fall, 
In  baJefuU  blackneffe  build  ther  boure 
That  eggith  peple  to  erroure. 
And  makith  them  unto  'hem  thrall ; 
To  Crift  I  holde  foche  one  traitour ;  j 
Lowe  as  Lucifer  foche  fliall  fall. 

That  v/illith  to  be  kingis  percs. 
And  higher  than  the  Emperour, 
And  fome  that  werin  but  pore  freres 
Now  wollin  waxe  a  warriour ; 
God  ne  is  not  ther  governour 
That  holdith  none  his  permagall. 
While  cove'tife  is  ther  confailour ; 
All  foche  falfliede  mote  nedis  fall. 

That  hie  on  horfe  willith  to  ride 
In  glitterande  golde  of  grete  araie, 
Painted  and  portrid  alle  in  pride. 
No  common  kn'ight  male  go  fo  gaie. 
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Chaunge  of  clothing  every  dale, 

Al  Holiefl  they  clepe  ther  hei. 

With  goldin  girdils  grete  and  fmall. 

That  of  ther  rule  is  full  regall  j 

As  boiftous  as  is  here  at  baie ; 

Alas  that  evir  thei  ete  bred  ! 

All  foche  falfliede  mote  nedis  fall. 

For  al  fuch  falfhed  wol  foule  fall. 

With  pridi  punifliith  thei  the  pore, 

Ther  hed  covitith  al  honour. 

And  fome  one  thei  fuftain  with  fale, 

To  be  worfhipped  in  worde  and  dede, 

Of  holie  churche  makith  an  hore, 

Kingis  mote  to  him  knele  and  coure. 

And  fill  ther  wombe  with  wine  and  ale ; 

To  the'  apoftles  that  Chrifl  forbede  :       , 

With  money  fille  thei  many  a  male. 

To  Popis  hefle  fuch  take  more  hede 

And  chafTrin  churchis  when  thei  fall. 

Than  to  kepe  Chrifles  commaundement, 

And  telle  the  peple  a  leude  tale ; 

Of  gold  and  filvir  ben  ther  wede, 

Soche  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

Thei  holde  him  hole  omnipotent. 

Thei  fede  of  many  manir  metes, 

He  ordaineth  by  his  ordinaunce 

With  fong  and  folas  fitting  long. 

To  parifhe  prieflis  a  powere. 

And  fiUeth  ther  wonibe,  and  fafte  fretes, 

To'  anothir  a  gretir  avaunce, 

And  from  the  mete  unto  the  gong, 

A  gretir  point  to  his  miflere  ; 

And  aftir  mete  with  harpe  and  fong. 

But  for  he'  is  highifl  in  erth  here 

And  eche  man  mote  'hem  Lordis  call. 

To  him  referveth  he  many'  a  point. 

And  hote  fpicis  evir  emong  ; 

But  unto  Chrilt,  that  hath  no  pere. 

Soche  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

Refervith  he  no  pin  no  joynt. 

Miters  thei  werin  mo  than  two 

So  femith  he  abovin  all. 

Iperlid  as  the  quen'is  hedde. 

And  Chrifl  abovin  him  nothingc. 

A  ftaffe  of  golde,  and  pirrie  lo  ! 

Whan  that  he  fittith  in  his  flail 

As  hevie  as'  it  were  made  of  ledde ; 

pampnith  and  favith  as  him  thinke  ; 

With  clothe  of  gold  bothe  new  and  redde, 

Suche  pride  tofore  hie  God  doth  flinke  : 

With  glitterande  gold  as  grene  as  gall, 

An  angel  bad  John-  to'  him  not  laiele. 

By  dome  thei  dampne  men  to  be  dedde ; 

Only  to  God  to  do  his  bowinge  ; 

All  foche  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

Soche  worfhip-willers  mote  ill  fele. 

And  Crifl'is  peple  proudly  curfe 

Thei  ne  clepe  Chrifl  but  San£ius  Deus, 

With  brode  boke  and  braying  bell. 

And  clepe  ther  hed  Sanajfimus  ; 

And  to  put  pennies  in  ther  purfe 

All  they  that  fuche  a  fefte  fewis 

Thei  woU  fell  bothe  hevin  and  hell : 

I  trowe  thei  taken  'hem  amiffe  : 

In  ther  fentence  and  thou  wilt  dwell 

In  erth  here  they  havin  ther  blifle. 

Thei  willin  geffe  in  ther  gaie  hall. 

Ther  hie  maflir  is  Beliall ; 

And  though  the  foth  thou  of  'hem  tejl 

Chrifl  his  pore  peple  from  'hem  wifTe, 

In  the  grete  curfing  fiialt  thou  fall. 

For  al  fuche  falfe  will  foule  befall. 

That  is  ybleffid  that  thei  bleffe. 

They  mowin  both  ybinde  and  lofe. 

And  curfid  that  thei  curfin  woll, 

And  all  is  for  ther  holy  life  ; 

And  thus  the  peple  thei  opprefle, 

To  favfe  or  dampne  they  mowen  chofe  ; 

And  have  ther  lordfliippis  at  full : 

Betwene  'hem  now  is  a  grete  flrife  ; 

And  many  be  merchauntes  of  woll, 

Many'  a  man  is  killed  with  a  knife      - 

And  to  purs  pennies  woll  come  thrall. 

To  wete  which  havin  lordfhip  fliall ; 

The  pore  peple  thei  al  to  pull ; 

For  fuche  Chrifl  fuffrid  woundis  five. 

Such  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

For  all  fuche  falfhed  will  foule  fall. 

1                   Lordis  alfo  mote  to  'hem  loute. 

Chrifl  faid,  ^i  gladio  percutlt^ 

Obeyfaunt  to  ther  brode  bleffing, 

With  fwerde  furely  he  fhall  die ; 

Thei  ridin  with  ther  royal  route 

He  bad  his  prieflis  pece  and  grith. 

On  a  courfir  as'  it  were  a  king. 

And  bad  'hem  not  drede  for  to  die, 

With  fadle  of  golde  glittering. 

And  bad  them  be  both  Ample'  and  file. 

With  curious  harneis  quaintly  crallit, 

And  carke  not  for  no  cattell. 

Stiroppis  gaie  of  golde  maftling  ; 

And  trufle  on  God  that  fittith  on  hie. 

All  fuche  falflied  foule  may  befal  it. 

i^'or  al  falfe  fhal  full  foule  befall. 

Chriftes  Miniflers  clepid  thei:bene, 

Thefe  wollin  make  men  to  fwere 

And  rulin  al  in  robberie, 

Ayenft  Chrift'is  commaundiment. 

But  Antichrifte  thei  fervin  clene. 

And  Chrift'is  members  al  to  tere. 

Attirid  al  in  tirannie. 

On  rode  as  he  were  new  yrent ; 

WitnefTe  of  John  his  prophecie  j 

Suche  lawes  thei  maken  by  alTent, 

Antichrifte  is  ther  admirall, 
TifFelers  attired  in  trecherie  ; 

Eche  on  it  trowith  as  a  ball. 

And  thus  the  pore  be  fully  fhent, 

Al  fuche  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

But  falfhed  foule  it  fhulle  befall. 

Who  faith  that  fome  of  'hem  may  finne 

Ne  ufin  thei  no  fimonie. 

He  fhal  be  domid  to  be  ded  ; 

But  felle  churchis  and  priories, 
Ne  they  ufin  to  none  ehvie. 

Some  of  'hem  wollin  gladly  winne 

Al  ayenft  that  which  God  forbed.  ' 

But  curfin  al  'hem  contraries, 
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And  hirith  men  by  dales  and  yeres 

And  all  to  holdin  gret  arraie, 

With  ftrength  to  hold  'hem  in  ther  flail, 

To  multiplie  'hem  more  metall, 

And  cuUe  all  ther  advarfaries, 

They  drede  ful  litel  dom'is  day, 

Therfore  falfhed  foule  thou  them  fall. 

V/han  al  fuche  falfhed  fhal  foule  full. 

With  purfe  they  purchafe  perfonage, 

Suche  harlottes  fhul  men  difclaunder,. 

With  purfe  thei  payin  'hem  to  plede, 

For  that  they  fhullin  make  them  gre. 

And  men  of  warre  thei  wollin  wage 

And  ben  as  proud  as  Alexander, 

To  bring  ther  enemies  to  dede, 

And  fain  to  the  pore  Wo  be  ye  ! 

And  lordis  livis  they  wol  lede. 

By  yere  eche  priefl  fhal  paie  his  fs 

And  muchil  take,  and  give  but  fmall, 

For  to  encrefe  his  lemmans  call ; 

But  he'  it  fo  get  from  it  fiial  fliede, 

Suche  herdis  fhul  wel  ivilthe, 

And  make  fuche  falfe  right  foule  yfall. 

And  al  fuche  falfe  flial  foule  befalL 

They  halowe  nothing  but  for  hire, 

And  if  a  man  be  falfely  famed,  , 

Ne  churche,  ne  font,  ne  veftiment. 

And  wol  ymake  purgacioun. 

And  make  orders  in  every  fhire. 

Than  wol  the'  officers  be  agramed. 

But  prieftis  pay  for  the  parchment ; 

And  aflign  him  fro  toun  to  toun  ; 

Of  riatours  they  taken  rent, 

So  nede  he  mufl  payin  raunfome. 

Thervrith  they  fmere  the  fhep'is  {kail, 

Though  he  be  clene  as  is  chriflall. 

For  many  churches  ben  fufpent ; 

And  than  have  an  abfolution  ; 

All  fuche  falfhed  foule  it  befall. 

But  al  fuche  falfe  fhal  foule  befall. 

Some  livith  not  in  lecherie, 

Though  he  be  giltie  of  the  dcde. 

But  haunte  wenchis,  widow^s,  and  wives, 

And  that  he  may  the  money  paie. 

And  punilh  the  pore  for  putre. 

Al  the  while  his  purfe  wol  yblede 

Themfelfe  it  ufeth  al  ther  lives  ; 

He  may  ufe  it  fro  day  to  day. 

And  but  a  man  to  them  him  thrives 

The  bifhopes  officers  gone  gay, 

To  hevin  come  he  nevir  fhall, 

And  this  game  they  ufe  ovir  all. 

He  fhalbe  curf^d  as  be  catives; 

The  pore  to  pil  is  al  their  pray  ; 

To  hel  thei  faine  that  he  fhal  falL 

But  al  fuche  falfe  fhul  foule  befall. 

Ther  was  more  mercy'  in  Maximine, 

Alas!  God  ordained  no  fuche  lawe^ 

And  Nero,  that  never  was  gode. 

Ne  no  fuche  crafte  of  covetife, 

Than  there  is  now  in  fome  of  them 

But  he  forbad  it  by  his  lawe  ; 

Whan  he  hath  on  his  furrid  hode  ; 

Suche  rulers  mowen  of  God  agrife. 

^ 

They  folowe  Chrifl  that  fhede  his  blode 

For  al  his  rulis  ben  rightwife  : 

To  heven,  as  bucket  to  the  wall ; 

Thefe  newe  pointis  ben  pure  papall, 

Suche  wrechis  yben  worfe  than  wode, 

And  Godd'is  lawe  they  all  difpice. 

And  al  fuche  faitours  foule  'hem  fall. 

And  al  fuche  faitours  fhul  foule  fall. 

They  give  ther  almis  to  the  riche. 

They  faine  that  Peter  had  the  key 

To  mainteynours  and  men  of  lawe, 

Of  heven  and  hel,  to  have  and  holde; 

For  to  lordis  they  wol  be  lithe. 

I  trowe  Peter  toke  no  money 

And  harlots  fonne  not  worth  e  an  hawe  ; 

For  no  finnis  that  he  yfolde  : 

Sothfaftneffc  alle  fuche  han  flawe  ; 

Suche  fucceffours  yben  to  bolde. 

They  kembe  ther  crockettes  with  criflall, 

In  winning  all  ther  witte  they  wral. 

And  ;drede  of  God  they  have  doune  drawe  ; 

Ther  confcienceiswaxin  colde, 

Al  fuche  faitours  foule  'hem  befall. 

And  al  fuch  faitours  foul  'hem  falL 

They  make  parfons  for  the  pennie, 

Peter  was  ner  fo  grete  a  fole 

And  canons  and  their  cardinals  ; 

To  leve  his  key  with  fuche  a  lorell. 

tJnnethe  amongfl  'hem  al  is  any 

Or  take  fuche  turfid  foe  or  tole, 

That  ne  hath  glofcd  the  gofpel  fals. 

He  was  advifid  nothing  well ; 

For  Chrifl  made  ner  no  cathedrals. 

I  trowe  they  have  the  key  of  hell. 

' 

Ne  with  him  was  no  cardinal! 

Their  maiflir  is  of  that  marfhall. 

1 

With  a  redde  hatte,  as  ufe  minflralsj 

For  there  thei  dreffin  'hem  to  dwell. 

But  falfhed  foule  mote  it  befall. 

And  with  falfe  Lucifer  to  fall. 

Ther  tithing  and  ther  ofliing  bothc 

Thei  ben  as  proude  as  Lucifarre, 

They  clemith  by  pofTefTion, 

As  angry  and  as  envious ; 

Ne  therof  n'il  they  none  forgo, 

From  a  gode  faith  they  ben  ful  farre  ; 

But  robbin  men  as  a  raunfome  j 

In  cove'tife  they  ben  curious  ; 

The  tithing  of  turpe  lutrum 

To  catche  catil  as  covitous 

With  thefe  maiflers  is  veniall ; 

As  hounde  that  for  hungre  wol  yail, 

Tithinge  of  bribry  and  laffon 

Ungodly  and  ungracious; 

Will  make  faJfhed  full  fciule  to  fall. 

And  ncdely  fuche  falfe  flial  foule  fall. 

They  takin  to  ferme  ther  fompnours 

The  Pope,  and  he  were  Peter's  heirCj 

To  harme  the  peple  what  they  may, 

Me  thinke  he  errith  in  this  cafe, 

To  pardoners  and  falfe  faitours 

Whan  choife  of  bifliop's  in  difpair© 

Thei  fell  ther  feles  1  dare  ^eU  H> 

To  choiin  'hem  in  divers  place^ 
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A  lorde  Ihal  write  to  him  for  grace, 

Plough  is  the  pore  urirlghtly  ]att<*, 

For  his  clerke  anone  praye  he  Ihall, 

That  knovyith  Chrift  his  God  royal ; 

<-L 

So  flaal  he  fpedin  his  purchafe; 

Suche  maters  be  not  worth  a  gnatte. 

And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befall. 

But  fuche  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  faL 

Although  he  can  ne  manir  gode 

A  king  ftial  knele  and  kiffe  his  ftiowe, 

A  lord'is  prayir  fhal  be  fpedde, 

Chrift  let  a  finful  kiffe  his  fete, 

Though  he  be  wilde  of  wil  or  wodc. 

Me  thiake  he  hcldeth  him  hie  inowe. 

Nat  underftanding  what  men  redde. 

So  Lucifer  did,  that  hie  fet  : 

A  leude  boftir,  that  God  forbedde, 

Suche  one  me  thinke  himfelfe  foryet, 

As  gode  a  biflioppe'  is  my  horfe  Ball ; 

Or  to  the  trouth  he  was  nat  cal : 

Suche  a  Pope  is  full  foule  beftede. 
And  at  the  lafte  wol  foule  yfall. 

Chrifte  that  fuffirid  woundis  wete, 

Shall  make  all  fuche  falftied  foule  fall. 

He  makith  prieftes  for  erthly  thanke. 

They  layith  out  ther  large  nettes 

And  not  at  all  for  Chrift'is  fake  ; 

For  to  takin  filvir  and  golde, 

Suche  that  yben  ful  fat  and  ranke. 

Thei  fiUin  coffers,  and  fackes  fettes 

To  foul'is  hele  none  hede  they  take ; 

Ther  as  they  foulis  catchin  fliolde  ; 

Al  is  wel  done  what  er  they  make. 

Ther  fervauntes  be  to  them  unholde-. 

For  they  llial  anfwere  ones  for  all ; 

But  they  can  doublin  ther  rentall ;      , 

For  world'is  thank  fuch  worch  and  wake. 

To  bigge  'hem  caftles  bigge  'hem  holde  i 

And  al  fuche  falfe  Ihal  foule  befall. 

And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befall. 

Suche  that  can  nat  yfay  ther  crede 

With  prayir  fliul  be  made  prelates, 

Nothir  can  thei  the  gofpell  rede, 
Suche  Ihul  now  weldin  hie  eftates  ; 

Here  endeth  the  Jirjl  parte  of  this    Tale^  andhereaftir 

The  hie  godes  frendfliip  'hem  makes, 

feloiueth  thejeconde partio 

Thei  totith  on  ther  fumme  totall ; 

Suche  here  the  keyes  of  hell'is  yates, 

And  all  fuche  falfe  ftial  foule  befall. 

Thei  forfakin  for  Chrift'is  love 

1  0  accorde  what  this  word^  fall 

Travaile,  and  hungre,  thurfte,  and  colde  ; 

No  more  Engliflie  ne  can  I  finde. 

They  ben  ordrid  or  al  above 

Shewing  anothir  nowe  I  fli-all. 

Out  of  youthed  til  they  ben  oldc  ; 

For  I  have  moche  to  faye  behinde. 

Ey  the'  doi-e  they  go  nat  to  the  folde, 

How  prieftis  ban  the  peple  pinde. 

To  helpe  ther  fhcpe  they  nought  traval, 

As  curteis  Chrifte  yhath  me  kinde,^ 

For  hirid  men  al  fuche  I  holde, 

And  put  this  matter  in  my  minde. 

And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befall. 

To  make  this  manir  men  amende. 

For  Chrift  our  King  thei  wol  forfake. 

Shortely  to  fhende  'hem,  and  fhewe  nowe 

And  knowe  him  nought  for  his  poverte. 

How  wrongfully  they  werche  and  walkey 

For  Chrift'is  love  they  wol  awake, 

Of  hie  God  nothing  tell,  ne  howe, 

And  drinke  piement  al  aperte  : 

But  in  Goddes  worde  tell  many  a  balke,' 

Of  God  they  feme  nothing  aferde. 

In  harnis  holde  'hem  and  in  halke, 

As  lufty  live  as  Lamual, 

And  prechen'  of  tithis  and  offrende. 

And  drive  ther  fliepe  into  defert ; 

And  untruely  of  the  gofpel  talke ; 

Al  fuche  falfe  faitours  ftiul  foule  fal. 

For  his  mercy  God  it  amende  ! 

Chrift  yhad  twelve  apoftles  here. 

What  els  is  Antichrifte  to  faie 

Nowe  fay  they  Ther  may  be  but  one 

But  even  Chrift'is  adverfarie  ? 

That  may  not  erre  in  no  manerc,       ' 

Suche  hath  now  ben  many  a  daie 

Who  leve  not  this  ben  loft  echone  : 

To  Chrift'is  bidding  ful  contrarie, 

Peter  errid,  fo  did  not  John  ; 

That  from  the  trouth;  clene  ywarry  ; 

Why  is  he  cleped  the  Principall  ?  ' 

Out  of  the  way  they  ben  ywende. 

Chriftecleped  him  Peter,  not  the  Stone  } 

And  Chrift'is  peple  untruely  cary; 

Al  falfe  faitours  foule  'hem  befal. 

God  for  his  pitie  it  amende  \ 

Why  curftn  they  the  croifery 

They  live  contrary  to  Chriftes  life. 

Chrift'is  Chriftian  creturis  ? 

In  hie  pride  againft  mekenefle, 

For  bytwene  them  is  now  envy 

Againft  fuff"raunce  they  uftn  ftrife. 

To  be  enhaunfid  in  honours; 

And  angre  ayenft  fobreneffe,' 

,  •, 

Chriftin  livers  with  ther  labours. 

Ayenift  wifedom  wilfulneffe  ; 

For  they  levin  on  no  mortal, 

To  Chrift'is  talis  litil  tende. 

Ben  do  to  deth  with  difhonours, 

Againft  mefure  outrigioufnefTe; 

And  al  fuche  falfe  foule  'hem  befal. 

But  whan  God  wol  it  may  amende- 

What  knoweth  a  tilloure  at  the  plowe 

Lordely  life  ayenft  lowlineffe. 

The  Pop'is  name,  and  what  he  hate  ? 

,And  demin  al  without  mercy. 

His  crede  fufhfeth  to'  him  inowe^ 

And  covetife  ayenfte  largefle. 

And  knoweth  a  cardi'nal  by  his  hatte. 

Ayenift  ti'outhe  trechery. 
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And  ayenift  almeffe  envy  ; 

Methinke  fuche  ftiepherdesben  to  wite 

Ayenift  Chrift  they  comprehende  j 

Who'  ayen  ther  ftiepe  with  fwerde  contendc ; 

For  chaftite  mainteine  leche'ry ; 

They  drive  ther  ftiepe  with  grete  defpite ; 

God  for  his  grace  this  amende ! 

But  al  this  God  may  well  amende. 

Againft  penaunce  thei  ufe  delightes. 

Peter's  fuccefibures  be  thei  nought 

Ayenft  fuffraunce  ftrong  defence, 

Whom  Chrift  ymade  his  chefe  paftoure  j 

Ayenft  God  they  ufin  ill  rightes. 

A  fwerde  no  ftiepherde  ufin  ought 

Ayenift  pitie  puniftimentes. 

But  he  would  fle  as  a  bochoure  ; 

Open'  evil  ayenft  continence  ; 

Who  fo  were  Peter's  fucceffoure 

Ther  wickid  winning  worfe  difpende, 

Should  here  his  ftiepe  til  his  backe  bende. 

Sobirneffe  fette  in  to  difpence  ; 

Andfliadowe  'hem  from  every  fhoure  ; 

God  for  his  godeneffe  it  amende ! 

And  al  this  God  may  wel  amende. 

Why  deimin  they  holy'  his  powere, 

Succeflburs  to  Peter  ben  thefe 

And  wranglin  ayenft  al  his  heftes  ? 

In  that,  that  Peter  Chrifte  forfoke. 

His  living  folowe  thei  nought  here, 

That  levir  had  God's  love  to  lefe 

But  livin  worfe  than  witleffe  beftes ; 

Than  fhepherdc  had  to  lefe  his  hoke  ; 

Of  fiflie  and  fleftie  they  lovin  feftes ; 

He  culleth  the  ftiepe  as  doth  the  coke  j 

As  lordis  thei  ben  brode  ikende  ; 

Of  'em  takin  they  woll  untrende. 

Of  Godd'is  pore  thei  hatin  geftes ; 

And  falfely  glofe  the  Gofpell  boke  ;  ' 

God  for  his  mercy  this  amende  ! 

God  for  his  mercy  them  amende ! 

With  Dives  fuche  ftial  have  ther  dome. 

Whan  Chrift  had  take  Peter  the  iay 

That  faine  that  they  be  Chrift'is  frendes, 

Chrift  faide  he  muft  ydie  for  man  ; 

And  do  nothing  as  they  Ihould  done. 

That  Peter  to  Chrift  gan  withfay. 

Al  fuche  ben  falfir  than  ben  fendes  : 

Chrifte  bad  him  Go  behinde,  Sathan  : 

On  the  peple  they  ley  fuche  bendes 

Suche  counfailoursmany'  of  thefe  han. 

As  God  in  erth  they  han  ofFende ; 

For  world'is  wele  God  to  ofFende  ; 

Succour  for  fuch  Chrifte  now  fend  uSj 

Peter's  fucceflburs  they  ben  than 

And  for  his  mercy  this  amende  ! 

But  al  fuche  God  may  wel  amende- 

A  token'  of  Antichrift  they  be ; 

For  Sathan  is  to  fay  no  more 

His  careckes  ben  now  wide  iknowe, 

But  he  that  contrary  to  Chrift  is. 

Receved  to  preche  ftial  no  man  be 

In  this  they  lernin  Peter's  lore, 

Without  tolan  of  him  I  trowe  : 

They  fewin  him  whan  he  did  miffe  ; 

Eche  Chriftin  prieft  to  prechin  owe. 

They  folowe  him  forfoth  in  this 

From  God  above  thei  ben  yfende 

That  Chrift  would  Peter  reprehende. 

Goddes  word  to  al  folke  for  to  Ihowe, 

But  nat  that  longith  to'  hevin  bliffe ; 

Andfmful  man  for  to  amende. 

God  for  his  niercie  'hem  amende  ! 

Chrift  fent  the  pore  for  to  preche, 

Thei  none  apoftle  fewen,  in  cafe 

The  royal  riche  he  did  not  fo, 

Of  ought  that  I  can  underftonde. 

Nov/  dare  no  pore  the  peple  teche. 

But  him  that  betraieth  Chrift,  Judas, 

For  Antichrift  is  al  ther  foe; 

That  bare  the  purfe  in  every  londe. 

Among  the  peple  he  mote  go, 

And  al  that  he  might  fette  on  honde 

He  hath  biddin  al  fuche  fufpende, 

He  hidde  and  ftale,  and  it  mifpende  : 

Some  hath  he  hent,  and  thinketh  yet  mo  ; 

His  rule  thefe  traitours  han  in  honde; 

But  al  this  God  may  wel  amende. 

Almighty  God  all  fuche  amende  ! 

Al  tho  that  han  the  worlde  forfake, 

And  at  the  laft  his  lorde  gan  tray 

And  livin  lowly,  as  God  badde, 

Curfidly  through  falfe  covetife. 

Into  ther  prifon  fhulle  be  take, 

So  would  thefe  traine  him  for  money 

Betin  and  boundin,  and  forth  ladde  : 

And  they  ywiftin  in  what  wife  ; 

Hereof  I  rede  no  man  be  dradde, 

They  be  fikre'  of  the  fele  enfife. 

Chrift  faid  that  his  fliould  be  yftiende  ; 

From  all  fothneffe  they  ben  yfrende. 

Eche  man  ought  hereof  to  be  gladde, 

And  covetife  chaunge  with  quentife  j 

For  God  ful  wel  it  wol  amende. 

Almighty  God  al  fuche  amende  ! 

They  take  on  'hem  royall  power. 

Were  Chrift  upon  erth,  here  efte  fone, 

And  fay  they  havin  fwerdis  two. 

Thefe  wouldln  dampne  him  to  die  ; 

One  curfe  to  hel,  one  fie  men  here  : 

All  his  heftis  they  han  fordone. 

At  his  taking  Chrift  had  no  mo. 

And  faine  his  fawes  ben  herefie ; 

Yet  Peter  had  but  one  of  tho, 

Ayenft  his  commaundcmentes  they  crle, 

And  Chrift  to  him  fmite  gan  defende, 

And  dampnin  all  his  to  be  brende, 

And  into  the'  ftieth  badde  put  it  tho  ; 

For  thei  ne  like  fuche  lofengrie  ; 

And  al  fuche  mifcheves  God  amende  ! 

God  Almighty  all  fuche  amende  ! 

Chrift  bad  Peter  to  kepe  his  ftiepe. 

Thefe  han  more  might  in  Englande  lure 

And  with  his  fworde  forbade  'hem  fmite  ; 

Than  hath  the  king  and  all  his  lawe, 

Swerde  is  no  tole  with  ftiepe  to  kepe, 

They  han  purchafid  fuche  powere 

But  to  fhepherdes  that  ftiepe  wol  bite  ; 

To  takin  'hem  whom  lift  not  knawe, 
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And  fay  that  herefie'  is  ther  fawe. 

And  fo  to  prifon  wol  'hem  fendc  ; 

It  was  not  fo  by  eldir  dawe  ; 

God  for  his  mercy  it  amende  ! 

The  king'is  lawe  wol  no  man  deme 

Angerliche  withoutin  anfwere, 

But  if  any  man  thefe  mifqueme 

He  fliall  be  baightid  as  a  here, 

And  yet  wel  worfe  they  v/ol  him  tere, 

And  in  prifon  wollin  him  pende 

In  ginis,  and  in  othir  gere  ; 

Whan  that  God  woU  it  may  amende. 
The  king  ne  taxith  nat  his  men 

But  by  alfent  of  the  comnii'nalte, 

But  thefe  eche  yere  wol  raunkim  'hem 

Maiftirfully,  more  than  dothe  he  : 

Ther  felis  by  yere  bettir  be 

Than  is  the  king'is  in  extende, 

Ther  officers  han  gretir  fe  ; 

But  alle  this  mifchefe  God  am.ende ! 
Who  fo  wol  prove  a  teftament 

That  is  nat  al  worth  tenne  pounde. 

He  flial  paye  for  the  parch}ment 
The  thirde  of  the  money  all  rounde  ; 
Thus  the  pore  peple  is  ranfounde, 
,  They  fay  fuche  parte  t'em  fhould  apende, 
There  as  they  gripen'  it  goeth  to  greunde  ; 

God  for  his  mercy  it  amende  ! 

A  fimple  fornication 
Twenty  Ihillingis  he  fhall  pay, 
And  than  have  abfolucion 
And  al  the  yere  ufe  it  he  may  : 
Thus  thei  lettin  'hem  go  aftray  ; 
Thei  recke  nat  though  the  foule  be  brende ; 
Thefe  kepin  evill  Peter's  kay ; 
And  al  fuche  fliepherdes  God  amende  ! 

Wondir  is  that  the  parliamente. 
And  all  the  lordis  of  this  londe. 
Here  to  takin  fo  lite  entente 
To  helpe  the  peple'  out  of  ther  hondcj 
For  thei  ben  hardir  in  ther  bonde, 
Worfe  bete,  and  cruellir  ybrende, 
Than  to  the  king  is  underlland  ; 
God  him  helpe  this  for  to  amende  I 
What  bilhoppes,  what  religions, 
Han  in  this  lande  as  muche  lay  fe, 
Lordefhippis  and  poffeffions, 
More  than  lordis  it  femith  me  ; 
That  makith  'hem  lefe  charite  : 
They  niowin  not  to  God  attende. 
In  erth  thei  have  fo  highe  degre ; 
God  for  his  mercy  it  amende ! 

The  Empe'rour  yafe  the  Pope  fpmtime 
So  highc  lordefhip  him  about, 
That  at  the  laft  the  fely  kime 
The  proude  Pope  yput  him  out. 
So  of  this  relme  is  in  grete  dout ; 
But,  Lordes,  beware,  and  them  defende. 
For  nowe  thefe  folke  be  wondir  ftoute  ; 
The  king  and  lords  now  this  amende. 

"Xhus  stideth  the  feconde  parte  of  this  Tale,  and  hereafter 
•       '    /okzueth  the  fhirdn. 


JVloYSEs  lav/e  forbode  It  thd 

That  preftis  Ihould  no  lordlhippes  welde/ 

Chrift'is  gofpell  biddith  alfo 

That  they  fhould  no  lordlhippis  helde  j 

CUriiles  apoftels  were  ner  fo  bolde, 

No  fuche  lordfhippes  to  'hem  embrace, 

But  fklere  ther  fhepe  and  kepe  ther  folde;' 

May  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  ! 

For  thei  ne  ben  but  counterfete. 
Men  may  yknow  'hem  by  ther  fruite, 
Ther  greteneffe  maketh  'hem  God  foryetc. 
And  take  his  mekeiieffe  in  defpite  ; 
And  thei  were  pore  and  had  but  lite 
Thei  n'old  nat  demen'  aftir  the  face, 
Norifhe  ther  (hepe,  and  'hem  nat  bite  ;' 
May  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  ! 

Gri^on, 

What  canfl;  thou  preche  ayenft  chanonr 
That  men  yciepin  Seculere  ? 

Pellican, 
Thei  ben  curates  of  many  tounes,' 
On  yerth  they  bavin  grete  powcre. 
They  have  grete  prebendis  and  dere,^ 
Some  two  or  thre,  and  feme  have  mo,- 
A  parfonage  to  ben  playing  fere, 
And  yet  theiferve  the  king  alfo,  _ 

-  And  let  to-ferme  ail  that  fare 
To  whom  that  wol  mofte  give  therforc. 
Some  wollin  fpende,  and  fome  woU  fpare,' 
And  fome  wol  laye  it  up  in  ftore  j 
A  cure  of  foule  they  care  not  fore,' 
So  that  they  mowin  money  take; 
Whethir  ther  foules  be  wonne  or  lore 
Ther  profites  they  wotl  not  forfake. 

They  have  a  gederingprocnratourj 
That  can  the  pore  peple  enplede. 
And  roble  'hem  as  a  ravinour. 
And  to  his  lorde  the  mony  lede. 
And  catche  of  quicke  and  eke  of  dede,' 
And  richin  him  and  his  lorde  eke. 
And  to  robbe  the  pore  give  gode  rede 
Of  olde  and  yonge,  of  hole  and  ficke. 

Therwith  they  purchafe  'hem  lay  fe 
In  londe,  there  as  'hem  likith  beft. 
And  buildin  brode  as  a  cite 
Both  in  the  eft  and  in  the  Weft  ; 
To  purchafe  thus  they  ben  ful  preft. 
But  on  the  pore  they  woU  nought  fpende,' 
Ne  no  gode  give  to  Godd'is  geft, 
Ne  fende  him  fome  that  all  hath  fende. 

By  ther  fervice  foche  wollin  live. 
And  truft  that  othir  to  trefure  ; 
Though  all  ther  parifhe  die  unlhrive 
Thei  woll  nat  givih  a  rofe  floure  ; 
Ther  life  fhould  be  as  a  mirrour 
Both  to  lerid  and  leude  alfo, 
And  teche  the  folke  ther  lele  labouf  j 
Soche  mailler  men  ben  all  mifgo. 

Some  of  'hem  yben  full  harde  ni<^"-es 
And  fome  of  'hem  ben  proude  and  gaic. 
Some  fpendin  ther  gode  upon  gigges,. 
And  findin  'hem  of  grete  araie. 
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Alas !  what  thinkc  thefe  men  to  faie 

Who  fayith  fothe  he  fhal!  ht  fhettt, 

That  thus  difpendiij  Godd'is  gode  ? 

Or  fpeketh  ayenft  ther  falfe  living. 

At  the  grete  dredefull  dom'is  daie 

Who  fo  well  livith  fhall  be  brent, 

Soche  wretchis  fiiall  be  worfe  than  wode. 

For  foche  ben  gretir  than  the  king. 

Some  ther  churchis  nevi,r  ne  fie, 

Popis>  bifiiops,  and  cardinals,                            ^i,'. 

Ne  ner  o  penie  thidir  fende ; 

Chanons,  and  parfons,  and  vicafc. 

Though  that  the  pore  for  hungir  die. 

In  Goddes  fervice  I  trowe  ben  fals 

O  peuie'  on  'hem  will  thci  not  fpende  : 

That  facramentis  feilin  here, 

Have  thei  receiving  of  the  rente 

And  ben  as  proude  as  Lucifere  ; 

Thei  recke  ner  of  the  remenaunt ; 

Eche  man  loke  whethir  that  I  lie  ; 

Alas!   thedevill  hath  clene  'hem  blente; 

Who  fo  fpekith  ayenft  ther  powere 

Soche  one  is  Sathanes  fojournaunt. 

It  Ihall  be  holdin  herefie. 

And  ufe  horedortie  and  harlottrie, 

Lokith  how  many  orders  take 

And  covetife,  and  pompe,  and  pride, 

Dncly  of  Chrift  for  his  fervice^ 

And  flothe,  and  Wrathe,  and  eke  envie, 

That  the  world'is  godis  forfake  ; 

And  fewin  fmne  by  every  fide ; 

Who  fo  take  oidirs  othir  wife 

Alas  !  where  thipkin  foche  t'  abide  ? 

I  trowe  that  thei  ftiall  fore  agrife,  ' 

How  woll  thei  ther  accomptis  yeld  ? 

For  all  the  glof  2  that  thei  conne, 

From  hie  God  thei  mowe  'hem  hot  hide  ; 

All  ne  fewin  not  this  afliife  ; 

So.che  willers  witte'  is  not  worth  a  nelde. 

In  evill  time  thei  thus  begonne. 

Thei  ben,fo  rotid  in  richeffe 

Loke  how  many  emong  hem  all 

That  Chrift'is  p  overt  is  foryet ; 

Ne  holdin  not  this  hii  waie 

Yfervid  with  fo  many  mefie 

With  Antichrift  thei  fhuUin  fall. 

Hem  thinke  that  manna  is  no  mete  \ 

For  that  thei  virollin  God  betraie  : 

All  is  gode  that  thei  mowin  gete  J 

God  amende  'hem,  that  beft  ymaie  ! 

Thei  wene  to  livin  evirmore  ; 

For  many  men  thei  makin  ihende  ; 

But  whan  that  God  at  dome  is  fete 

Thei  wetin  well  the  fothe  I  faie. 

Soche  trefour  is  a  feble  ftore. 

But  the  devill  hath  foule  'hem  blende. 

Unnethis  mote  tK-i  matins  faie 

Som  of  '^hem  on  ther  churchis  dwell 

For  counting  and  for  courtholdingi 

Apparailled  porely  ;  proude  of  porte  ; 

And  yet  he  jangilith  asjaie^ 

The  feven  facramentes  thei  doen  fell ; 

And  underftont  hinifelf  nothing ; 

In  cattell  catching'  is  ther  comfort  : 

He  woll  yferve  bothe  erle  and  king 

Of  eche  mattir  thei  wolhn  mell ; 

For  his  finding  and  for  his  fej 

To  doen  'hem  wrong  is  ther  difport ; 

And  hide  his  tithing  and  ofFring ; 

To  afraie  the  peple  thei  ben  fell. 

This  is  a  feble  charite. 

And  hold  'hem  lower  than  doeth  the  lorde. 

Othir  thei  ben  proude  or  cove'tous^ 

And  for  the  tithing  of  a  ducke, 

Or  elles  thei  ben  hard  or  hungrie, 

Or  of  an  apple  or  an  aie, 

Or  thei  ben  libe'rall  or  lecherbusj 

Thei  make  men  fwere  upon  a  boke  ; 

Or  els  medlers  with  marchandrie. 

Lo  !  thus  thei  foulin  Chrift'is  faie  : 

Mainteiners  of  men  with  maiftrie, 

Soche  berin  eviil  hevin  kaie  ; 

Or  ftewardeg,  countours,  or  pledoursj 

Thei  mowin  affoile,  thei  mov^^e  flirive, 

And  ferve  God  in  ypocrifie  ; 

With  mennis  wivis  ftrongly  plaie, 

Soche  prieftis  ben  Chrifl;es  falfe  traitours; 

And  with  true  .-.ilers.fturte  and  ftrlve,. 

Thei  ben  falfe,  thei  ben  vengeable, 

At  the  wreftling  and  at  the  wake. 

And  begile  men  in  Chrifl;'is  name  ; 

And  the  chief  chauntours  at  the  nale. 

Thei  ben  unftedfafl;  and  unfliable  ; 

Market  beters,  and  medling  make, 

To  traie  ther  Lorde  'hem  thinke  no  fliame ; 

Hoppen'  and  houtin  with  heve  and  hale  ; 

'      To  fervin  God  thei  ben  full  lame ; 

At  faire  freflie,  and  at  wine  ftale, 

Godd'is  thevis,  and  falfely  ftele. 

Thei  dine  and  drinke,  and  make  debate, 

And  falfely  Godd'is  worde  defame  | 

The  feven  facramentes  fet  a  faile  ; 

In  winning  is  ther  world'is  wele. 

Kepe  foche  the  kaies  of  hevin  gate  ? 

Antichrifl:  thefe  prieftis  ferve  allj 

Mennis  wivis  thei  woUin  hold. 

I  praie  the  who  male  fayin  Naie  ? 

And  though  that  thei  ben  right  fory,* 

With  Antichrifl  foche  fliullin  fall, 

To  fpeke  thei  Ihull  not  be  fo  bold, 

Thei  foloWen  him  in  dede  and  faie; 

For  fompning  to'  the  conflftory, 

Thei  fervin  him  in  riche  araie, 

And  make  'hem  faie  with  mouthe  I  lie  j 

To  fervin  Chrift  foche  falfely  fain; 

Though  thei  it  fawin  with  ther  eye 

Why  at  the  dredfull  dom'is  daie 

His  lemman  holdin  opinly 

Shull  thei  not  folowe  him  to  pain  ? 

No  man  fo  harde  to  alke  why. 

That  knowen  'hem  felf  that  thei  deed  111 

He  woll  have  tithing  and  ofTring 

Ayenft  Chrift'is  commaundement^ 

Maugre  whofoevir  it  grutche. 

And  amende  *hem  ner  ne  will, 

And  twife  on  the  daie  he  woll  fing  : 

But  ferve  Sathan  by  one  affent. 

Godd'is  prieftis  ne  were  nons  foche  ;- 

Vol.  I. 
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lie  mote  go  Kimte  With  dogge  and  biche. 
And  blowen  his  horne  and  cryin  Hey, 
And  forcerie  ufen  as  a  witche  ; 
So'che  Icepin  evill  Peter's  key. 

Yet  thei  mote  have  fome  ftocke  or  ftoBe 
Gaily  paintid  and  prOudly  dight, 
To  makin  men  Kvin  upon, 
And  faie  that  it  is  full  of  mighf,-' 
About  foche  men  fet  up  grete  light, 
Other  foche  flockes  Ihull  ftande  thefby 
As  darke  as  if  it  were  midnight, 
For  it  maie  makin  no  maftrie. 

That  it  the  leude  peple  fe  mowe, 
Thou  Mary, thou  worcheftwondir  thlngeSj,^ 
About  that  that  men  ofTrin  to 
Hongin  brothis,  OUchis,  and  ringes  ; 
The  prieft  purchafith  the  offringes. 
But  he  n'ill  offif  to'  none  image  : 
"Wo  is  the  foule  that  he  forfmges- 
That  prechith  for  foche  pilgrimage  ! 

To  men  and  women  that  ben  pore. 
Which  that  ben  Chrifl'is  own«  likenefle, 
Men  fhulleh  o&i  at  th^r  dore. 
That  fuffre  hungir  and  diftreffe. 
And  to  foche  image  ofEr  leffe, 
That  mowe  not  fefe  ne  thirftene  cold; 
The  pore  in  fpirite  gan  Chuift  bleSe, 
Therfore  offrith  to  feble'  and  old. 

Buckilers  brode  and  fwerdis  long, 
Baudrike,  with  bafelardis  kene, 
Soche  tole&  about  ther  necke  thei  hong  : 
XVith  Antichrift  foche  pricftis  ben; 
Upon  ther  dedes  it  is  well  fene 
Whom  thei  fervin,  whom  thei  honouren  J 
.Antichrift'is  thei  ben  all  clene. 
And  Godd'is  godes  falily  devouren. 

Of  fcarlet  and  grene  gaie  gounes, 
That  mote  be  fhapin  for  the  newe, 
To  clippin  and  kiffin  in  touhes 
The  damofeles  that  to  the  daunce  fewCsf 
Cuttid  clothes  to  fewe  ther  hewe. 
With  long^  pikis  on  ther  fhone  : 
Our  Godd'is  gofpell  is  not  true  ; 
Either  thei  ferve  the  devill  or  none. 

Now  ben  the  prieflis  pokes  fo  wide 
IVIen  mu-ft  enlarge  the  veftiment, 
The  holy  gofpell  they  doe.n  hide 
For  the  contrarien  in  raiment ; 
Such  prifles  of  Lucifer  ben  fent : 
Xiike  conquerours  thei  ben  araied, 
The  proude  pendauntes  at  ther  ar9  peht,. 
Falfely  the  trueth  thei  ban  betraied. 

Shrift  fdvir  foche  Wollin  alkeis. 
And  wollin  men  crepe  to  the  crouche ; 
None  of  the  facramentes  fave  alkis 
Withouten  moede  fiiall  no  man  touche ; 
On  ther  bilhop  ther  warant  vouche, 
That  is  a  law  of  the  decre  : 
With  mede  and  money  thus  thei  mouche. 
And  thus  thei  fain  is  charite. 

Within  the  middis  of  ther  mafle 
Thei  n'ill  have  no  man  but  for  hire. 
And  full  fhortly  let  forth  ypaffe  ; 
Soche  ihuU  iiigji  findin  in  eche  fliire 


That  parfonages  iot  game  defira 
To  li^e  in  liking  and  in  luftes'; 
I  dare  not  fainya»>  ofijfeo  dire 
That  foche  ben  Antichrift'is  prieft'i^. 

Or  thei  yef  the  bifhoppis  why. 
Or  thei  mote'  ben  in  kis  fervice. 
And  hoidin  forth  ther  harlottrie, 
Soche  prelates  ben  of  feble'  emprili  j 
Of  Godd'is  grame  foche  ni^n  agrife. 
For  foche  niattirs  that  takin  mede. 
How  thei'  eS:cufe  hem,  and  in  what  wire,* 
Methinketh  thei  oughf  gretely  drede. 

Thei  fain  that  it  to  no  man  longeth 

To  reprove  them  though  that  thei  erfe, 

But  fahly  Godd'is  godes  thei  fongeth,. 

And  therwith  maintcin  wo  and  werre  ; 

'  Ther  dedes  fbbuld  be  as  bright  as  fterre, 

:  Ther  living  leud    mann'is  light : 

Thei  faie  the  Pope  nernaie  not  erre ; 
I  Nede  mufl  that  paffin  mann'is  might. 

Though'  a  prieft  lie  with  his  lemman'  al  nigh*^ 
And  tellen  his  felowe  and  he  him. 
He  goith  tomaffe  anon  right. 
And  faieth  he  fmgeth  out  of  finne  j 
His  birde  abideth  him  at  his  inne. 
And  dighteth  his  diner  the  mene  while,-- 
He  fingeth  his  maffe  for  he  would  winnc. 
And  fo  he  wenith  God  begile. 

'Hem  thinkith  long  till  therbe  met^ 
And  that  thei  ufe  forth  all  the  yere; 
Emong  the  folke  whan  he  is  fet 
He  holdith  Co  man  half  his  pere  : 
Of  the  bilhop  he  hath  powere 
To  foile  men,  or  els  thei  ben  lore. 
His  abfolucion  maketh  them  fkere  ; 
Wo  is  the  foule  that  he  fmgeth  for  ! 

The  Griffon  began  for  to  threte, 
And  faied,  Of  monkis  ca-nft  thou  ought.? 
The  Pelli'can  faid,  Thei  ben  full  grete. 
And  in  this  world  moche  wo  hath  wrought;- 
Sainft  Benet,.that  ther  ordir  brought, 
Ne  made  'hem  ner  in  foche  manere, 
I  trowe  it  came  ner  in  his  thought 
That  thei  fliould  ufe  fo  grete  powere. 

That  a  man  Ihould  a  monke  Lorde  callj 
Ne  ferve  him  on  knees  as  a  king  ; 
He  is  as  proude  as  prince  in  pall. 
In  mete  and  drinke,  and  in  all  thing  : 
Some  weren  a  miter  and  ring, 
With  doable  worftid  well  idight. 
With  roiall  mete  and  riche  drinke, 
And  ride  on  courfer  as  a  knight. 

With  haukis  and  with  houndis  ekcj. 
With  broche  or  ouchis  on  his  bode  ; 
Some  faie  no  maffe  in  all  a  weke ; 
Of  deintces  is  ther  mofl^  fode 
With  lordfhippis  and  with  bondmen  j 
This  is  a  roiall  regioun  ; 
Saind  Benet  made  ner  non  of  'hetn- 
To  have  lordfhip  of  man  ne  toune. 

Now  thei  ben  queint  and  curious^ 
With  fine  clothe  clad  and  fervid  clenCj- 
Proude,  and  angrie,  and  envious. 
Malice  is  mochil  that  thei  mcas  j 
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In  catching  craftie  and  covetous. 

Eche  man  lliall  live  by  his  travaile  ; 

Lordly  livin  in  grete  liking  ; 

Who  btft  doith  fliall  have  mofl:  mede  : 

This  living'  is  not  religious 

With  ftrength  if  men  the  churche  affaile 

According  to  Benet's  living. 

With  ftrengthmcn  muft  defende  her  nede. 

Thei  ben  clerkes,  and  courts  ovii:  fe, 

And  if  the  Pope  were  purely  pore 

Ther  pore  tenaunce  fully  thei  flite; 

And  nedy,  and  nothing  ne  had, 

The  hier  a  man  amercid  be 

He  fhuld  be  drive  from  dore  to  dore  ; 

The  gladlyir  thei  woU  it  write  : 

The  wickid  of  him  n'olde  not  drad  : 

This  is  farre  from  Chriftes  poverte. 

Of  foche  an  hedde  men  would  be  fade. 

For  all  with  cove'tife  thei  endite; 

And  finfuUy  liven'  as  'hem  luft  ; 

On  the  pore  thei  have  no  pite, 

With  ftrength  amendis  foche  be  made, 

Nener'hem  cheriftie  but  or  bite. 

With  wepin  wolves  from  fliepe  be  v/uft. 

And  comminly  foche  ben  comen 

If  that  the  Pope  and  prelates  would 

Of  pore  peple',  and  of  'hembegete, 

So  begge  and  bid,  bowe  and  borowe, 

That  this  perfection  han  inomen  : 

Holy  churche  fhould  yftande  full  cold, 

Ther  fathirs  ride  but  on  their  fete. 

Her  fervauntes  fit  and  foupe  forowe  ; 

And  travaile  fore  for  that  thei  ete^ 

And  thei  were  noughtie,  foule,  and  horovre, 

Jn  povert  livith  yong  and  old  ; 

To  worfliip  God  men  would  v,flate 

Ther  fathirs  fuffreth  drought  and  wetCj 

Both  on  evin  and  on  morowe  t 

Many  hungrie  meles,  thurfte,  arid  cold. 

Soche  harlotrie  men  would  hate. 

And  all  this  the  monkes  han  forfake 

And  therfore  men  of  holy  churchy 

For  Chrift'is  love  and  Sainft  Benete, 

Shouldin  be  honefte  in  all  thing, 

To  pride  and  efe  have  'hem  betake  ; 

And  woriliipfull  God's  workis  werche; 

This  religion  is  ill  befete  : 

So  femeth  it  to  ferve  Chrift  ther  king 

Had  thei  ben  out  of  gret  religion 

In  honeft  and  in  clene  clothing. 

Thei  muft  have  hangid  at  the  plowd. 

With  veffels  of  gold  and  clothes  riche 

Threfliid  and  diked  fro  toune  to  toune, 

To  God  honeftly  to'  make  offring. 

With  forie  mete  not  halfe  inowe. 

For  to  his  lordftiip  none  is  liche. 

Therfore  thei  han  this  all  forfake. 

The  Pellican  caft  an  houge  crie. 

And  take  to  riches,  pride,  and  efe ; 

And  faied,  Alas!  why  faieft  thou  fo  ? 

Full  fewe  for  God  wol  monkes  'hem  make, 

CJirift  is  our  hede  that  fitteth  on  hi?. 

Lite  is  foche  ordir  for  to  praife ; 

Heddis  ne  ought  we  have  no  mo  J 

Saind  Benet  ordained  it  not  fo, 

We  ben  his  membres  bothe  alfo. 

But  bad  hem  to  the  chereliche. 

Fathir  he  taught  us  call  him  als. 

In  churchllche  nianir  live  and  go, 

Maifters  to  call  forbad  he  tho ;                                         ■ 

Boiftous  in  yerth,  and  not  lordliche. 

All  maifters  ben  wickid  and  fals 

Thei  difclaunderin  Sainft  Benet, 

That  takith  maiftrie  in  his  name 

Therfore  thei  have  his  holy  curfe  ; 

Ghoftly,  and  to  win  yerthly  gode ; 

Saina  Benet  with  hem  never  met 

'  Kingis  and  lordes  ftiould  lordftiip  have. 

But  if  thei  thought  to  robbe  his  purfci 

And  rule  the  peple  with  milde  mode. 

1  can  no  more  here  of  'hem  tell 

But  Chrift,  for  us  that  fhed  his  blode,           ' 

But  that  thei  ben  like  tho  before. 

Bad  his  priefts  no  maiftirftiip  have, 

And  dene  ferve  the  devill  of  hell. 

Ne  carke  not  for  clothis  ne  fode ; 

And  ben  his  trefure  and  his  flore ; 

From  all  mifchief  he  woU  'hem  fave. 

And  all  foche  othir  counterfaitours. 

Ther  riche  clothes  fliall  be  rightwifneffe, 

Chanons,  canons,  and  foche  difgifed, 

Ther  trefure  a  true  life  fliall  be, 

Ben  Godd'is  enemies  and  traitours, 

Charite  flial  be  ther  richeffe, 

His  reliction  han  foule  difpifed ; 

Ther  Lordlhip  Ihall  be  unite. 

And  of  treris  I  have  before 

And  hope  in  God  ther  honefte, 

Told  in  a  makin  of  a  crede, 

Ther  vefl'ell  a  clene  confcience ; 

And  yet  I  could  tell  worfe  and  more. 

Pore  in  fprite,  and  humilite, 

But  men  would  werien  it  to  rede. 

Shall  be  holy  church'is  defence. 

As  Goddes  godenes  no  man  tell  might, 
Ne  write  ne  fpeke,  ne  thinke  in  thought, 
So  ther  falfhed  and  ther  unright 

What !  faied  the  Griffon,  male  the  grev€. 

That  othir  folkis  faren  wele  ? 

What  haft  thou  to  doin  with  ther  live  ? 

Male  no  man  tell  that  ere  God  wrought. 

I'hy  falflied  every  man  male  fele, 

The  Griffon  faied,  Thou  canft  no  gode, 

For  thou  ne  canft  no  cattell  gete. 

Thou  came  ner  of  no  gentill  kinde ; 

But  liveft  in  londe  as  a  lorell, 

Othir  I  trowe  thou  waxift  v/ode 

With  glofing  gettift  thou  thy  mete ; 

Or  ellis  thou  haft  lofte  thy  minde. 

So  farith  the  devil  in  hell. 

Should  holy  churche  yhave  no  heddd 

He  wouldthat  eche  man  there. fhould  dwelJ^, 

Who  fhould  ybe  her  governaile, 

For  he  livith  in  clene  envie, 

Who  fliould  her  rule,  who  Ihould  her  redde. 

So  with  the  tales  that  thou  doeft  tell 

Who  Ihould  her  forthrcn,  who  availe  .' 

Thou  wouldeft'  othir  peple  deftrie 
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With  your  glofe  and  your  hcrefie, 

To  tithen'  and  offre'  is  holfome  hfe. 

For  ye  can  live  no  bettir  life 

So  it  be  doen  in  due  manere, 

But  clene  in  fals  hypocrifie, 

A  man  to  houfelin  and  to  fhrive. 

And  bringift  the  in  wo  and  flrife. 

Wedding,  and  all  othir  in  fere. 

And  therwith  have  ye  not  doen,f 

So  it  be  nother  folde  ne  bought, 

J'or  ye  ne  h^vin  here  ne  cure  ; 

Ne  take  nt  give  for  covetife. 

Ye  ferve  the  devill,  not  God  ne  man. 

And  it  be  fo  taken'  it  is  nought ; 

And  he  lliall  payin  you  your  hire  ; 

Who  felleth  him  fo  maie  fore  agrife  : 

For  ye  wol  farin  wel  at  feftes, 

On  our  Lordes  bedy*  I  doe  not  lie, 

And  be  warm  clothid  for  the  cold. 

I  faie  the  fothe  thorough  true  rede, 

Therfore  ye  glofin  Godd'is  heftes. 

His  flerae  and  blode,  through  his  mifteriei 

And  begile  peple  yong  and  old. 

Is  there  all  in  the  forme  of  brede. 

And  all  the  fevin  facramentes 

How  it  is  there  it  nedeth  not  ftrive, 

Ye  fpeke  ayenft  as  ye  were  flic, 

Whethre'  it  be  fubget  or  accident. 

Tithings,  offringes,  w;ith  your  ententcSj 

But  as  Chrifl  was  whan  he'  was  oil  live 

And  on  your  Lord'is  body  lie  ; 

So  is  he  there  in  verariient. 

All  this  ye  doen  to  live  in  efe. 

If  Pope  or  cardi'nall  live  gode  live, 

As  who  fayith  ther  ben  none  foche, 

As  Chrifl  us  bad  in  his  gofpell, 

And  fain  The  Pope'  is  not  worth  a  pefe. 

Ayenft  that  ne  woU  I  not  ftrive, 

To  make  the  peple'  ayen  him  groche. 

But  me  thinkith  thei  live  not  well ; 

And  this  ycommith  in  by  fendes 

For  if  the  Pope  lived  as  God  bedde, 

To  bring  the  Cferiflirr  in  diftaunce. 

Pride  and  highneffe  he  fhould  difpife. 

For  thei  would  that  no  man  were  frendes. 

Richeffe,  covetife,  and  croune  on  hedde  • 

Levith  thy  chattring  with  mifchauncc  ! 

Mekeneffe  and  poverte'  he  fhould  ufe. 

If  thou  live  well  what  wilt  thou  more  ? 

The  Griffon  faied  he  fhould  abate. 

Let  othir  men  live  as  'hem  lift. 

Thou  {halt  be  brent  in  balefull  fire, 

Spendin  ther  gode  or  kepe  in  ffore  j 

And  all  thy  fed  I  fhall  diftrie  ; 

Othir  mennes  confcience  ner  thou  n'ift. 

Ye  fhall  be  hangid  by  the  fwire. 

Ye  han  no  cure  to  anfwere  fore  ; 

Ye  fhulle  be  hangid  and  to  drawe  : 

What  meddle'  ye  that  han  not  to  doen  ? 

Who  givith  you  leve  for  to  preche. 

L,et  men  live  as  thei  han  doen  yore. 

Or  fpekin  ayenft  Godd'is  lawe, 

For  thou  Ihalt  anfwere  for  no  man. 

And  the  peple  thus  falfcly  teche  ? 

The  Pellican  fayid,  Sir,  nai'e. 

Thou  fhalt  be  curfed  with  boke  and  bell/ 

J  ne  difpifid  not  the  Pope 

And  difTevered  from  holle  churche. 

■Ne  no  facrament,  fothe  to  faie^ 

And  clene  idampnid  into  hell, 

But  fpeke  in  charite'  and  gode  hope  : 

Othirwife  but  ye  woUin  worche. 

But  I  difpife  ther  hie  pride, 

The  PeUi'can  faied,  That  I  ne  drede; 

Ther  welthe  that  fhoutd  be  pore  in  fpritc; 

Your  curfing  is  of  lite  value  ; 

Ther  wickidneffe  is  knowe  fo  wide, 

Of  God  I  hope  to  have  my  mede, 

Thei  ferviri  God  in  falfe  habite. 

For  it  is  falllaed  that  ye  fhewe. 

And  t^urnin  mekeneffe  into  pride, 

For  ye  ben  out  of  charite, 

And  lowlineffe  into'  hie  degre, 

And  wilne  vengeaunce,  as  did  Nero  : 

And  Godd'is  wordis  tourne  and  hide. 

To  fuffrin  I  wol  redy  be  ; 

And  I  am  moved  by  chai-ite 

I  drede  not  all  that  thou  canft  do. 

To  lettin  men  to  livin  fo 

Chrift  bad  ones  fufFre  for  his  love. 

With  all  my  conning  and  my  might. 

And  fo  he  taught  all  his  fervauntes, 

And  to  warnin  men  of  ther  wo, 

But  thou'  amende  for  his  fake  above  ; 

And  to  tellin  'hem  trouth  and  right. 

i  drede  not  all  thy  maintenaunce  ; 

The  facramentes  be  foul'is  hele 

For  if  I  drede  the  world'is  hate, 

If  thei  ben  ufid  in  gode  ufe  ; 

Me  thinkith  I  were  lite  to  praife  ; 

Ayenfl  that  fpeke  I  ner  a  dele, 

I  drede  nothing  your  hie  eftate. 

For  than  ne  were  I  nothing  wife  ; 

Ne  I  ne  drede  riot  your  difefe. 

But  thei  that  ufe  'hem  in  mifle  maner#, 

Wollin  ye  tourne  and  leve  your  pride^ 

Or  fet  'heth  iip  to  any  fale, 

And  youir  hie  porte  and  your  richeffe, 

i  trowe  thei  fhall  abie  'hem  dere ; 

Your  curfmg  fhould  not  go  fo  wide  ; 

This  is  my  refon,  tkis  my  tale  : 

God  bring  you  into  right  wifeneffe  ! 

Who  fo  taketh   hem  uhrlghtfuUithi 

For  I  drede  not  your  tirannie. 

Aycnfl  the  ten  commandementes. 

For  nothing  that  ye  can  ydoeii ; 

Or  elles  by  glofe  wrechidliche 

To  fuffre  I  am  all  redie, 

Selleth  any  of  the  facnimantes. 

Sikir  I  recke  nevir  how  fone. 

I  trowe  thei  doe  the  devill  homage, 

The  Griffon  grinned  as  he  were  wode, 

In  that  thei  wetin  thei  doe  wrong. 

And  lokid  lovely  as  an  owle, 

And  therto  I  dare  well  to  wage 

And  fwore  by  cock'is  herte  and  blode 

s 

Thei  ferve  Sathan  for  all  their  fong. 

He  wold  hitii  t^re  evefy  doule ; 
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Holy  chyrche  thou  dlfclaundrlft  foule ; 
For  thy  fpeche  I  woll  the  to  race, 
And  make  thy  flefli  to  rote  and  nioule ; 
Lofell,  thou  ihalt  have  harde  grace. 

The  Griffon  ficwe  forth  on  his  waie, 
The  PelHcan  did  fit  and  wepe, 
And  to  himfelf  he  gan  to  faic, 
God  would  that  any  of  Chriftes  flicpe 
Had  hcrdin,  and  itaken  kepe 
Eche  a  word  that  here  fayid  was. 
And  would  it  write  and  well  ikepe  ; 
Cod  would  it  were  all  for  his  grace ! 

Plozvman. 
I  anfwerid,  and  faied  I  would. 
If  for  my  travaile  one  would  pey. 

Pell  icon. 
He  faied  yes ;  thefe  ther  God  han  fold, 
For  thei  han  grete  ftore  of  money, 

Plo-wman. 
1  fayid,  Tell  me  and  thou  male, 
Why  tellift  thou  menn'is  trefpace  ? 

Pdlican. 

He  faid.  To'  amende  hem  in  gode  fay, 
If  God  woll  give  me  any  grace ; 

For  Chrifl  himfelf  is  liken  to  me. 
That  for  his  peple  died  on  rode ; 
As  fare  I  right  fo  farith  he, 
He  fedith  his  birdes  with  his  blode  : 
But  thefe  doen  evill  ayenft  Gode, 
And  ben  his  foen  undir  frendes  face  | 
I  told  'hem  how  ther  hving  ftode. 
And  God  amende  'hem  for  his  grace  ! 

PloToman. 

What  ailith  the  Griffon,  tell  why 
That  he  holdith  on  the'  othir  fide, 
Eor  thei  two  yben  likily 
And  ■Hritji  kindis  yrobin  wide. 
Pellicmn. 

The  foul5  betokinith  pride. 
As  Lucifer  that  high  flewe  was. 
And  fith  he  did  him  in  ill  hide. 
For  he  agilted  Godd'is  grace. 

As  birde  flyith  up  in  the  aire, 
And  livith  by  birdes  that  ben  mekc, 
So  thefe  ben  flowe  up  in  difpaire, 
And  fhendin  fely  foulis  eke ; 
The  foulis  that  ben  in  fmnes  eke 
He  culleth  'hem ;  knele  therfore,  alas ! 
For  bribrie  Godd'is  forbode  breke ; 
But  God  amende  it  for  his  grace ! 

The  hinder  parte  is  a  loun, 
A  robber  and  a  raviner,         , 
That  robbeth  the  peple  in  yerth  dp.une, 
And  in  yerth  holdith  none  his  pere  : 
So  fareth  this  foule  both  ferre  and  nere, 
With  tempo'rel  flrength  the  peple  chafe 
As  a  lion  proude  in  yerth  here ; 
May  God  amende  'hena  for  his  grace ! 


Pcllican. 
He  flewe  forth  with  his  wingis  twain 
All  drouping  and  dafid,  and  dull, 
But  fone  the  Griffon  came  again. 
Of  his  foulis  the  yerth  was  full ; 
The  Pelli'can  he  had  cafl  to  pull. 
So  grete  nombre  ner  fene  ther  was. 
What  manir  of  foujes  telle  I  ynoW, 
If  God  wol  give  me  of  his  grace. 

With  the  Griffon  come  foulis  fele, 
Ravins,  rokis,  crowis,  and  pie. 
And  graie  foulis,  agadrid  wele, 
Igurde  above  they  wouldin  hie, 
tJledis  and  bofardes  weren  'hem  by. 
White  moUes  and  puttockes  toke  ther  place^ 
And  lapwinges,  that  wel  conith  lie ; 
This  company'  han  forlete  ther  g^,^ce. 
Long  while  the  Pellican  was  oute. 

But  at  laft  he  commith  againe, 

And  brought  with  him  the  phenix  floute ; 

The  Griffon  would  have  flow  ful  faine. 

His  foulis  flewen  as  thicke  as  raine, 

The  phenix  tho  began  'hem  chace; 

To  Hie  from  him  it  was  in  vaine. 

For  he  did  vengeaunce  and  no  grace. 
He  flewe  'hem  doune  without  mercy; 

There  eflarte  neither  fre  ne  thrall ; 

On  him  they  caft  a  rufull  crie 

Whan  that  the  Griffon  doun  was  fall ; 

He  bete  him  not^  but  flewe  hem  all : 

Where  he  'hem  drove  no  man  may  trace  % 

Under  the  erth  methought  they  yall ; 

Alas,  they  had  a  feble  grace  i 
The  Pellican  then  axid  right 

For  my  writing  if  I  have  blame 

Who  then  wol  for  me  fight  of  flight  ?  J 

Who  fhuUin  fhelde  me  from  fhame  \ 

He  that  yhad  a  maide  to  dame. 

And  the  Lambe  that  flaine  y was , 

Shal  fheldin  me  from  goflly  blame. 

For  erthely  harme  is  Godd'is  grace. 
Therfore  I  pray  evc^ry  man 

Of  my  writing  have  me  excufed. 

This  writing  writeth  the  Pellican, 

That  thus  thefe  peple  hath  difpifed ; 

For  I  am  frefhe  fully  advifed 

1  n'iilnot  maintene  his  menace, 

For  the  devill  is  ofte  difguifed 

To  bring  a  man  t©  evil  grace. 

Witith  the  Pelli'can  and  not  me,  i 

For  herof  I  n^il  fwt  avowe 

In  hie  ne  lowe,  ne  no  degre, 

But  as  fable  take  it  ye  mowe. 

To  holy  churche  I  will  me  bowe  ; 

Eche  man  to'  amende  him  Chrifte  fende  fpace ! 

And  for  my  writing  me  alowe 

He  that'  is  almighty  for  his  grace. 

Here  endeth  the  Plo-uimarCs  Talc, 
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THE    PARDONJERE    AND    TAPSTERS. 


THE     PROLOGUE; 


Qr^  Tfje  mery  adventure  of  the  Pardpnere  and  Tapjlere  at  the  Inn  at  Canterbury, 


\V  HEN  all  this  frefh  felefhip  were  come  to  Can- 

tirbury. 
As  ye  have  herde  to  fore,  with  Talys  glad  and 

merry,  , 
ISom  cf  fotill  lentence  of  veftue  and  of  lore, 
And  fom  of  othir  mirthis,  for  them  that  hold  no 
Of  wifdom,  ne  of  holynes,  ne  of  chivalry,    [ftore 
Nethir  of  vertuoufe  matere,  but  to  foly 
Leyd  wit  and  luftis  all  to  fuch  japis 
As  hurlewaynes  meyne  in  every  hegg  that  rapes 
Thorough  unftabill  mynde,    ryght  as    the  levis 

grene 
ptondewn   ageyn   the  wedir,  ryght  fo  by  them  I 

niene  : 
But  no  more  hereof  nowe  at  this  ilche  tyme. 
In  faving   of  my  fentence,  nay  Prolog,  and  my 

ryme. 
They  toke  ther  in,  and  loggit  them  at  mydmo- 

rowe  I  trowe, 
Alle  cheker  of  the  hope  that  many  a  man  doth 

knowe ; 
Their  Hopft  of  Southworke,  that  with  them  went, 

as  ye  have  herde  to  fore, 
That  was  rewler  of  theiii  al,  of  las  antj  eke  of 

more, 
Ordeyned   their  dyner  wifely  or   they  to  chirch 

went, 
Such  vitaiilis  as  he  fonde  in  town,  and  for  noon 

othir  fcnt. 
The  Pardonere  beheLde   the  befynes,   how  ftatis 

wer  ifervid, 
Diikennyng-  hym  al  prively,  and  a  fyde  fwervid  : 
The  hoflelere  was  fo  halovvid  fro  o  plafe  to  an- 
other, 
He  toke  his  ftafFe  to  the  Tapflere  :  Welcom  myn 

own  brother, 
Quod  flie,  with  a  frendly  loke,  al  redy  for  to  kys  ; 
And  he,  as  a  man  i  lerned  of  fuch  kyndnes, 
gracyd  hir  ]>,  the  myddyll,  and  made  hir  gladly 
chej-Cj 


As  thoughe  he  had  iknowen  hir  al  the  rathiP 

yeer  : 
She  halid  hym  into  the  tapftry  there  hir  bed  way 

was  makid ; 
Lo,  here  1  Hgg,    (quod  fhe)   myfelf  al  nyght  a| 

nakid , 
Without,  manny's  company  fyn  my  love  was  dede, 
Jenkyn  Harpour,  yf  ye  hym  knewe  :  from  fete 

to  the  hede 
Was  not  a  luftier  perfone  to  daunce  ne  to  lepe 
Then  he  was,  thoughe  I  it  fey  ;  and  therwith  to. 

wepe 
She  made,  and  with  hir  napron  feir  and  white 

ywafh 
She  wypid  foft  hir  eyen  for  teris  that  flie  out  lalh 
As  grete  as  any  mylftone  :    upward    gon  they. 

ftert 
For  love   of  her  fwqtyng,  that  fat  fo  nighe  hir 

hert  : 
She  wept  and  waylid,  and  w^rong  her  hondls,  and 

made  much  to  done. 
For  they  that  lovcn  fo  p^ffyngly  fuch  trowes  they 

have  echon  : 
She   fnyffith,  fighith,  and  flioke  hire  hede,  and 

made  rouful  cher  : 
Bcnedicite  !  quod  the  Pardonere,  and  toke  hir  by 

the  fwere, 
yee  make   forwe    inowgh,    quod  he,    your  life 

though  ye  fliuld  lefe. 
It  is  no  wondir,  quod  fiie  than ;  and  therwith  flie 

gan  to  fnefe. 
Aha  !  ,al  hole,  quod  the  Pardonere  ;  your  penaunce 

is  fomewhat  paffid. 
God  forbede  it  eh  !  quod  fhe,  but  it  were  fom- 

what  lafTid  ; 
I  might  nat  lyve  els,  thowe  wotift,  and  it  IhultJ 

long  endure  ; 
Now  bleffid^be  God  of  .mendemente  of  hele  and 

eke  of  cure  ! 
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<Qnod  tKe  Pardonere  tho  anoon,  and  toke  hir  by 

the  chynne, 
And  fayd  to  hir  thefe  wordis  tho  ;  Alas  that  tove 

isfyni 
So  kynd  a  lover   as  ye  be  oon,  and  fo  trew  of 

herte. 
For  be  my  trewe  confcience  yit  for  ycwe  I  fmerte, 
And  fhall  this  month  hereafter,  for  your  foden 

difefe ; 
Kow  wele  wer  hym  ye  lovid  fo  he  coud  you 

plefe  ; 
I  durfl.  fwere  uponabook  that  trewe  he  ftiuld  yewe 

fynd, 
For  he  that  is  fo  yore  dede  Is  grene  in  yeur  mynd. 
ye  made  me  a  fory  man ;  I  dred  ye  wold  have 

llervid. 
Graunt  mercy,  gentil  Sir,  quod  fhe,  that  ye  un- 

afervid : 
Yee  be  a  nobile  man,  ibleffid  mut  yec  be  : 
Sit  down;   ye  fhul  drynk.     Nay  I  wis  (quod  he) 
I  am  faftyng  yit,  myne  own  hei  t'is  rote. 
Faftyng  yit,  alafs !  quod  Ihe  ;  therof  I  can  gode 

bote. 
She  ftert  into  the  town  and  fet  a  py  al  bote. 
And  fet  to  fore  the  Pardonere ;  Jenken,  I  ween 

I  n'ote 
Is  that  your  name  1  yow  prey,     I  wis,  myn  own 

fuftir. 
So  was  I  enformed  of  them  that  did  me  foftir. 
And  what  is   yowrs?  Kitt,  iwis;  fo   cleped  me 

my  dame. 
And  Godd'is  blefiing  have  thow,  Kitt ;  now  broke 

wel  thy  name ; 
And  privylLch  unlafid  his  both  eyen  Wdes, 
And  iokid  hir  in  the  vifage  paramour  and  amyddis, 
And  fighed  there  with  a  litil  time  that  flie  it  herei* 

myghte. 
And  gan  to  rown  and  feyn  this  fong,  JN'oiv,  love, 

then  do  me  righte. 
Ete  and  be  merry,  quod  fhe ;  why  breke  ye  nowt 

your  fall .' 
To  wait  more  felelhip  it  were  but  work  in  w^fte. 
Whi  make  ye  fo  dull  chere  ?  for  your  love  at 

home  ? 
Nay,  forfooth,  myne  own  hert,  it  is  for  you  aloon. 
Por  me  .'  alas !  what  fey  ye  ?  that  wer  a  fimple  prey. 
Trewlich  yit,  quod  the  Pardonere,  it  is  as  I  yewe 

fey. 
Ye,  etith  and  beth  mery ;  we  v/ol  fpeke  therof 

fone; 
JBrennyd  eat  dred'ith  feir  :  it  is  mery  to  be  a  loon  ; 
For  by  our   Lady  Mary,  that  bare  Jefus    on  hir 
I  coud  nevir  love  yit  but  it  did  me  harm,      [arm. 
For  evir  my  manere  hath  be  to  love  ovirmuch. 
Now  Crift'is  blefling,  quod  the  Pardonere,  go  with 

al  fuchj 
Lo !  how  the  clowdis  worchyn  ech  man  to  mete 

his  Mich, 
For  trewly,  gentil  Criflian,  I  ufe  the  fame  tach, 
And,  have  ydo  many  a  yer  :  I  may  it  nat  forbere, 
I'or  Kynd  ivoll  have  lis  coun  though  men  the  con- 
trary fwere ; 


And  therwith  he  ftert  up  fmertly  and  cafl  down 

a  grote. 
What  Ihal  this  do,  gentil  Sir  .'  Nay,  Sir,  for  my 
I  n'old  ye  payd  a  peny  her  and  fo  lone  pas.    [cote 
The  Pardoner  fwore  his  grette  othe  he  wold  pay 

no  las. 
I  wis.  Sir,  it  is  ovir  do,  but  fith  it  is  yowr  will 
I  woU  putt  it  in  my  purfe  left  yec  it  take  in  ill 
To  refufc  your  curtefy  :  and  therwith  file  gan  to 

bowe. 
Now  trewly,  quod  the  Pardoner,    yeur  maners 

been  to  lowe, 
For  hadyecountid  ftreytly.and  nothing leftbehind, 
I  might  have  wele  ydemed  that  ye  be  unkind, 
And  eke  untrewe  of  hert,  and  fooner  me  furgete. 
But  ye  lift  be  my  treforer,  for  we  fliall  ofFter  mete. 
Now  certen,  quod  the  Tapfter,  ye  have  a  rede  ful 

even. 
As  wold  to  God  ye  couth  as  wele  undo  my  fweven 
That  I  my  felf  did  mete  this  nyght  that  is  ypaffid. 
How  I  v/as  in  a  chirch  when  it  was  all  ymafiid. 
And  was  in  my  devocioune  tyl  fervice  was  al  doon, 
Tyl  the  preeft  and  the  clerk  boyftly  bad  me  goon. 
And  put  mc  out  of  the  chirch  with  an  egir  mode. 
Now  Seynt  Daniel,  quod  the   Pardonere,    your 

fwevyn  turn  to  gode, 
And  I  woll  halfow  it  to  the  befl,  have  it  in  yeur 

mynd. 
For  comyngly  of  thefe  fwsvyngs  the  contrary  men 

fhul  fynd. 
Ye  have  be  a  lover  glad,  and  litil  joy  yhad  ; 
Plick  up  a  lufty  hert,  and  be  mery  and  glad,       ' 
For  ye  fhul  have  an  hufbond  that  fliall  yev/e  wed 

to  Wyve, 
That  ihal  love  ycwe  as  hertly  as  his  own  lyve. 
The  preeft  that  put  yew  out  of  chirch  fliall  lede 

you  in  ageyne, 
And  helpe  to  yeur  mariage  with  al  his  might  and 

main.  , 

This  is  the  fweven  al  and  fom  Kit ;  how  likith  the? 
Bemytrowithwondir wele, bleflid mut  thouwcbe  ? 
Then  toke  he  leve  at  that  tyme,  tyll  he  come  eflt- 

fone. 
And  went  to  his  felelhip  (as  it  wa«  to  doon) 
Thoughe  it  be  no  grete  holynes  to  prech  this  ilk 

matere. 
And  that  fom  lift  to  her  it,  yit,  Sirs,  ner  the  latter 
Endurith  for  a  while  and  fuffrith  them  that  woll. 
And  ye  flmll  her  how  the  Tapfter  made  the  Par- 
doner pull 
Garlik  all  the  long  nyghte  til  it  was  ner  end  day  ; 
For  the  more  chere  fhe  made  of  love  the  falfir 

Was  her  lay  ; 
But  litil  charge  gaiF  ftie  therof,  tho  flie  acquit  his 

while. 
For  ethir  is  thought  and  tent  was  othir  to  begile, 
As  ye?  fliul  here  hereaftir,  when  tyme  comith  snd 

fpafe 
To  meve  fuch  matere.-^But  now  a  litil  fpafe 
1  wol  return  me  ageyn  to  the  company, 
The  Kriyghte  and  al  the  felefliip,  and  nothing  for 
t«  ly. 

P  iiij 
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Whan  they  wer  al  yloggit,  as  fkil  wold  and  refon, 
Everich  aftir  his  degre,  to  chirch  then  was  felon 
To  pas  and  to  wend  to  make  their  offringis, 
Riglite  as  their  devocioune  was,  of  filver  broch 

and  rynges ; 
Then  at  chirch  dorr  the  curtefy  gan  to  ryfe 
Tyl  the  Knyght,  of  gentilnes  that  knewe  right 

wele  the  guyfe, 
Put  forth  the  prelatis,  the  Parfon,  and  his  fere, 
A  Monk  thattooh  thcfpryngillwith  a  manly  chere, 
And  did  as  the  manere  is,  moilid  al  their  pijitis 
Evericli  aftir  othir,  righte  as  they  were  of  flatis  t 
The  Frer  feynyd  fetoufly  the  fpryngill  for  to  hold 
To  fpf  yng  oppon  the  remnaunt,  that  for  his  cope 

he  n'old 
Have  laft  that  occupacioune  in  that  holy  plafe, 
§olongid  his  holy  confcience  to  fe  the  Nonn'i;  fafe. 
The  Knyght  went  with  his  coinpers  toward  the 

holy  fhryne 
To  do  that  they  wer  com  for,  and  aftir,  for  to 

dyne  : 
Tlie  Pardoner  and  the  Miller,  and  othir  lewde 

fotes. 
Sought  'hem  felf  in  the  chirch  right  as  lewd  gotes, 
Pyrid  faft  and  pourid  high  upon  the  glafe, 
Counterfetyng  gentilmen  the  armies  for  to  blafe, 
piikynering  faft  the  peyntur,  and  for  the  ftory 

mournid, 
And  a  red  al  fo  ^ight  as  rammys  hornyd. 
He  berith  a  balftaff,  quod  the  toon,  and  els  a  ra- 

kid  end ; 
Thow  faileil,  quod  the  Miller,  tLow  haft  nat  wel 

thy  mynd ; 
It  is  a  fpere,  yf  thow  canft  fe,  with  a  prik  tofore. 
To  pufii  a  down  his,eaajy,  and  through  the  flioul- 

der  bore.^ 
Pefe,  quod  the'  Hooft  of  Southwork  ;  let  ftond  the 

wyndow  giafid  j 
Goith  up  and  doith  your  offerynge ;  ye  femith 

half  amafid  : 
Sith  ye  be  in  company  of  honeft  men  and  good 
Worchith  fomwhat  aftir  them,  and  let  the  kynd 

of  brode 
Pas  for  a  tyme  ;  I  hold  it  for  the  beft. 
For  who  doith  aftir  company  may  live  the  bet  in 

reft.  '  '         '  ■       ■ 

Then  paflid  they  forth  boyftly  gogling  with  their 

hedis, 
jl^nelid  adown  to  fore  the  ihrine,  and  hertlich  their 

bedis 
They  preyd  to  Seint  Thomas  in  fuche  Avyfe  as  they 

couth  ; 
And  fith  the  holy  relikes  ech  man  with  his  mowith 
Kiflid,    as  a  goodly  monk   the  names   told  and 

-  taught,  ' 
And  fith  to  othir  places  of  holynes  they  raught, 
And  wer  in  their  devocioune  tyl  fervice  -prer  al 

doonj 
And  fith  they  drowgh  to  dynerward  as  it  drew  to 

noon, 
Then,  as  manere  and  cuftom  is,  Cgnes  there  they 

bought,  T  • 

l^or  men  of  sontre  fliuld  know  whome  they  had 

fought. 
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Eche  man  fet  his  filver  in  fuch  thing  as  they  likiAf,^ 
And  in  the  meen  while  the  Miller  had  ypikid 
His  bofom  ful  of  fignys  of  Caunterbury  brochis. 
Though  the  Pardoner  and  he  pryvely  in  hir  pou- 

chis, 
They  put  them  afterwards,  that  noon  of  them  it 

wift. 
Save  the  Sompner  feid  fomwhat,  and  feyd  to  he 

lift 
Halif  part,   quod  he,  prively  rowning  on  their 

ere ; 
Huflit !  pees,  quod  the  Miller,  feift  thou  nat  the 

Frere, 
How  he  lowrith  undir  his  hood  with  a  doggilh 

eye  ? 
Hit  fliuld  be  a  privy  thing  that  he  coud  nat  afpy ; 
0/  every  craft  he  can   fomwhat  our  La4y  gave 

hym  forowe  ! 
Amen,  tho  quod  the  Sompner,  on  eve  and  eke 

on  morowe  : 
So  curfid  a  Tale  he  told  of  me  the  devill  of  hell 

hem  fpede, 
And  me,  but  yf  I  pay  him  wele  and  quyte  wele 

his  mede. 
Yf  it  hap  homward  that  ech  man  tell  his  Tale, 
As  we  did  hiderward,  though  we  fliuld  fet  at  fale. 
All  the  flirewdnes  that  I  can,  I  well  hym  nothing 

fpare. 
That  I  n'ol  touch  his  takerd  fomwhat  of  his  care. 
They  fet  their  fignys  upon  their  hedes,  and  fonj 

oppon  their  capp. 
And  fith  to  the  dynerward  they  gan  for  to  ftapp. 
Every  man  in  his  degre  wifli  and  toke  his  fete, 
As  they  were  wont  to  doon  at  foper  and  at  mete. 
And  wer  in  fiknce  foi   a  tyme  tyl  good  ale  gan 

arife. 
And  then,  as  nature  axith,  as  thefe  old  wife 
!gnowen  wele,  when  yeynys  been  fomwhat  re- 
plete. 
The  fpirits  wol  ftere,  and  alfo  metis  fwete 
Caufen  oft  myrthis  for  to  be  ymevid, 
And  eke  it  was  no  tyme  tho  for  to  be  ygrevid  : 
Every  man  in  his  wyfe  made  hertly  chere. 
Telling  his  felowe  of  fportys  anci  of  chere. 
And  of  othir  mirthis  that  fellyn  by  the  wey. 
As  cuftom  is  of  pylgryms,  and  hath  been  many  a 

dey. 
The  Hooft  leid  to  his  ere,  of  Southworke  as  ye 

knowe. 
And  thenkid  al  the  company  both  high  and  lowe. 
So  wele  kepeing  the  covenaunt  in  Southwork  that 

was  made. 
That  every  man  ftiuld  by  the  wey  with  a  Tale 

glade 
All  the  whole  company  in  fliorting  cf  the  wey;. 
And  al  is  wele  performed  :  but  than  now  thus  I 

%. 
That  we  muft  fo  homeward  eche  man  tel  anothir. 
Thus  we  wet  accordit,  and  I  fliuld  be  a  rathir 
To  fet  yewe  in  governaunce  by  right  ful  juge, 

ment. 
Trewly  Hooft,  quod  the  Frer,  that  wa^  all  our 

aflentj 
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With  a  lltil  more  that  1  ft  all  fey  therto  : 
Yeegraunted  of  yeur  curtefy  that  we  ftuld  alfo 
All  the  hole  company  fope  with  yewe  at  nyght  ? 
Thus  I  trowe  that  it  was  ;    what  fey  you,    Sir 

Knyght  ? 
It  flial  nat  nede,  quod  the  Hooft,  to  axe  no  wit- 

nes; 
Your  record  is  good  1  nowe ;  and  of  yeur  gen- 

tilnes 
Yit  1  prey  yew  efft  ageyn  ;  for  by  Seynt  Thomas 

Ihryne 
And  ye  woll  hold  covenaunt  I  woU  hold  myne. 
Now  trewely  Hooft,  quod  the  Knyght,  ye  have 

right  welyfeyd ; 
And  as  towching  my  perfone  I  hold  me  payde  ; 
And  fo  I  trowe  that  al  doith  :  Sirs,  what  fey  yee  ? 
The  Monk  and  eke  the  Marchaunte  and  al  feid  Ye. 
Then  al  this  aftir-mete,  I  hold  it  for  the  beft; 
To  fport  and   pley  us,  quod  the  Hooft,  eche  man 

as  hym  left. 
And  go  by  tyme  to  foper  and  to  bed  alfo, 
So  mowe  we  erly  ryfen  our  jorney  for  to  do. 
The  Knyght  arofe  therwithal,  and  caft  on  a  freflier 

gown, 
And  his  fone  anothir,  to  walk  in  the  town, 
And  fo  did  all  the  remnaunt  that  were  of  that 

aray,  _ 
That  had  their  chaungis  with  them,  they  made 

them  frefli  and  gay, 
Sortid  them  togidir,  right  as  their  luftis  lay. 
As  they  were  more  ufid  travelUng  by  the  way. 
The  Knyght  with  his  meyne  went  to  fee  the  walle 
And  the  wards  of  the  town,  as  to  a  knyght  befall, 
Devifmg  ententiflich  the  ftrengthis  al  about. 
And  apointid  to  his  fone  the  perell  and  the  dout 
For  Ihot  of  arblaft  and  of  bowe,  and  eke  for  fliot 

of  gonnc. 
Unto  the  wardis  of  the  town,  and  bow  it  might 

be  wone ; 
And  al  defence  ther  ageyn  aftir  his  intent 
He  declarid  compendioufly,  and  al  that  evir  he 

ment 
He  fone  perfeyvid  every  poynt,  as  he  was  ful  abil. 
To  armes  and  to  travaile  and  perfone  covenabill 
He  was  of  all  faclur  aftir  fourm  of  kynd. 
And  for  to  deme  his  governaunce  it  femed  that 

his  mynd 
Was  much  in  his  lady  that  he  lovid  beft. 
That  made  hym  offt  to  wake  when  he  Ihuld  have 

his  reft. 
The  Clerk  that  was  of  Oxenforth  onto  the  Somp- 

nore  feyd ; 
Me  femeth  of  grete  clerge  that  thow  art  amayde. 
For  thou  putteft  on  the  Frer  in  maner  of  reprefF, 
That  he  knoweth  falftiede,  vice,  and  eke  a  theff; 
And  I  it  hold  vertuoufe  and  right  commendabill 
To  have  very  knowlech  of  thinges  reprovabill ; 
For  who  fo  may  efchew  it,  and  let  it  pas  by. 
And  els  he  might  fall  theron  unward  and  fodenly. 
And  thoughe  the  Frer  told  a  Tale  of  a  Somp- 

nour, 
Thow  oughtift  for  to  take  it  for  no  diflionour, 
For  of  al  craftis  and  of  eche  degre 
They  he  opt  al  perfite,  but  foni  nyce  be. 


Lo  !  what  is  worthy,  feyd  the  Knight,  for  to  be 

a  clerk  i 
To  fommon  among  us  them  this  mocioune  was  ful 
I  comend  his  wittis  and  eke  his  clerge,        [derke  1 
For  of  ether  part  he  faveth  honefte. 
The  Monk  toke  the  Parfone  then  and  the  grey 

Frer, 
And  prcyd  them  for  curtefy  for  to  go  in  fere  : 
I  have  ther  acquaintaunce  that  al  this  yeres  thre 
Hath  preyd  hym  by  his  lettris  tb«t  I  l\ym  wold  fe  } 
And  ye  my  brothir  in  habit  and  in  poifeflioune, 
And  now  I  am  here  methinketh  it  is  to  doon. 
To  preve  it  in  dede  what  chere  he  wold  me  make, 
And  to  yew  my  frende  alfo  for  my  fake. 
They  went  forth  togidir  talking  of  holy  matere, 
But  woot  ye  wele  in  certeyn  they  had  no  mind  o« 

watere 
To  drynk  at  that  tyme,whentheywer  met  in  fere^ 
For  of  the  beft  that  myght  be  founde,  and  there- 
with mery  chere. 
They  had,  it  is  no  doubte  ;  for  fpycys  and  eke  wine 
Went  round  about  the  gaftoyn  and  eke  the  ruyne. 
The  Wyfe  of  Bath  was  fo  wery,  flie  had  no  wyl  to 

walk. 
She  toke  the  Priores  by  the  honde  ;  Madam,  wol 

ye  ftalk, 
Pryvely  into  the  garden  to  fe  the  herbes  growe. 
And  aftir  with  our  hoft'is  wife  in  hir  parlour 

rowe  ? 
I  wol  gyve  yewe  the  wyne  and  ye  fhul  me  alfo, 
For  tyl  we  go  to  foper  we  have  naughs  ellis  to  do, 
The  Priores,  as  woman  taught  of  gentil  blood  and 

hend, 
Affentidto  hir  courifel,  and  forth  gon  they  wend, 
Paffyng  forth  foftly  into  the  berbery, 
For  many  a  herb  grewe  for  fewe  and  furgery. 
And  all  the  aleys  feir,  and  parid,  and  raylid,  and 

ymakid, 
The  favige  and  the  ifope  yfrethid  and  yftakid. 
And  othir  beddisby  and  by  frefti  ydight. 
For  comers  to  the  hoofte  righte  a  fportful  fight. 
The  Marchaunt  and  the  Mancipill,  the  Miller  anA 

the  Reve, 
And  the  Clerk  of  Oxenforth,  to  townward  gan 

they  meve. 
And  althe  othir  meyne,  and  lafFt  noon  at  home 
Save  the  Pardoner,  that  pryvelich  when  al  they 

wer  goon 
Stalkid  into  the  tapftry  ;  for  nothing  wold  he  leve 
To  make  his  covenaunte  in  certeyn  that  fame  eve  j 
He  wold  be  loggit  with  hir,  that  was  his  hole  en- 

tentioune. 
But  hap  and  eke  Fortune,  and  all  the  conftellaci- 

oune. 
Was  clere  hym  ageyns,  as  ye  fhul  aftir  here  ; 
For  hym  had  better  be  yloggit  al  nyght  in  a  myere 
Then  he  was  the  fame  nyght  or  the  fun  was  up ; 
For  fuch  was  his  fortune  he  drank  without  the 

cupp ; 
But  thereof  wift  he  no  delay ;  ne  No  man  of  us  alls 
May  have  that  high  connyng  to  knoiu  luhat  Jhall  befalls 
He  ftappid  into  the  tapftry  wondir  pryvely. 
And  fond  hir  ligging  lirylong  with  half  flopy 
eye,, 
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Pourid  fellich  undir  hir  hood,  and  fawe  all  his 

comyng, 
And  lay  ay  ftill,  as  naught  fhe  knewej  but  feynid 

hir  flepyng. 
He  put  his  hond  to  hir  brefi; ;  Awake,  quod  he, 

awake. 
A,  lenedicite  !  Sir,  who  wifl:  yew  her  ?  out  tho  I 

myght  betake 
Prifoner,  quod  the  Fapftere,  being  al  aloon  ; 
And  therwith  breyd  up  in  a  frite,  and  began  to 

groon. 
Nowfith  ye  be  my  prifoner  yeld  yew  now,  quod  he. 
1  mull  nedis,  quod  fhe,  I  may  nothyng  fie  ; 
And  eke  I  have  no  ftrengith,  and  am  but  yong  of 
And  alfo  //  is  no  tmajlry  to  each  a  moufe  in  a  eage  [age, 
^hat  may  no  ivhere  Jlert  out,  but  cloftd  ivoHiivfaJi  ; 
And  eke,  Sir,  I  tell  yew  though  I  had  grete  haft 
Te  Ihuld  have  coughed  when  ye  com.    Wherlern 

you  curtefy  ? 
Now  trewlich  I  muft  £hide,  for^^of  right  pryvety 
"Women  ben  fom  tyme  of  day  when  they  be  aloon. 
Wher  coud  1  yew  prey  when  ye  com  efftfone  ? 
Nowe  mercy,  dere  fwetyng  !  I  wol  do  fo  no  more; 
I  thank:  you  an  hundrit  fithis;  and  alfo  by  your 

lore 
I  wol  do  hereaftir  in  what  plafe  that  I  com  : 
jSut  lovers,  Kitt,  ben  evil  avyfid  full  oft,  and  to 

lom; 
Wherfore  I  prey  you  hertlich  hold  me  excufed, 
And  I  behote  yew  trewly  it  fhall  no  more  be  ufid. 
But  now  to  our  purpofe  :  how  have  ye  fare 
Sith  I  was  wyth  you  laft  ?  th?.t  is  my  moft  care ; 
For  yf  yee  eylid  eny  thing  othir  wife  then  good, 
Trewly  it  wold  chaunge  my  chere  and  my  blood. 
1  have  farid  the  wers  for  yewe,  quod  Kitt ;  do  ye 

no  drede 
God  that  is  above  ?  and  eke  ye  had  no  nede 
Por  to  congir  me,  God  woot,  wyth  your  nygro- 

mancy. 
That  have  no  more  to  vaunte  me  but  oonly  my 
And  yf  it  were  difleynld  then  wer  I  ondo  :  [body, 
I  wis  I  trowe,  Jenkyn,  ye  be  nat  to  truft  to  ; 
For  evir  more  ye  clerkis  con  fo  much  in  book 
Yee  wol  wynn  a  woman  at  firft  look. 
Thought  the  Pardonere,  thisgoth  wele,  and  made 

his  beter  chere. 
And  axid  of  hir  foftly,  Love !   who  (hajl  ligg  here 
This  nyght  that  is  to  comyng  ?  I  prey  yewe  tell 
I  wis  it  is  grete  nede  to  tell  yewe,  quod  Ihe  :  [me. 
Make  it  nat  overqueynt  though  you  be  a  clerk  ; 
Ye  knowe  wele  inough  iwis  by  loke,  by  word,  by 

work. 
Shal  I  com  than,  Criftian,  and  fefe  awey  the  cat  ? 
Shal    ye    com  ?  per  Lenedicite .'    what    queftion  is 

that  ? 
Wherfor  I  prey  you  hertly  to  be  my  counfail  ? 
Comyth  fomwhat  late,  and  for  nothing  faill ; 
The  dorr  ihail  ftoftd  that  up;  put  it  from  you  foft, 
jBut  be  wele  avyfid  ye  wake  nat  them  on  lofFt, 
Care  ye  nat,  quod  Jenkin,  I  can  theron  at  beft  ; 
(Shal  no  man  for  my  flepyng  be  wakid  of  his  reft,. 
Anon  they  dronk  the  beverage,  and  were  of  oone 

accord, 
4.9  it  fefiie.d  by  !;hejr  cbere  and  alfo  1  y  Aeir  word; 


And  al  a  ftaunce  flie  lovid  hym  wele,  flie  totft 

hym  hy  the  fwere. 
As  though  he  had  krnyd    cary  favel  of  foth  old 

frere. 
The  Pardoner  plukkid  out  of  his  purs  I  trow  the 

dowry, 
And  toke  it  Kitt  in  hir  hond,  and  bad  her-  pryvely 
To  orden  a  rere  fopor  for  them  both  to,  [alfo, 
A  cawdell  ymade  with  fwete  wyne  and  with  fugir 
For  trewly  I  have  no  talent  to  etp  in  your  abfence, 
So  longith  my  hert  toward  yew  to  be   in    yewr 

prefence.' 
He  toke  his  leve,  and  went  his  wey  as  though  no- 
thing wer. 
And  met  wyth  al  the  fellhip  ;  but  in  what  pkfe 

ne  wher 
He  fpake  no  word  therof,  but  held  hym  clofe  and 

ftyll. 
As  he  that  hopid  fikirlich  to  have  had  a!  his  wyll, 
,And  thought  many  a  mery  thought  by  hymfelf 

aloon  : 
I  am  a  loggit,  thought  he  beft,  how  fo  evir  it 

goon; 
And  thoughe  it  have  coftid  me,  yit  wol  I  do  my 

peyn. 
For  to  pike  hir  purs  to  nyghte  and  win  my  coft 

ageyn. 
Now  leve  I  the  Pardonere  tyll  that  it  be  eve, 
Andwolretume  me  ageynrighte,  ther  as  I  didleve. 
Whan  al  wer  torn  togider  in  their  herbergage 
The  Hooft  of  South  work,  as  ye  knowe,  that  had 

no  fpice  of  rage, 
But  al  thing  wrought  prudenclall,  as  fobir  mail 

and  wife ; 
Now  wol  we  to  the  foup,  Sir  Knyght,  feith  yeur 

av)"fe. 
Quod  the  Hooft  ful  curteyfly,  and  in  the  fame  wife. 
The  Knyght  anfwer'd  him  ageyn.  Sir  as  ye  devylie 
I  muft  obey,  ye  woot  wele  ;  but  yf  I  faill  wytt 
Then  takith  tliefe  prelatis  to  yewe,  and  waihith 

and  go  fit; 
For  I  woll  be  yewr  Marchall  and  ferve  yewe,  ech 

one. 
And  then  the  officers  and  I  to  foper  fhall  we  gone. 
They  wifh,  and  fett  right  as  he  bad,  eche  man 

wyth  his  fere. 
And  begonne  to  talk  of  fportis  and  of  chere 
That  they  had  the  aftir-mete  whiles  they  wer  o\it, 
for  othir  occupacioune  tyll  they  wer  fervid  about 
They  had  nat  at  that  tyme,  but  every  man  kitt  a 

loff; 
But  the  Pardoner  kept  hym  clofe,  and  told  no- 
thing of 
The  myrth  and  hope  that  he  had,  but  kept  it  fof 

hymfelf ; 
And  thoughe  he  did  it  is  no  fors,  foi-  he  had  nede 

to  folve 
Long  or  it  were  mydnyght,  as  ye  ftiul  her  fone. 
For  he  met  With  his  love  in  crokeingof  the  moon. 
They  wer  yfervyd  honcftly,  and  eche  man  hcli 

hym  payde. 
For  of  o  mane  e  of  fervice  their  foper  was  araide. 
As  fkill  wo.d  and  refon,  fuh  the  left  of  all        ■ 
Payid  yhks  mueh,  for  growing  ef  the  §ail  : 
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^ut  ylt  as  curtefy  axith,  though  it  were  fom  dele 

ftreight, 
The  ftatis  that  were  above  had  of  the  feyreft  en- 

dreyte  ; 
Wherfor  they  did  their  gentilnes  ageyn  to  all  the 

rout, 
They  dronkcn  wyne  at  their  coft   onys  round 

about. 
Now  pafs  I  lightly  ovir.  When  they  foupid  had 
The  that  were  of  governaunce,  as  wife  men  and 

fad, 
Went  to  their  reft,  and  made  no  more  to  doon. 
But  Miller  and  the  Coke  dronken  by  the  moon 
Twyes  to  eche  othir  in  the  repenyng ;       [to  fing 
Andwhen  the  Pardoner  them  efpy'd  anoon  began 
Doubi'I  me  this  hourden,  cliokelyng  in  his  throte, 
For  the  Tapfter  fliHld  here  of  his  mery  note  : 
Jle  clepid  to  hym  the  Sompnour,  that  was  his  own 

difcipill, 
The  Yeman  and  the  Reve,  ond  the  Mancipill, 
And  ftoden  fo  holowyng  ;  for  nothing  wold  they 
Tyl  the  tyme  that  it  was  well  within  eve.     [leve 
The  Hooft   of  Southwork  herd  them  wele,  and 

the  Marchauntboth, 
As  they  wer  at  a  countis,  and  wexen  fomewhat 

wroth, 
But  yet  they  preyd  them  curteyfly  to  refl  for  to 

wend. 
And  fo  they  did  all  the  rout;  they  dronk  and  made 

an  end. 
And  eche  man  droughe  to  cujkj  to  flepe  and  take 

his  reft 
Save  the  Pardoner,  that  drew  apart,  and  weytid 

by  a  chefte 
For  to  hide  hymfelf  tyl  the  candill  wer  out  : 
And  in  the  meen  while,  have  ye  no  doute. 
The  Tapfter  and  hir  paramour,  and  the  hofteler 

of  the  houfe, 
Sitt  togidir  pry velich,  and  of  the  beft  goufe 
That  was  yfound  in  town  and  yfet  at  fale 
They  had  there  of  fufiiciaunt,  and  dronk  but  litill 

ale; 
And  fit  and  ete  the  cawdell  for  the  Pardoner  that 

was  made, 
\Vith  fugir  and  with  fwete  wyne,  right  as  hym- 
felf bade; 
So  he  that  payd  for  all  in  fear  had  not  a  twynt. 
For  offt  is  more  better  ymerkid  then  ymynt : 
And  fo  farid  he  ful  right  as  ye  have  yherd, 
But  Who  is  that  a  ■uaman  coud  n'4  make  his  herd. 
And  ihe  wer  therabout,  and  fet  hir  wytt  therto  .' 
Ye  woot  wele  I  ly  nat,  and  wher  I  do  or  no 
I  wol  nat  here  termyn  it,  left  ladies  ftond  in  plafe 
Or  els  gentil  women,  for  lefmg  of  my  grace 
Ofdaliaunce  andoffportis  and  of  goodly  chere  ; 
Therfor  anenft  their  eftatis  I  wol  in  no  manere 
Demc  ne  determyn,  but  of  lewd  kitts. 
As  tapfters,  and  othir  fuch  that  hath  wyly  wytts , 
■To  pike  mennys  purfis,  and  eke  to  bier  their  eye; 
So  wele  they  make  feme  foth  when  they  falfeft 

by. 
^ovf  of  Kitt  Tapfter,  and  of  hir  paramour, 
^nd  the  hofteler  of  the  houfe,  that  fit  in  Kittis 

bour, 
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When  they  had  ete  and  dronk  right  in  the  fame 

plafe, 
Kitt  began  to  rendir  out  all  things  as  it  was  ; 
The  wowing  of  the  Pardoners  and  his  coft  alfo, 
And  how  he  hopid  for  to  lygg  al  nyght  wyth  hir 

alfo; 
But  therof  he  fliall  be  fikir  as  of  God'is  cope  ; 
And   fodenly  kiflid  her  paramour,  and  feyd,  Wc 

fhul  fclopc 
Togidir  hul  by  hul,  as  we  have  many,  a  nyght, 
And  yf  he  com  and  make   noyfe,  I   prey  yewe 

dub  hym  Kuyght. 
Yes,  Dame,  quod  hir  paramour,  be  thou  not  agaft; 
This  is   his  own  ftaff  thou  feyft,  therof  he  Ihall 

ataft. 
Now  trewly,  quod  the  hoftler,  and  he  com  by  raj 

lot 
He  ftiall  drink  for  Kittis  love  wythout  cup  or  pot; 
And  he  be  fo  hardy  to  wake  eny  gift  [mift  ;■ 

I  make  a  vowetothepecock  there  flial  wake  afoul 
And  arofe  up  therewithal  and  toke  his  leve  anoon; 
It  was   a  ftirewid  company;  they  had  fervid  fc» 

many  oon. 
With  fuch  manere  of  felefliip  nekepelnever  to  dele, 
Ne  no  man  that  lovith  his  worfliip  and  his  hele. 
Quod  Kitt  to  hir  paramour.  Ye  muft  wake  a, 

whyle. 
For  trewlich  I  am  fikir  that  within  this  myle 
The  Pardoner  wol  be  comyng,  his  bete  to  afwage. 
But  loke  ye  pay  hym  redelich  to  kele  his  corage  ; 
And  therfor,  love,  difchanceyewe  not  tyll this  chek 
No,  for  God,  Kitt,  that  wol  I  no.  [be  do. 

Then  Kitt  went  to   bed,  and  blewe  out  all  the 

light. 
And  by  that  tyme  it  was  ner  bond  quarter  nyght. 
Whan  all  was  ftill,  the  Pardoner  gan  to  wallt. 
As  glad  as  eny  goldfynch  that  he  herd  no  maa 

talk. 
And  dorwghe  to  Kittis  droward  to  herken  and  to 

lift, 
And  went  to  have  fond  the  dor  up  ;  but  the  hafp 

and  eke  the  twift 
Held  hym  out  a  whils,  and  the  lok  alfo ; 
Yit  trowid  he  no  gile,  but  went  ner  to, 
Andfcrapid  the  dorr  welplich,  and  wynyd  wytt 

his  mowith 
After  a  doggis  lyden,  as  nere  as  he  couith. 
Awey,  dog,  with  evill  deth  !  quod  he  that  was 

within. 
And  made  hym  all  redy  the  dorr  to  unpin. 
A  !  thought  the  Pardoner,  tho  I  trow  my  berd  be 

made ; 
The  Tapfter  hath  a  paramour,  ^nd  hath  madfc 

them  glade 
With  the  cawdell  that  I  ordeyned  for  me,  as  I 

guefs ; 
Now  the  devil!  hir  fpede,  fuch  oon  as  flie  is. 
She  feid  I  had  ycongerid  hir;  our  Lady  gyvehir- 

forowe ; 
Now  wold  to  God  flie  wer  in  ftokis  tyl  I  fliuld  hir 

borowc. 
For  flie  is  the  falfeft  that  evir  yit  I  knewe; 
To  pik  the  mony  out;  of  my  purs,  Lord!  ihe  made 

hirtrewe. 
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And  therewy th  he  caught  a  cardiakill  and  a  cold 

fot. 
For  who  have  loye  longing,  and  is  of  corage  hote, 
He    hath  ful  many  a  myry  thought  tofore  his 

delyte ; 
And  right  fo  had  the  Pardoner,  and  was  in  evil 

plight ; 
For  fay  ling  of  his  purpofe  he  was  nothing  in  efe, 
Wherfor  he  fill  fodenlich  into  a  wood  refe, 
Entryng  wondir  fail;  into  a  frenfy 
For  pur  very  angir  and  for  jeloufy  ;  [wood. 

For  when  he  herd   a  man  within,  he  was  almofl. 
And  becaufe  the   coft;  was  his  no  mervel  tho  the 

moud 
Wer  turned  into  vengaunce,  of  it  myght  he  : 
IJut  this  was  the  myfchief ;  all  fo  ftrong  as  he 
Was  he  that  was  within,  and  lighter  man  alfo, 
As  provid  wele  the  bataile  betwene  them  both  to. 
The  Pardonere  fcrapid  cfft  ageyn  ;  for  nothyng 

v/old  he  blyn, 
So   feyn  he  wold  have  herd  more  of  hym  that 

was  within. 
What  dog  is  that  ?  quod  the  paramour  ;  Kit,  woft 

thou  ere  f 
HaveGodmy  trowith,  quodTne,  itisthePardonere. 
The  Pardoner,  with  myfchcff !  God  gyve  hym  tyil 

preff! 
Sir,  fhe  feid;  by  my  trowith  he  is  the  fame  theff. 
Therof  thou   lieft,  quod  the  Pardoner,  and  might 

nat  long  forbere. 
A  thy  fals  body  !  quod  he  ;  the  devil  of  hell  the 

■    tere  I 
For  by  my  trowith  a  falsfher  fawe  I  nevir  noon, 
And  nempnid  hir  namys  many  mo  then  oon, 
Though  to  rech  hir  wer  noon  honefte 
Among  men  of  good  worlhip  and  degre 
But,  ihortly  to  conclude ;  when  he  had  chid  inowe 
He  axid  his  ftafffpitouflich,  with  wordis  fearp  and 

rowe. 
<3o  to  bed,  quod  he  within  ;  no  more  noyfe  thow 

make  ; 
Thy  ftafF  flial  be  redy  to  morowe  I  undertake. 
In  foth,  quod  he,  1  wol  nat  fro  the  dorr  wend 
Tyl  I  liave  my  ftafF.  Thow  bribour,  then  have  the 

todir  end, 
<>uod  he  that  was  within  ;  and  leyd  it  on  his  back. 
Right  in  the  fame  plafe  as  chapmen  berith  their 
And  fo  he  did  to  mo,  as  he  coud  a  rede,        [pak  ;. 
Grafpying  aftir  with  the  ftaff  in  lengith  and  eke  in 

brede  ; 
And  fond  hym  othir  whyle  redlich  inoughe 
With  the  rtaffys  end  high  upon  the  browe. 
The   hofteler  ley  oppon  his  bed  and  herd  of  this 

affray, 
And  ftert  hym  up  lightlich,  and  thought  he  wold 

afay  : 
He  toke  a  ftaff  in  his  hond,  and  highed  wondir 

blyve 
Tyl  he  wer  with  the  felelhip  that   fliuld  nevir 

thryve. 
What  be  yee  ?  quod  the  hofteler ;  and  knew  them 

both  wele. 
I'Jyuft !  pefe,  quod  the  paramour :  Jak,  thow  rjiuft 
be  fele  j 


Ther  is  a  theff,  I  tell  the,  within  this  hall  dorr. 

A  theff?  quod  Jak  ;  this  is  a  nobill  chere 

That  thou  hym  haft  yfound,  yf  wee  hym  myght 

each. 
Yis,  yis,  care  tlie  nought ;  with  hym  we  fhul  mach 
Wele  inowe  or  he  be  go,  yf  fo  we  had-lighte, 
For  we  to  be  ftrong  inowe  with  o  man  for  to 

fighte. 
The  devil  of  hell,  quod  Jak  breke  this  thev'is 

bonis  I 
The  key  of  the  kitchen,  as  it  wer  for  the  nonys, 
Is  above  with  our  dame  :  and  fhe  hath  fuch  ufage, 
And  fhe  be  wake  of  her  flepe,  fhe  fallith  in  fuch  a, 

rage 
That  al  the  weke  aftir  there  may  no  man  hir  plefe. 
So  fhe  fterith  aboute  this  houfe  in  a  wood  refe. 
But  now  I  am  aviftd  but  how  we  fhul  have  lyte ; 
1  have  too  giftis  within  that  this  fame  nyght 
Sapid  in  the  halle,  and  had  a  litill  feir :  [pire, 

Go  up,  quod  Jak,  and  loke,  and  in  the  asfhis 
And  I  wol  kepe  the  dorr;  he  fhall  not  ftert  out^ 
Nay,  for  God  that  wol  I  nat,  left  I  each  a  clout, 
Seid  the  todir  to  Jak,  for  thou  knowift  bettir  then  I 
All  the  eftris  of  this  houfe;  go  up  thyfelf  and  fpy. 
Nay,  for  foth,  quod  Jak,  that  were  grete  unrighte 
To  aventur  oppon  a  man  that  with  hym  did  not 

fighte : 
Sithens  thOu  haft  hym  bete-and  with  thy  ftaff  ypilt. 
Me  thinkitk  it  wer  no  refOa  that  I  fhyld  ber  the 

gilt ; 

For  by  the  blyfyng  of  the  colp  he  myght  fe  myne 

liede. 
And  lightly  lene  me  fuch  a  ftroke  my  hond  to  be 

dede. 
Then,  wol  we  do  by  common  affeiit  fech  hymal- 

about ; 
Who  that  metith  hym  firft  pay  him  on  the  fnout; 
For  methought  I  herd  hym  here  laft  among  the 

pannys. 
Kepe  thou  the  tpder  fide,  but  ware  the  watlr 

cannys. 
And  if  he  be  herein  ryghtfone  we  fhullhymfynde, 
And  we  to  be  ftrong  inowghe  o  theffefor  to  bynde. 
Aha  ha !  thought  the  Pardoner,   beth  the  pannys^ 

sryn  i. 
And  drowhe  oppon  that  fide,  and  thought  oppon 

a  gynne; 
So  at  laft  he  fond  oon,  and  fet  it  on  his  hede. 
For  as  the  cafe  w^  fall  ther'  to  be  had  grete  nede ; 
But  yit  he  grafpjt   ferthirnaore  to  have  fomwhat 

in  honde, 
And  fond  a  grete  ladill  right  as  he  was  gonde, 
And  thought  fpr  tg  fterte  out  betwene  them  both 

to 
And  waytid  wele  the  paramour  that  had  doon 

hym  woo, 
And  fet  him  with  the  ladill  on  the  grufcill  on  the 

nofe. 
That  all  the  week  after  he  had  fuch  a  pofe, 
Tliat  both  his  eyin  waterid  srlich  by  the  morowe, 
But  fhe  that  was  the  caufe  of  it  had  ther' of  no 

forowe. 
But  now  to  the  ]Pardoner.  As  he  wold  ftert  awey, 
T]ie  hofteler  met  with  hym,  but  nothyng  to  his  pay  i 
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The  Pardoner  ran  fo  fwith  the  pan  fill  him  fro, 
Andjakhofteler  aftir  hym  as  blyve  as.hemyghtgo, 
And  ftapid  oppon  a  brondeal  unware,       [afware, 
That  hym   had  bin    beter   to  have  goon  more 
For -the  egg  of  the  pann  met  with  his  lliynne. 
And  karfF  atoo  a  veyn  and  the  next  fyn  : 
^ut  whils  tliat  it  was  grene  he  thought  litil  on, 
But  when  the  grenenefs  was  apaft  the  grefl'fat  ner 

the  bone  ; 
Yit  Jak  ieyd  to  his  bond  to  grope  wher  it  fete. 
And  when  he  fond  he  was  yhurt  the  Pardoner  he 

gan  to  threte. 
And  fwore  by  Seynt  Amyas  that  he  fliuld  abigg 
With  ftroks  hard  and  fore  even  oppon  the  rigg  ; 
Yf  he  hym  myght  fynd  he  nothyng  would  hym 

fpare : 
That  herd  the  Pardoner  wele,  and  held  hym  bettir 

a  fquare, 
And  thought  that  he  had  ftrokis  ryght  inough. 
Wytnes  on  his  armis,  his  back,  and  his  browe. 
Jak  then,  quod  the  paranaour,  where  is  the  theil" 

ago? 
I  n'otc,  quod  tho  Jak ;  right  now  he  lept  me  fro, 
That  Crift'is  curs  go  with  hym,  for  I  have  harm 

and  fpite  : 
Be  my  trowithand  lalfo  and  hegoithnat  alqiiyte  : 
But  and  we  myght  hym  fynd  we  wold  aray  him  fo 
That  he  fhuld  have  legg  ne  foot  to  morrowe  on  to  go. 
But  howfhull  we  hym  fynd  ?  the  moon  isadown, 
(As  grace  was  for  the  Pardoner)   and  eke  when 

they  did  roun 
He  herd  them  evir  wel  inowe,  and  went  the  more 

afyde. 
And  drew  hina  ever  bakward,  and  let  the  ftrokis 

glide, 
jak,  quod  the  paramour,  I  hold  it  for  the  beft, 
Sith  the  moon  is  down,  for  to  go  to  reft, 
And  make  the  gatis  faft  ;  he  may  not  then  aftert, 
And  eke  of  his  own  ftaff  he  berith  a  redy  mark, 
Wherby  thou  mayeft  him  knowe   among  all  the 

route. 
And  thou  ber  a  redy  ey,  and  weyt  wele  aboute 
To  morowe  when  they  fiiul  wend  ;  this  is  the  beft 

rede  : 
Jak,  what  feyft  thou  therto  ?  is  this  wele  yfeyd  ? 
Thy  wit  is  clere,  quod  Jak  ;    thy  wit  mut  nodis 

flond. 
He  made  the  gatis  faft ;  ther  is  no  more  to  doon. 
The  Pardoner  ftode  afide,  his  chekis  ron  and  bled. 
And  was  ryght  evil  at  efe  al  nyght  in  his  hede  : 
He  muft  of  force  lige  lyke  a  colyn  fwerd,     [herd; 
Yit  it  mevid  him  wondir  fore  for  making  of  his 
He  payd  at  full  ther'fore  though  a  womans  art 
For  wyne  and  eke  for  cawdill,  and  haa  ther'of  no 

part: 
He  ther'for  preyd  Seyn  Juliane,  as  ye  mowe  on- 

derftonde. 
That  thedevill  her  fhulde  fpede  on  watir  and  on 

londe, 
So  to  diffeive  a  travellyng  man  of  his  herbergage. 
And  coud  not  els  fave  curs  his  angir  to  afwage; 
And  was  diftradt  of  his  wit,  and  in  grete  defpayr 
For  aftir  his  hete  he  caught  a  cold  through  the 
xiyght'is  eyr, 
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That  he  was  ner  afound  it,  and  cond,  none  othir 

help : 
But  as  he  fought  his  loggyng  he  happid  oppon  i 

whelp 
That  ley  undir  a  fteyir,  a  grete  Walsfh  dog, 
That  bare  about  his  neck  a  grete  huge  clog  ; 
Becaufe  that  he  was  fpetOufe,  and  wold  fone  bits. 
The  clog  was  hbngit  about  his  nek,  for  men  Ihuldi 

nat  wite 
Nothyng  dogg'is  maifteryf  he  did  enyharm. 
So  for  to  excufc  them  both  it  was  a  wyly  charm. 
The   Pardoner  wold   have  loggit  hym  ther,  and 

lay  fomwhat  nigh, 
The  warrok  was  awakid  and  caught  hym  by  the 

thigh, 
And  bote  hym  wondir  fpetoufly,  defending  wele 

his  couch. 
That  the  Pardoner  myght  nat  ne  hym  nether  touch.. 
But  held  hym  a  fquare  by  that  othir  fide. 
As  holfomwasat  that  tyme  for  tereingof  hishyde  : 
He  coud  noon  othir  help,  but  Ieyd  adown  his  hedc 
In  the  dogg'is  littir,  and  wisfliid  aftir  brede 
Many  a  time  and  ofit,  the  dog  for  to  plefe. 
To  have  yle  ymore  nere  for  his  own  efe  : 
But  wifli  wliat  he  wold,  his  fortune  feyd  Ney  ; 
So  trewly  for  the  Pardoner  it  was  a  difmal  dey. 
The  dog  ley  evir  grownyng,  redy  for  to  liiachc, 
Whcr'for  thePardoner  diirft  nat  with  hym  mache. 
But  ley  as  ftill  as  eny  ftone,  remembringhisfoly. 
That  he  wold  truft  a  Tapfter  of  a  common  hoftry  ^ 
For  commonly  for  the  moft  part  they  ben  wyiy 

echon. 
But   now  to  alle   the  company  a  morrow  whan 

they  fhuld  gon 
Was  noon  of  all  the  felelhip  half  fo  fone  ydight 
As  was  the  gentii  Pardoner;  foraltymeof  the  nyght 
He  was  aredy  in  his  aray,  and  had  nothing  to  dooii 
Saffe  fhake  alite  his  eris,  and  trus  and  be  goone. 
Yet  or  he  cam  in  company  he  wisfti  away  the  blood. 
And  bond  the  forys  to  his  hede  with  the  typet  of 

his  hood. 
And  made  lightfom  chere  for  men  Ihuld  nat  fpy 
Nothyng  of  fais  turment  ne  of  his  luxury  ;       [pry. 
And  the  hofttler  of  rh^  houfe,  for  nothing  he  coud 
He  coud  nat  knowe  the  Pardoner  among  the  com- 
pany 
A  morowe  v/hen  they  fliuld  wend,  for  ought  that 

they  coud  pour. 
So  v/yfely  went  the  Pardoner  out  of  the  dogg'is 

hour, 
And  blynched  from  the  hofteler,  and  turned  ofFt 

about. 
And  evirmore  beheld  hym  amydward  of  the  reut^ 
And  was  evir  fyngyng  to  make  al  thyng  good  ; 
But  yit  his  notis  wer  fomwhat  low  for  akingof  his 
So  at  that  tyme  he  had  no  more  grame,     [hede  ; 
But  held  hym  to  his  happynes  to  fcape  Iharae. 

The  Knyght  and  all  the  felefhip  forward  gon  they 
Paflyng  forth  merely  to  the  toun'  ysend;  [wend. 
And  by  that  tyme  they  were  ther  the  day  began  to 
And  the  fon  merely  upward  gan  he  pike,  [rype, 
Pleying  under  the  egge  of  the  firmament. 
Now,   quod  the  Hooit  of  Southwork,  and  to  th? 

fglefhip  bentj 
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who  fawe  evir  fo  feyr  or  fo  glad  a  day, 
And  how  fete  this  fefon  is  entring  into  May  ? 
The  thruftelis  and  the  thrusfllis,  in  this  glad  mor- 
nyng,  [gale 

The  ruddok  and  the  goldfynch ;  but  the  nyghtin- 
Ilis  amerous  notis  lo  how  he  twynith  fmall ! 
1.0  ho\V  the  trees  grenyth  that  nakid  wer,  and  no- 
thing 
Bare  %his  month  afore  but  their  fommer  clothing ! 
LiO  how  Nature  makith  for  them  everichone  ! 
And  as  many  as  ther  be  he  forgettith  noone  ! 
X.O  how  the  fefon  of  the  yere  and  Averell  fhourls 
Doith  the  busfhis  burgyn  Out  bloIToms  and  flouris  f 
L.0  the  prymerofis  how  frefh  they  ben  to  f*ene  ! 
And  many  othir  flouris  among  the  grafis  grene. 
Lo  how  tliey  fpryng,  and  fprede,  and  of  divers  hue  ! 
Beholdith,  and  feith  both  rede,  white  and  blue! 
That  lufly  bin  and  comfortabill  for  mann'ys  fight ! 
For  I  fey  for  myfelf  it  makith  my  hert  to  light. 
Now  fith  Almighty  Soveryn  hath  fent  fo  feir  adey 
Let  fe  now, as  covenant  is,  in  fhortingof  thewey, 
"Who  fhallbe  the  firft  that  fhall  unlace  his  male 
In  comfort  of  us  al,  and  gyn  fome  mery  Tale ; 
For  and  we  fliuld  now  begyn  to  draw  lot 
Peraventure  it  might  fal  ther  it  ought  not, 
On  fom  unlufty  perfone  that  wer  not  wele  awakid, 
Or  femyboufy  ovyr  eve,  and  had  yfong  and  crakid 
Somwhat  ovir  much :  how  fliuld  he  than  do  : 
Eor  Wbojbiili  tell  a  'Tale  bs  mujl  have  good  ivylltkerto. 


And  eke  fom  men  faftyng  beth  glewld  an4  ybouftd 
In  their  tongis;  and  fom  faftyng  beth  nothyng  ja-' 

cound; 
And  fom  men  in  the  morning  ther  motithis  beth 

adoun  ; 
Tyll  that  they  be  charmyd  their  wordis  -WoU  not 

foun. 
So  thys  is  my  conclufioune  and  my  laft  knot. 
It  wer  grete  gentilnes  to  tell  without  lot. 
By  the  rood  of  Bromholm,quod  the  Mai  chant  thoy 
As  fer  as  I  have  failed,  riden  and  ygo, 
Sawe  I  nevir  man  yet  tofore  this  ilk  day 
So  wele  coud  rule  a  company  as  our  Hofl:,  in  fay 
His  wordis  ben  fo  comfortabill,  and  comyth  fo  in 

fefon, 
That  my  wit  is  ovircome  to  make  any  refon 
Contrary  to  his  counfaill  at  myn  ymagynacioune, 
Wher'for  I  v/oU  tell  a  Tale  to  your  confolacioune. 
In  enfampill  to  yowe  that  when  that  I  have  do 
Anothir  be  right  redy  then  for  to  tell,  ryght  fo 
To  fulfyll  our  Hooft'is  wyll  and  his  ordinaunce. 
There  Ihall  no  fawte  be  found  in  me :  gode  wyl 

flial  be  my  chaunce  : 
With  this  I  be  excufid  of  my  rudinea, 
Altho'  1  cannot  peynt  my  Tale,  but  tell  it  as  it  i% 
Lepyng  ovir  no  fentence,  as  ferforth  as  I  may. 
But  tell  yewe  the  yolke  and  put  the  white  away* 
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Whilom  yeris  paffed  in  the  old  dawis  [lawis, 
When  rightfuUich  by  refon  governyd  wer  the 
And  pryncipally  in  the  c^te  of  Rome,  that  was  fo 

rich. 
And  worthieft  in  his  dayes,  and  noon  to  him  ilich 
Of  worfliip  ne  of  wele,  ne  of  governaunce, 
For  alle  londis  chriftened  ther'  of  had  dotannce, 
And  all  othir  natioUns,  of  what  feitli  they  were, 
Whils  the  Emperour  was  hole,  and  in  his  paleys 
I  mainteynid  in  honour;  and  in  Pop'is  fe      [there 
Rome  was  then  obeied  of  all  Criftiante. 
But  it  farith  ther'by  as  it  doith  by  othir  thingis  ; 
Foi:  though  nethir  cete,  regiounc,  ne  kyngis, 
Beth  nat  nowe  fo  worthy  as  wer  by  olde  tynie. 
As  we  fynd  in  romaunces,  in  geftis,  and  in  ryme, 
For  all  things  doith  ivaji.,  and  eke  ?}iann  yj  I'^ff 
Ts  murejhorter  then  it  ivas  ;  and  our  wittisfyvG 
Mowe  nat  comprehende  now  in  our  dieties 
As  fom  tyme  myght  thefe  old  wife  poetes. 
But  fith  that  terrene  t,hinges  ben  nat  perdurabill, 
No  mervaile  is  though  Ronie  be  fomwhat  variabill 
Fro  honour  and  fro  wele  fith  his  frendis  paffid  ; 
As  many  anothir  town  is  payrid  and  ylaffid 
Within  thefe  few  yeris,  as  we  mowe  fe  at  eye  ; 
to !  Sirs,  here  faft  by  Wynchelfe  and  Ry. 
But  yit  the  name  is  evir  oon  of  Rome  as  it  was 

groundit 
After  Remus  ^  Romulus^  that  firfl  that  cete  foundit, 
That  brethren  weren  both  to,  as  old  bokis  writen ; 
But  of  ther  lef  and  governaunce  1  wol  HOt  now 

enditen. 
But  of  othir  mater  that  fallith  to  my  mynd; 
Wher'for,  gentill  Sirs,  ye  that  beth  behind 
5)rawi,th  fomwhat  nere  thikker  to  a  rout. 
That  my  wordis  may  foune  to  eche  ma,n  about. 

Aftir  thefe  two  brethren  Romulus  and  Remus 
Julius  Csefar  was  Emperour,  that  rightful  was  of 

Domus. 
This  cete  he  governed  nobilich  wele, 
And  conquered  mapy  aregiounej  acronicull  doth 

us  telle ; 


For,  fliortly  to  conclude,  al  the  wer  adverfaryeS' 
To  Rome  in  his  dayis  he  made  them  tributaries  % 
Sx)  had  he  in  fubjeitioune  both  frend  and  foon. 
Of  which  I  tell  yew  trewely  Englond  was  oon. 
Yit  aftir  Julitis  Csefar,  and  fith  that  Crift  was  bore^ 
Rome  was  governed  as  wele  as  it  was  before, 
And  namelich  in  that  tyme  and  in  the  fame  yeris; 
When  it  was  governed  by  the  Dofeperis ; 
As  femeth  wele  by  refon,  v/ho  fo  can  entend. 
That  0  mannys  niyt  ne  ivyll  may  not  comprehend 
The  houcheff  and  the  myfcheff^  as  may  many  hedls  } 
Ther'for  ther  operaciouns,  ther  domes,  and  thef 

dedes, 
Werefo  egallich  ydoon;  for  in  all  Criften  londis 
Was  noon  that  they  fparid  for  to  mend  wrongis. 
Then  Conftantyne  the  Third,  aftir  thefe  Dofiperis, 
Was  Emperour  of  Rome,  and  regnyd  many  yeris,, 
So,  fliortly  to  pas  ovir,  after  Conllantyn's  dayis 
Phus  Auguflinus,  as  fongen  is  in  layes. 
That  Conftantyn'ys  fon,  and  of  plener  age. 
Was  Emperour  ychofe,  as  fill  by  heritage. 
In  whofe  tyme  fikerlich  the  feven  Sages  were 
In  Rome  ydw/elling  decently;  and yf  yee  lufl;  to  Icre 
How  they  were  yclepid,  or  I  ferther  goon, 
I  woU  tell  you  the  names  of  them  everichone. 
And  declare  yeu  the  caufe  why  they  ther  nana^s 
The  firft  was  ycleped  Sother  Legifeer,  [here. 

This  is  thus  much  for  to  fey,  as  man  bering  the  laiua.: 
And  fo  he  did  tr^wly;  for  lever  he  had  be  fclawe 
Then  do  oir  fey  eny  thing  that  fpwned  out  of  refon. 
So  cleen  was  his  confcieiice  yfet  in  trowith  ai^d 

refon. 
Marcus  Stoycus  the  fecond,  fo  pepill  hym  highte. 
That  is  to  mene  in  our  conftert,  a  leper,  oj  the  right  % 
And  fo  he  did  full  trewe ;  for  the  record  and  the 

plees  ,  [fees 

He  wrote  them  evir  trewly,  and  took  noon  othir 
But-  fuch  as  was  ordynid  tp  take  by  the  yere : 
Now,  Lord  God!  in  Crift^cdow,  1  WoW  it  were  fo 
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The  third  Craffus  Afulus  among  men  clepidvvas, 
An  houfe  of  rcji,  and  efe,  and  cowi/ail,  in  every  cafe  : 
For  to  onderftond  that  was  his  name  full  right, 
For  evirmore  the  counfails  he  helpid  wyth  al  his 
Antonius  Judeus  the  ferth  was  yclepid,     [myght 
That  was  asmuch  to  nieen,  aswele  me  myght  have 
As  any  pofed  of  ail  the  long  yere,  [clepid 

That  myght  have  made  hym  fory  or  chongit  onys 

chere, 
But  evirmore  rejoycing,  what  that  evir  betid, 
Fcr  his  hert  was  evir  mery,  right  as  the  fomer 
Summus  Philopater  was  the  fifft'is  name,   [bridd. 
That  thoughe  men  wold  flee  hym,  or  do  hym  al 

the  fhdrne, 
Angir,  or  difefe,  as  evil  as  men  couthe. 
Yet  wold  he  love  them  nevir  the  wers  in  hert  ne 

in  mowithi 
His  will  was  cleen  iindir  his  foot,  and  nothiiig 

hym  above, 
Ther'fore  he  Was  clepid  Fathlr  of  perfite  love. 
The  fixth  and  the  fevinth  of  thefe  Sevin  Sages 
Was  Stypio  and  Sithero,  as  thes  word  Aftrclages 
Was  firname  to  them  both  aftir  tlieir  fcience.s ; 
For  of  aftronomy  fikerlich  the  couirs  and  all  the 

fences 
Bothe  they  knowhit  wele  iiloughe,  and  wei'  right 

fotil  of  art. 
But  now  to  othir  purpofe,  for  her  I  woU  depart 
As  lightly  as  I  can,  and  draw  to  my  matere. 
In  that  fame  tyme  that  thefe  Sages  were 
Dwellyng  thus  in  Room,  a  litill  without  the  walks. 
In  the  fubarbis  of  the  town,  of  chambris  and  of 

hallis, 
And  all  other  howfeing  that  to  a  lord  belongit, 
"Was  noon  wythyn  the  cete,  ne  noon  fo  wele  be- 

hongit 
With  docers  of  highe  pryfe,ne  wallid  fo  aboute, 
Ai6  was  a  Senatours  houswythyn  and  ekewithoute. 
Favinus  was  his  name,  a  worthe  man  and  rich; 
And,  for  to  fey  ftiortlych,  in  Room  was  noon  hym 

lyche. 
His  portis  and  his  eftris  were  full  evenaunte 
Of  trefour  and  of  lordftiyp;  alfo  the  moft  vailatit 
He  was,  and  eke  ycom  of  high  lynage  : 
And  atlaft  he  toke  awyfFlifce  to  his  peerage; 
For  Noriture  and  connyng.,  beivte  and parenlyne, 
IVer  tho  countid  more  luorth  than  goldor  fylvir  fyne. 
But  now  it  is  al  othir  in  many  mann'ys  thought, 
Fpr  :',  uk  ys  noiv  ymarried,  and  vertufet  at  nought 
Fawnus  and  his  worthy  wyff  wer  to  gidir  aloon 
Fyveteene  wyntir  fulliche,  and  iffu  had  they  noon, 
Wher'for  ther  joyis  wer  not  half  parfite. 
For  uttirlich  to  have  a  child  was  al  ther  delite, 
That  myght  enjoy  ther  heritage  and  weld  their 

honour, 
And  eke  when  they  were  febill  to  their  trew  fo- 

coure. 
Their  faftyng  and  their  prayir,  and  all  that  evir 

they  wrought. 
As  pilgrimage  and  almfded,  ever  they  befought 
That  God  would  of  his  goodnes  fom  fruyte  be- 

twene  them  fend  : 
Fro  gynnyng  of  their  fpoufaill,  the  myidil,  and 
th?  €i?d, 
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This  was  their  moft  befynes,  and  all  otWr  delltes, 
And  eke  this  world'is  rychis,  they  fet  at  htil  price. 
So  at  laft,  as  God  wold,  it  fill  oppon  a  dey, 
As  this  lady  fro  chirchward  went  in  the  wey, 
A  child  gan  ftere  in  her  womb,  as  Godd'is  wylwa*, 
Wher'of  flie  gan  to  mervill,  and  made  fhortir  pas, 
Wyth  colour  pale  and  eke  wanne,  and  full  in  he- 

vynes. 
For  flie  had  nevir  tofore  that  day  fuch  manerc 

fekenes. 
The  wymmen  that  with  hir  were  gon  to  behold 
The  lady  and  her  chere,  but  nothing  they  told, 
But  feir  and  foft  wyth  efe  homwafd  they  her 

led: 
For  her  foden  fekenes  ful  fore  they  were  adred. 
For  fhe  was  inlich  gentil,  kynd  and  amyabill. 
And  eke  trewe  of  hert,  and  nothyng  variabill. 
She  lovid  God  above  all  thing,  and  dred  fyn  and 

fhamei 
And  Agea  fikerly  was  her  rightful!  name. 
So   aftir,  in   brefF  tyme,  when  it  was  purfeyved 
That  fhe  had  done  a  womans  dede,  and  had  a 

child  confeyvyd, 
The  joy  that  Ihe  made  ther  may  no  tung  tell ; 
And  al  fo  much,  or  more,  yf  1  ne  ly  Ihell, 
Favinus  made  in  his  behalf  for  this  glad  tyding. 
That  I  trowe  I  leve  the  emperour  ne  the  kyng 
Tvlade  no  bettir  cher  to  wyff,  ne  no  moremyrtK, 
Then  Fawnus  to  Agea.    And  wheii  the  tyme  of 

birth 
Nyghid   ner   and    ner,  aftir  cours  of  kynd, 
Wetith  wele  in  ceften  that  all  the  wyt  and  mynd 
Of  Fawnus  was  continuell  of  feir  dely  veraunce 
Betwene  Agea  and  his  child,  and  made  grete  or- 

denaunce 
Ageyti  the  tyme  it  fhuld  be  bore,  as  it  was  for 

to  doun. 
So  as  God  wold  whan  tyme  cam  Agea  had  a 

fon  ; 
But  joy  that  Fawnus  made  was  dobil  tho  to  fore 
When  that  lie  knew  in  certen  fhe  had  a  fon  ybore, 
And  fent  anoon  for  nurfis  four,  and  no  lefs, 
To  reule  this  child.  Afterward  as  yeris  did  pas, 
The  child  was  kept  fo  tenderly  that  it  throff  wel 

the  bet, 
For  what  the  noriflies  axit  anoon  it  was  yfett^ 
In  his  chambir  it  iiorifhed  was;  to  town  it  mut 

nat  go  : 
Fawnus  lovid  it  fo  cherely  hit  myght  nat  part 

hym  fro. 
It  was  fo  feyr  a  creature  as  myght  be  on  lyve 
Of  lymys    and   of  fetours,  and  growe   wondir 

blyve. 
This  child  that  I  of  tell,  Berinus  was  his  name, 
Was  ovir  much  cherisfhed,  which  turned  hym  into 

grame, 
As  yee  fhuU  here  aftir,  when  time  comyth  and 

fpafe ;  .  \j>lafe; 

For  /iftir  fivete   the  foure  comyth  full  oft  in  many  » 
For   as   fone   as   he   coud   go  and  alfo  fpcke 
All  that  he  fet  his  ey  on,  or  aftir  lift  tobeke, 
Anoon  he  fhuld  it  have,  for  no  man  hym  wer- 

nyd.  [nyd 

But  it  had  be  wel  bettir  he  had  be  wele  ylcr- 
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'^orititrt  and  gentilnes,  and  had  yhad  fome  hey, 
For  it  fill  fo  aftir  wyth  what  child  he  did  pley 
Yf  the  pley  ne  likid  hym   he   wold   brekc  his 

hade, 
.Or  wyth  a  knyfF  hym  hurt  ryght  nygh  hond  to  be 

dede  : 
For  ther  nas  knyght  ne  fquyer  in  his  fadlrs  houfe, 
That  thought  his  owne  perfone  mofte  corajoui'e, 
That  did  or  feyd  eny  thing  Berinus  to  difplefe 
That  he  n'old  fpetoufly  anoon  oppon  him  refe  ; 
Wher'of  his  fadir  had  joy  and  his  modir  alfo  : 
Yetitfemith  to  many  a  man  it  was  nat  wifely  do. 
When  Beryn  paflcd  was  feven  yere,  and  grew  in 

more  age, 
He  wrought  ful  many  an  evil  chek  ;  for  fuch  was 

his  corage 
That  there  he  wift  or  might  do  eny  evill  dede 
He  wold  nevir  fefe  for  ought  that  men  him  feid, 
Whe'fore  many  a  pore  man  ful  oft  was  agrevid ; 
But  Fawnus  and  Agea  ful  light  theron  belevid  : 
And  thoughe  men  wold  pleyne  ful  fliort  it  lliuld 

availe, 
For  Fawnus   was    fo    myghty,  and    chefF  of  all 

counfaill 
With  Auguftyn  the  Emperour,  that  all  men  hym 

drad, 
And  lete  pas  ovir  mifchefe  and  harmys  that  they 

had. 
^erinus   ferthermore    lovid    well    the    dife, 
And  for  to  pley  at  hazard,  and  held  ther'  of  grete 

pryfe, 
And   all  othir   gamys  that    lofery  was   in, 
And  evirmore  he  loft,  and  nevir  myght  wyn. 
Berynus  at  hazard  many  a  nyght  he  wakid. 
And  oft  tyme  it  fill  fo  that  he  cam  hom  al  nakid  : 
And  that  was  all  his  joy,  for  right  wele  he  knew 
That  Agea  his  modir  wold  cloth  hym  newe. 
Thus  Berynus  lyvid,  as  1  have  told  to  fore, 
Tyll  he  was  of  the  age  of  eightene  yere  or  more. 
But  othir  whyls  amongis  for  pleyntis  that  were 

grete 
fawnus  made  amendis,  and  put  them  in  quiete  : 
So  was  the  fadir  caufe  the  fone  was  fo  wyld  ; 
And  fo  have  many  mo  fuch  of  his  own  child 
Be  caufe  of  his  undoyng,  al  we  mowe  fe  al  day  ; 
For  Thing  ytaie  is  hard  to  put  aivey, 
i^s  hors  thai  etfir  trottid,  trewlich  1  yew  telle, 
It  -were  hard  to  make  hym  aftir  to  ambill  ivelle  : 
Ryght  fo  by  Beryn ;  when  he  had  his  luft  and  wyll 

when  he  v>'as  lite 
It  fliuld  be  hevy  afterward  to  reve  his  old  delite. 
Save  the  whele  of  Fortune,  that  no  man  may 

withftonde. 
For  every  man  on  lyve  ther'on  he  is  gond ; 
Q  fpoke  fhe  turnyd  bakward,  righte  at  high  noone, 
All  ageyn  Eerfnus,  as  ye  fhull  here  fone» 
Agea  his  modir  fell  in  grete  fikenes. 
And  fent  aftir  hufbond  wyth  wordis  hire  to  lis. 
And  for  fhe  wold  tell  hym  hir  hole  hert'is  wyll 
Er  file  out  of  the  world  partid,  as  it  was  right  and 

Ikill. 
When  Fawnus  was  ycome,  and  faw  fo  rodylefe 
Hys  wyff  that  was  fo  derfj  that  for  love  he  chefe, 
Vol.  I. 
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No  mervell  though  his  hert  wer  in  grete  morn* 

ing. 
For  he  purfcyvyd  fullich  flie  drewe  to  hir  endyng  : 
Yit  made  he  othir  chere  then  in  his  hert  was 
To  put  awey  difcomfort,  diffimilying   wyth  his 

fafe 
The  hevynes  of  his  hert :  wyth  chere  he  did  it 

clofe, 
For  fuch  a  manner  craft  ther  is  wyth  them  caa 

glofe; 
Save  that  tournyth  all  to  cautele  :  but  Fawnus 

did  nat  fo, 
For  wetith  wele  in  certeyn.  his  hert  was  full  of  wo 
For  his  wyfF  Agea  ;  and  yit  for  craft  he  couth 
The  teris  fro  his  eyin  ran  doun  by  his  mowith  : 
When  he  faw  the  pangis  of  deth  comyng  fo  (aft 
Oppon  his  wyff  Agea  almoft  his  hert  to  braft. 
Agea  lyfft  up  hir  eyen,  and  beheld  the  chere 
Of  hir  hufbond  Fawnus,  that  was  fo  trew  a  fere, 
And  feyd.  Sir,  why  do  ye  thus  ?  this  is  an  dying 

fare 
In  comfort  of  us  both,  yf  yee  might  fpare 
And  put  awey  thys  hevynes  whyle  that  yee  and  £ 
Myght    fpcke    of   othir    thyngis,   for  Deth   mc 

nyghithnygh. 
For  to  body  ne  to  foule  this  vailyth  nat  a  karfe. 
Now  tellyth  on,  quod  Fawnus,  and  I  wol  lete  ic 
For  the  time  of  talkying  as  wele  as  I  may    [pas 
But  out  of  my  remembraunce  onto  my  endyng 

day 
Yeur  deth  woll  nevir,  I  woot  it  wele,  but  evir  be 

in  my  mynd. 
Then,  good   Sir,  quod  Agea,  beth  to  my  foule 

kynd 
When  my  body  is  out  of  fight,  for  thcrto  have  t 

nede. 
For  truer  make  then  yee  be  in  word  ne  in  dede 
Had  nevir  woman,  ne  more  kyndnes 
Hath  fhev/ed  unto  his  make,  I  know  right  wele 

iv/is  : 
Now  wold  ye  fo  her  after  in  hert  be  as  trewe. 
To  lyve  wythout  make,  and  on  yeur  fone  rewe. 
That  litiU  hath  ylernid  fithens  he  was  bore  : 
Let  hym  have  no  ftepmodir,  for  children  have 

tofore 
Comelich  they  lovith  nat :  wherfore  wyth  hert  I 

prey 
Have  chere  onto  yeur  fone  aftir  my  endyng  dayj 
For  fo  God  me  help  and  I  laift  yew  behynd 
Shuld  nevir  man  on  lyve  bryng  it  in  my  mynd 
To  be  no  more  y weddit,  but  lyve  foule  aloon. 
Now  yee  know  all  my   wyll,   good    Sir,   think 

ther'on. 
Certis,  quod  Fawnus,  whils  I  have  wyttis  fyve 
I  think  nevir  aftir  yew  to  have  another  wyfF. 
The  preeft  was  com  therwythall  for  to  do  hir 

rightis  ; 
Fawnus  toke  his  leve,  and  all  the  othir  knyghtis, 
Hir  kyndrid  and  frendis  kiiTed  hir  echone  ; 
It  is  no  nede  to  axe  wher  ther  was  dole  or  noon, 
Agea  caft  her  ey  up,  and  lokid  all  aboute, 
And  w^old  have  kiflid  Beryn,  but  then  was  hq 

wytkoute, 
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Fleying  to  the  hazard,  as  he  was  wont  to  doon, 
For  as  lone  as  he  had  ete  he  wold  ren  out  anoon ; 
And  when  fte  faw  he  was  not  ther  that  fhe  thought 

moft  on 
Hire  fekenes  and  hire  mournyng  bcrft  her  hert 

anoon. 
A  damfell  tofore  that  was  ron  into  the  tonne 
For  to  fcche  Beryn,  that  pleyedfor  his  gowne, 
And  had  ahnofi  loft  it,  right  as  the  damfell  cam, 
And  fwore  and  ftarid  as  he  was  wodd,  as  longit 

to  the  game. 
The  damfell  feyd  to   Beryn,  Sir,  ye   mufl  com 

home, 
For.  tut  ye  hygh  blyve  that  yee  wer  ycome 
Yeur  mothir  woll  be  dede  ;  flie  is  yit  on  lyve  : 
Yf  ye  wol  fpeke  wyth  her  yec  muft  hygh  blyve. 
Who  bad  fo,  lewd  Kitt  i  Your  fadir.  Sir,  quod 

flie. 
Go  home,  lewd  vifenag,  that  evil  mut  thow  the  ! 
Quod  Beryne  to  the  damfell,  and  gan  her  fray  and 

fcer. 
And  bad  the  devill  of  hell  hir  fliould  to  tere. 
Haft    thow   ought    els    to   do  but  let  me  of  my 

game  ? 
Now  by  God  in  hevin,  by  Peter,  and  by  Jame, 
Quoth  Beryn  in  grete  aflgir,  and  fwore  be  book 

and  bell, 
Reherfying  many  namys  mo  than  me  lyft  to  tell, 
N'er  thow  my  fadirs  meflenger  wer  thou  fhuldift 

nevir  ete  brede  * 
I  had  levir  my  modir  and  alfo  thou  wer  dede 
Then  I  iliuM  lefe  the  game  that  I  am  nowgh  in ; 
And  fmote  the   damfell  undir  the  ere,  the  weet 

gon  upward  fpyn  : 
The  death  of  Agea  he  fet  at  litill  pryfe ; 
So  in  that  wrath  frolick  Beryn  threw  the  dyfe. 
And  loft  wyth  that  fame  caft  al  wasleyde  adown. 
And  ftert  up  in  a  wood  rage,  and  ballid  on  liis 

crown. 
And  fo   he  did  the  remnaunt,  as  many  as  wold 

abyde ; 
But  for  drede  of  Fawnus  his  felawls  gan  tohyde, 
And  nevir  had  wyll,  ne  hft,  wyth  Beryn  for  to 

fyght. 
But    evir    redy    to    pley    and    wjn    what   they 

myght. 
The  deth  of  Agea  fprang  about  the  towne, 
And  every  man  that  herd  the  befl  for  her  fowne 
Bemouy'd    her   full  fore  ;    faff  Beryn  toke  none 

hcde. 
Eat  fouglit  anotliir  feleflaip,  and  qoyklich  to  them 

yede, 
To  fuch  manner  company  as  fliuld  nevir  thryve, 
For  fuch  he  lovid  bettir  then  his  modir's  lyve  ; 
And  evirmore  it  fliuld  be  nyght  or  he  wold  home 

drawe. 
For  of  his  fadir  in  certeyn  he  had  no  manner  awe; 
For  cvir  in  his  yowith  he  had  al  his  wyll. 
And  was  ypalTed  chaitifmg  bat  men  wold  liym 

kyll. 
Fawnus   for   Agea,  as  it  was  well  fittmg, 
Made  grete  ordenaunce  for  hir  burying, 
Of  prelatis  and  of  preeftis,  and  of  all  othir  thyng. 
As  thouijhsilie  had  be  a  wyff  of  a  worthy  feing 
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It  myght  nat  have  be  mendit ;  fuch  was  his  gei3- 

tilnes. 
For  at  hir  enteryng  was  many  a  worthy  mefle. 
For  four  weeks  full,  or  he  did  her  intere, 
She  ley  in  lede  wythyn  his  houfe  ;  but  Beryn  cam 

not  there, 
Namelith  into  the  place  where  his  raodir  ley, 
Ne  onys  wold  he  a  Fater  rmjier  for  hir  foule  fey  : 
His  thought  was    all    in  unthryft,  lechery,  and 

And  drawyng  all  to  foly,  for  Yoivith  is  recbla. 
But  ther  it  is  refreyned  and  hath  fom  manere  eye  : 
And  ther'fore  methinkith  that  I  may  wele  fey 
A  man  ypaffid  yowith,  and  is  wythout  lore, 
May  be  wele  ylikened  to  a  tre  wythout  more. 
That  may  nat  bowe  ne  here  fruyte,  but  root  and 

ever  waft  : 
Ryght  fo  by  yowith  farith  that  no  man  lift  tc* 

chaft. 
This  mowe  we  know  verely  by  experience,      . 
That  Yerd  mahith  •vertu  and  bene'volence 
In  ch: Idhode for  1 0  gro-we ,  as  provlth  ymagynacioune  J 
A  plant  whils  it   is   grene,  or   it  have  domina- 

cioune, 
A  man  may  wyth  his  fyngers  ply  it  wher  hyiil- 

lyft. 
And  make  tber'of  a  flrakiU,  a  with,  or  a  twift ; 
But  let  the  plant  ftond,  and  yeris  ovirgrowe. 
Men  (hull  not  wyth  both  his  hondis  unnethis  make 

it  bo\ve  : 
No  more  myght  Fawnus  make  his  fone  Beryn, 
When  he  grew  in  age,  to  his  lore  enclyne; 
For  every  day  when  Beryn  rofe  unwalh  he  wold 

dyne. 
And  draw  hym  to  his  feleiliip  as  even  as  a  lyne, 
And  then  com  home  and  ete,  and  foop,  and  fclepe 

at  nyght  : 
This  was  al  his  bcfynes  but  yf  that  he  did  fight ; 
Wher 'for  his  fadir 's  hert  Fawnus  gan  for  to  blede, 
That  of  his  modir  that  ley  at  home  he  toke  na 

more  hede  : 
And  fo  did  all  the  pepill  that  dwellid  in  the  town' 
Of  Beryn's  wildnes  gon  fpeke  and  eke  roun. 
Favi'nus  oppon  a  dey,  when  Beryn  cam  at  eve. 
Was  fet  oppon  a  purpofe  to  make  his  fone  leve 
All  his  fhrewd  taichis  wyth  goodnes  if  he  myghtj 
And  taught  hym  feir  and  foft,  but  Beryn  toke  it 

light. 
And  countid  at  litill  pryfe  al  his  fadir*s  tale. 
Fawnus  faw  it  wold  nat;  with  colour  wan  and  pale 
He  partid  from  his  fone,  and  wyth  a  forowfnll 

hert. 
I  ne  can  write  halfyndele  how  fore  he  hid  fmert 
■^I'he  difobeying  of  his  fone'  and  his  wyf 'is  detb,. 
That,  as  the  book  tellith,  he  wilhedthat  his  breth 
Had  ybeen  above  the  ferkill  celeftyne, 
So  fervent  was  his  forowe,his  angir,  and  hispyne^ 
So,  Ihoitly  to  conclude,  Agea  was  intend, 
And  Tawnus  livid  wyfles  three  yere  were  ywerld, 
Wher'cf  ther  was  grete  fpeche  for  his  high  honour  J 
Fyll  at  laft  word  cam  onto  the  Emperour 
Fhat  fawnus  was  without  wyfe,  and  feld  was  jo- 

counde, 
But  nrnrnyng  fox  Agea  tliat  he  was  to  ybound, ' 
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And  lyvid  as  an  hermyte,  foule  and  dcftltute, 
Wythout  confolacioune,  penfyff  oft  and  mute  : 
Wher'far  Auguftinus,  of  Rome  the  Emperour, 
Was  inwardlich  fofy,  and  in  grete  dolour, 
Wyth  that  the  feven  Sagis  and  Senatouris  all 
Were  aflemblid,  to  difcryve  what  fliuld  thcr'of 

fall; 
The  wych  feyd  fhortly;  For  a  moleftatioune 
Ther  was  nobn  othir  remedy  but  a  confolacioiirie ; 
For  Wbofoiver  in  eny  thing  difplejid  or  agrevid 
Muji  by  a  I'ike  thing  egall  he  reme-uid. 
And  when  the  Emperour  knew  all  their  determi- 

nacioune, 
Quictlich  in  his  mynd  he  had  imaginacioune 
That  Fawnus  for  Agea  was  in  high  diftres, 
And  muft  ycurid  be  wyth  palTyng  gentilnes 
Of  fom  lufty  lady,  that  of  pulchritude 
Were  excellent   al  othir  :    fo;    fhortly   to   con- 
clude, 
The  Emperour  had  a  love  tofbre  he  had  a  wyf 
That  helovid  as  hertlich  as  his  own  lyf, 
As  was  as  feir  a  creature  as  fone  myght  befliyne  ; 
So  excellent  of  bewte  that  Ihe  myght  be  fhryne 
To  all  othir  wymmen  that  wer  tho  lyvand  : 
But  for  the  Emperour  had  a  wyf  ye  mul  wele  on- 

deiHond 
He  cam  nat  in  hir  company  to  have  his  delite  ; 
For   Criftendonic  and  confcience  was  tho  more 

perfite 
Then  it  is  now  adayis,  yf  I   durft  tell  : 
But  I  wol  leve  at  this  tyme.     Tiian  Fawnus  al 

fo  well 
Was  aftir  fent  in  heft,  of  feknes  to  be  curyd  ; 
So  what  fdi:  drede  and  ellis  they  wer  both  en- 

furyd 
In  prefence  of  the  Emperour,  fb  Fawnus  myght 

nat  flee ; 
It   was    the    Emperours    wyll,    it  myght   noon 

othir  be. 
So  wythin   a  tyme  Agea    was   forgete^ 
For  Fawnus  thought  litill  on  that  he  hir  behight : 
For  as  the  feven  Sagis  had  afore  declarid 
It  cam  all  to  purpos ;  For  Fawnus  litil  carid 
For  eny  thing  at  all  faVe  his  wyff  to  plefe. 
That  Rame  was  yclepid  :  for  reft  nethir  efe 
■  Fawnus  nevir  had  but  of  her  prefence  : 
So  was  his  hert  on  her  yfet   that   he   Coud  no 

defence, 
Save  evirmore  be  wytli  hir,   and    flare  on  hir 

vifage, 
That  the  moft  part  of  Room  held  it  for  dotage, 
And  had  much  marvell  of  his  vaf  iaunce  r 
But  What  is  thai  Fortune  cannot  put  in  chance  ? 
For  ther  n'as  man  on  lyve  on  Woman  more  be- 

dotid 
Then  Fawnus  was  in  Rame,  ne  half  fo  much 

yfotid. 
Wyth  that  Rame  had  knowlech  that  Fawnttswas 

yfmyt 
Wyth  the  dart  of  Love  :  ye  mowe  ryght  wele 

it  wyt 
That  all  that  evir  fne  eoud  caft  or  ythynck 
Was  all  ageyn  Berynus,  for  manjr  a  fotiil  wrench 
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She  thought  and  wrought  day  by  day,  ds  meny 

Wemeii  doon, 
Tyll  they  have  of  their  defire  the  full  conclu- 

fioUne  : 
For  the  more  that  Fawhus  of  Rame  did  made 
The  more  dangerous  was  Rame  and  of  chere 

fade, 
And  kept  wele  hir  purpdfc  undir  covirture  : 
She  Was  the  las  to  blame  ;  it  grew  of  nature. 
But  though  that  Rame  wrought  fo,  God  forbede 

that  alle 
Wer  of  that  condiciouhe.     Yet  touch  no  matf  the 

gall, 
It  is  my  plein  cotinfell,  but  doith  as  othir  doith  : 
Take  yeur  part  as  it  tomith  of  roughe  and  eke  of 

fmoothe. 
Yit  noritur^  wit  and  gentilnes,  refon  and  perfite 

mynde, 
E>oth|all  thefe  worthy  women  to  worch  agenys 

kyndcj 
That  thoughe  they   be  agrevid   they   fuffir  and 

endure, 
And  paffith  ovir  for  the  beftj  and  fblowith  nothing 

nature. 
But  how  to  Rame's  purpofe,  and  w^hat  was  hir 

defire, 
Sliortly  to  conclude,  to  make  debate  and  ire 
Betwene  the  fadir  and  the  fone,  as  it  was  likely 

tho; 
■WTiat  for  his  cdhdicioune,  and  what  for  love  alfoi 
That  Fawnus  owt  to  his  wyff,  the  rathir  he  mult 

hir  leve; 
And  grant  for  to  mend,  yf  oUght  hir  did  greve. 
Befinus  evir  wrought  i-ighi  as  he  did  before. 
And  Rame  made  hym  chefe  of  love,  ther  myght 

no  woman  more. 
And  gaff  hym  gold  and  clothing  evtr  as  he  did 

lefe, 
Of  the  beft  that  he  coiid  ought  wher  in    town 

chefe, 
And  fpeke  full  feir  wyth  hym,  to  make  al  thyng 

dede ; 
Yit  wold  file  have  yete  his  hert  wythout  fait  or 

brede  : 
She  hid  fo  hir  felony;  and  fpak  fo  in  covert, 
That  Beryn  myght  nat  fpy  it  but  lite  of  Ram'yS 

hert. 
So,  ftiortly  to  pas  ovir^  it  fill  oppoh  a  nyghte, 
When   Fawnus  and  his   frefli   wyf  wer  to  bed 

ydight, 
He  toke  hir  in  his  arniiys  ^nd  made  hir  hertly 

chere, 
Ther  niyght  no  man  betir  make  to  his  fere, 
And  feyd, Myn  ertly  joy,  rayn  hertis  full  pleiauftce^ 
My  ivele,  my  woo,  ffly  paradife,  my  lyv'is  fuftc" 

naunce ! 
V/hy  ne  be  ye  mery,  why  be  ye  fo  &.\iAf 
Sith  ye  know  I  am  yeur  own  right  as  yetir  fi^r^ 

woil  ? 
Now  tell  on  love,  myn  own  hert  f  yf  yfi  eylitft 

ought. 
For  and  it  be   in  my  power  anoon  it  fltali  W 
Wiought. 
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Rame  wytli  that  gan  fighe,  and  wyth  a  wepeing 

chere 
Undid   the  bagg   of  trechery,  and  feide  In  this 

manere  ; 
JSTo  mervell  though  myn  hert  be  foi'e  and  full  of 

dele, 
tor  when  T  to  yew  weddit  was  wrong  went  my 

whele. 
But  who  may  be  ageyns  hap  and  aventure  ? 
Therfor  as  wele  as  I  may  myne  I ,  jUt  endure. 
Wyth  many  fliarp  wordis  (he  fet  his  hert  on  feir 
Topurchafe  with  hir  pra6tik  that  flie  did  defire  : 
But  hoolich  all  hir  wordis  I  cannot  wele  reherfc, 
Ne  write  ne  endite  how  fhe  did  perce 
Through  Fawny's  hert  and  his  fcull  alfo  ; 
For  more  petoufe  compleync  of  forowe  and  of  woo, 
Made  nevir  woman,  ne  more  petoully. 
Then  Rame   made    to    Fawnys  :   flie  fmote  full 

bitterly 
Into  the  veyn,  and  through  his  hert  blood; 
She  bloderit  fo  and  wept,  and  was  fo  high  on 

mode, 
That  u'nneth  fhe  myght  fpeke  but  othir  while 

among 
Wordis  of  difcomfort,  and  hir  hondis  wrong; 
For  alas  and  woo  the  tyme  that  fhe  weddit  was ! 
Was  evir  more  the  frefreit  when  fhe  myght  have 

fpafe. 
I  am  yweddit ;  ye,  God  woot  beft  in  what  maner 

and  how  ! 
For  yf  it  wer  fo  fall  I  had  a  child  by  you. 
Lord !    how  fhuld  he  lyve,  how   fhuld  he  com 

awey  ? 
Slth  Beryn  is  yeur  firft  fone,  and  heir  aftir  yenr 

day  ? 
But  yf  that  he  had  grace  to  fcoole  for  to  goo, 
To    have    fom    maner    conning  that    he  myght 

trufl;  to, 
For  Jts  it  now  flondeth  it  were  the  beft  rede, 
For,  fo  God  me  help,  I  had  levir  he  wer  dede 
Than  wer  of  fuch  condicioune  or  of  fuch  lore 
As  Beryn  yeur  fone  is ;  it  wer  bett  he  wer  unbore, 
For  he  doith  nat  ellis  fave  at  hazard  pley. 
And  comyth  home  al  nakid  ech  othir  dey  ; 
For  within  this  month  that  I  have  wyth  yeu  be 
Fiftene  fithis,  for  verry  grete  pite 
I  have  yclothid  hym  al  new  when  he  was  to  tore, 
For  evirmore  he  feyde  the  old  were  ylore. 
Now  and  he  wer  my  fone  I  had  levir  he  were  yfod, 
For  and  he  pley  fo  long  half  our  lyvelode 
Wold  fcarfly  fufJife  hymfelf  oon, 
And  n'ere  yee  wold  be  grevid,  I  fwere  be  Seynt 

John 
He  fhuld  aftir  this  dey  be  clothid  no  more  for  me. 
But    he   wold   kepe    them   bettir   and  draw  fro 

nycete. 
Now  gentill  wyfF,  gramcy  of  yeur  wife  tale, 
I  thynk  wel  the  more  that  I  fey  no  fale ; 
For  towchyng  my  grevaunce,  that  Berj^n  goith 

al  nakid, 
Treulich  that  grevaunce  is  fomwhat  afclakid  : 
Let  hym  aloon,  I  prey  yew,  and  I  woU  con  yew 

thank, 
Por  in  fuch  Ipfery  he  hatlj  loft  many  a  frank. 


The  devil  hym  fpede  that  rech  yf  lie  be  td  MfC,. 
And  he  ufe  it  hereaftir  as  he  hath  doon  to  fore. 
Beryn  arofe  a  morowe,  and  cried  wondir  fafl. 
And  axid  aftir  clothis,  but  it  was  all  in  waft  ; 
Ther  was  no  man   tendant  for  hym  in  all  the 

houfe  ; 
The  whele  was  ychaungit  into  anothir  cours. 
Fawnus  herd  his  fone  wele  how  he  began  to  cry, 
And  rofe  up  anoon  and  to  hym  did  high, 
And  had  forgete  nothyng  that  Rame  had  yfeyde. 
For  he  boillid  fo  his  heft  he  was  nat  well  apayde. 
He  went  into  the  chambir  ther  his  fone  ley. 
And  fet  hym  down  in  a  chair,  and  thus  he  gan  t» 

fey  : 
My  gentil  fone  Beryn,  now  feir  I  wol  ye  teche  ; 
Rew  oppon  thy  felf,  and  be  thyne  own  leche. 
Manhode  is  ycom  now,  myne  own  dere  fone. 
It  is  tyme  thov/  be  aweynyd  of  thyn  old  wone  : 
And  thow  art   %o  wynters,  and  naught  haft  of 

dodlryne  ; 
Yit  woldift  thow  draw  to  perSte  the  worfhip  wold 

be  thyne. 
To  noritur  and  goodihip,  and  al  honeft  thing, 
Ther  myght  com  to  myn  hert  no  more  glad  ty- 

ding. 
Leve  now  al  thy  foly  and  thy  rebawdry, 
As  tablis  and  mervellis,  and  the  hazardry. 
And  draw  the  to  the  company  of  honeft  men  aircT 

good. 
Els  leve  thov/  me  as  wele  as  Crifte  died  on  the 

rode; 
And  for   al   menkynd  his  ghoft   pas  lete, 
Thow  fhalt  for  me  heraftir  ftond  on  thyn  own  fete. 
For  I  woll  no  longir  fufiir  this  aray 
To  clothe  the  al  new  eche  othir  dey. 
Yf  thow  v/olt  draw  the  to  wit,  and  rebawdrj- 

withdraw,  » 

Of  fuch  good  as  God  have  fent  yn  part  have  flidt 

thow  : 
And  if  thow  wolt  nat,  my  feme,  do  as  I  the  tell, 
Of  me  fhalt  thow  naught  have,  truft  me  right  welL 
Wenyft  thow  wyth  thy  dife-pleying  hold  myn  ho- 

noure 
Aftir  my  deth  dey  ?  Then  Beryn  gan  to  loure, 
And  feide.  Is  this  a  fermon  or  a  prechement  ? 
Ye  were  nat  wont  herto  ;  how  is  this  ywent  ? 
Sendith  for  fome  clothing  that  I  wer  ago ; 
My  felawis  lokith  aftir  me,  I  woot  well  they  do  fo  ? 
I  woll  nat  leve  my  felelhip  ne  my  rekelagis, 
Ne  my  dife-pleying,  for  all  yeur  heretages  : 
Doith  yeur  beft  wyth  them  by  yeur  lyf  day, 
For  v/ben  they  fall  to  me  I  wol  do  as  I  may, 
benedkite  I  fadir,  who  hath  enformyd  you, 
And  fet  you  into  ire,  to  make  me  chere  rowe  ? 
But  I  know  wele  inough  whens  this  counfaill  cam  J 
Trewlich  of  yeur  own  wyfe,  that  evil  dame : 
Com  oppon  hir  body  that  fals  putaigne. 
For  trewHch,  fadir,  yee  dote  on  hir,  and  fo  all  men 

feyne. 
Alas  that  evir  a  manjhuld,  that  h  of  high  eouttfaile-i 
Set  all  his  ivifdom  on  his  •u^y'v  s  taile  ! 

Yee  lovith  hir  fo  much  fhe  hath  benome  yeur 

wyt, 
And  I  may  curs  the  tyra?  that  evir  ye  wer  yknyt^ 
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l<of  now  1  am  in  certen  1  have  a  flepmodir  : 
They  been  Ihrewis,  fom  ther  been,  but  few,  othir. 
Vel  Fikil  Flaptail,  fuch  oon  as  fhe  ys, 
For  all  my  pleying  at  dife  yit  do  yee  more  amys  : 
Yee  have   yloft  yeur   name,  yeur    worfliip,  and 

yeur  feith, 
So  dote  ye  on  hir,  and  levith  all  fhe  fayith. 
Fawnus  wyth  the  fame  word  gaff  the  chayir  a  but, 
And  lepe  out  of  the  chambir,  as  who  feyd  Cut, 
And  fwore  in  verrey  woodncs  be  God  omnipo- 
tent 
That  Beryn  of  his  wordis  fliuld  fore  repent. 
Beryn  fet  nought  ther'of,  with  a  proude  hert 
Anfwerd  his  fadir,  and  axid  a  new  fhert. 
He  gropid  al  about  to  have  found  oon, 
As  he  was  wont  to  fore,  but  ther  was  noon. 
Then  toke  he  fuch  wilokis  as  he  fond  ther. 
And  beheld  hymfelf  what  man  he  wer  ; 
For  when  he  was    arayde  then  gan  he  firfle  be 

wrothe, 
For  his  womb  lokid  out  and  his  rigg  both. 
He  ftert  aftirhis  fadir,  and  he  began  to  cry, 
For  fetii  myn  array,  for  the  villany 
Ys  as  wele  yeurs  as  it  is  myne. 
Fawnus  let  him  clatir  and  cry  wel  and  fyne, 
And  paffid  forth  iliil  and  fpak  nat  a  word. 
Then  Beryn  gan  to  think  it  was  nat  al  bord 
That  his  fadir  feyde  when  he  wyth  hym  was, 
And  gan  to   think  all  about,    and  therwyth   feid 

Alafs ! 
Now  know  I  wele  forfoth  that  my  modir  is  dede  ; 
For  tho  gan  he  to  glow  firft  a  fory  mann'yis  hede. 
Now  kepe  thy  cut,  Beryn,  for  thou  fhalt  have  a 
Somwhat  of  the  world  to  lern  betir  wit  ;  [fit 

For  and  thow  wift  fikerly  what  ys  for  to  com 
Thow  woldifl  wislh  aftir  thy   deth  full  oft  and 

ylone ; 
For   Ther  ii'ys  hety'mg  half  fo  fore   wyth  fiaff  nethir 
^s  man  to  It  bete  ivitb  his  o-wn  yerd.  \_fixjerd 

■  The  pyry  is  yblowe,  hop,  Beryn,  hop, 
That  ripe  wol  heraftir  and  on  thyn  hede  drop  : 
Thou  tokifl  noon  hede  whils  it  fhoon  hoot, 
Ther  far  wynter  the  nyghith  afay  by  thy  cote. 
Beryn  for  fhame  to  town  durfl  he  nat  go. 
He  toke  his  wey  to   churchward ;  his  frend  was 

made  his  foo, 
For  angir,  forowe,  and  fhame,  and  hevynes,that 

he  had, 
Unneth  he  might  fpeke,  but  flode  half  as  mad. 

0  alas!  quod  Beryn,  what  wyt  had  I 
That  coud  nat  tofore  this  dey  know  fikerly 

.  That  my  modir  dede  was?  but  nov/  I  know  to  fore. 
And  drede  more  that  eche  day  hereaftir  more  and 
more 

1  fliall  know  and  fele  that  jny  modir  is  dede. 
Alas!  I  fmote  the  meffangere,  and  toke  of  hir  noon 

hede  : 
Alas!  I  am  right  pore;  alas!  that  I  am  nalcid  : 
Alas!  I  fclept  to  fafl,  tyl  forowe  now  hath  me 

wakid  ; 
Alas !  I  hunger  fore ;  alas  !  for  dole  and  peyn. 
For  eche  man  me  feith  hath  me  in  difdeyn. 
This  was  all  his  mirth  to  the  churchward 
,  That  cf  his  modir  Age*  he  toke  fg  litili  reward. 


34jf 
When  Beryn  was  within  the  chirch  then  gan  he 

wers  fray  : 
As  fone  as  he  faw  the  tomb  where  his  modir  lay 
His  colour  gan  to  chaunge  into  a  dedely  hew  : 
Alas,  gentill  modir !  fo  kynd  you  wer  and  trcw. 
It  is  no  mervell  for  thy  deth  though  I  fore  fmert. 
But  therwythal  the  forowe  fo  fervent  fmote  his  hert 
That  fodenly  he  fil  down  flan  dede  in  fwowe  : 
I'hat  he  had    part   of  forowe  methynkith   that 

myght  1  avowe, 
Beryn  lay  fo  long  or  he  myght  awake, 
For  al  hys  fyve  wittis  had  clcne  hym  forfake, 
Wel  myght  he  by  hymfelf,  when  refon  ycom  v.'erc, 
Undirfiond  that  Fortune  had  a  fliarp  fpere, 
And  eke  grete  power  among  high  and  lowe, 
Som  to  avaunce  and  fom  to  ovirthrowe. 
So  at  laft  whan  Beryn  a  litili  wakid  were 
He  trampelid  fafl  with  his  fete,  and  al  to  tere  his 
And  his  vifage  both,  right  as  a  wodeman,       [ere 
With  many  a  bitir  tere  that  from  his  eyen  ran, 
And  fighid  many  a  fore  figh,  and  had  much  bevy  j 

nes. 
And  evirmore  he  curfid  his  grete  unkyndnes 
To  foreyit  his  modir  whils  fhe  was  alyve. 
And  lenyd  to  hir  tombe  opon  his  tore  fclyve. 
And  wisfhida  thovv^fand  fithis  he  had  ybe  hir  by, 
And  beheld  hir  tombe  with  a  petoufe  eye. 
Now,  glorious  God!  quod  Beryn,  that   al  thing 

madifl  of  nought, 
Heven  and  erth,  man  and  befle,  lith  I  am  myf-  - 

wrought 
Of  yewe  I  axe  mercy,  focour,  and  help,  and  grace, 
For  my  myfdede  and  foly,  unthryfFe  and  trefpafe  :' 
Set  my  forowe  and  peyn  fomwhat  in  mefure 
Fro  difpeir  and  myfcheff  as  I  may  endure. 
Lord  of  all  lordis!  though  Fortune  be  my  foo 
Yit  is  thy  myght  above  to  turn  hym  to  and  fro.  '. 
Firfl  my  modirs  lyfe  Fortune  hath  me  berevid. 
And  fith  my  fadirs  love,  and  nakid  alfo  me  levid. 
What  may  he  do  more  ?  Yis,  take  awey  my  lyfe  j 
But  for  that  wer  myn  efe,  and  end  of  al  flryfe, 
Ther'for  he  doith  me  lyve  lor  my  wers  I  fey. 
That  I  fhuld  evirmore  lyve  and  nevir  for  to  dey. 
Now  leve  I  Beryn  wyth  hys  modir  tyl  I  com  aye. 
And  wol  return  me  to  Rame,  that  of  hir  fotilte 
I'-jthoughte  hir  al  aboute,  when  Beryn  was  agooij 
That  it  fhuld  be  wittid  hir,  wher'for  fhe  anoon 
In  this  wife  feyd  to  Fawnus :  Sir,  what  have  ye  do, 
Althoughe  1  fpeke  a  mery  word,  to  fuffir  your  fone' 
Nakid  into  the  town  ?  it  was  nat  my  counfaill.  [go 
What  wol  be  feyd  ther'of  ?  fikir  without  faile. 
For  I  am  his  flepmodir,  that  I  am  caufe  of  alle 
The  violence,  the  wrath,  the  angir,  and  the  gall. 
That  is  betwene  yew  both,  it  wol  be  wit  me  ; 
Y/her'for  I  prey  you  hertly  doith  hym  com  honi 

aye. 
Nay,  by  trowith,  quod  Fawijus,  for  me  comyth  he 
Sithe  he  of  my  wordis  fo  litil  prife  fet       [nat  yit  j 
As  litil  fliall  I  charge  his  eflate  alfo  : 
Sorowe  have  that  rechith  though  he  nakid  go, 
For  every  man  knowith  that  he  is  nat  wife  ;         , 
Vv^iier'for  may  be  fuppofid  his  pleying  at  dife 
Is  caufe  of  his  aray,  and  nothing  yee,  my  wyff, 
Yes  J  iwi?,  quod  Rame,  the  tale  v>'oll  he  ry^f 
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Of  me  and  of  noon  othir,  I  know  right  wel  afyne ; 
Wher^for  I  prey  you,  gentil  Sir,  and  for  love  myn, 
Th,at  he  wef  yfet  horn,  and  that  in  grete  h^ft, 
And  let  afay  offt  again  with  feirnes  hym  to  chafte  ; 
And  fend  Bsryn  clothis  and  a  new  fhert ;     [hert. 
And  made  al  wele  in  eche  fide,  and  kept  clofe  her 
^ow  fith  it  is  your  wyll,  quod  Fawnus  tho  anoon, 
That  Beryn  fliall  home  cohi,  for  yeur  fake  aloon 
I  woll  be  the  meifager  to  put  your  hert  in  efe ; 
And  els,  fo  God  me  help,  wcr  it  nat  yew  to  plefe 
The  gras  fhuld  grow  on  pament  or  I  hym  home 

bryng. 
Yet  pethirles  forth  he  went,  wyth  too  or  thre 

riding. 
From  o  ftrete  to  anothir,  enqueryng  to  and  fro 
Aftir  Beryn  in  every  plafe  wher  he  was  wont  to 
geching  eviry  halk  hoviris  two  or  thre,  [go. 

With  hazardours,  and  othir  fuch,  ther  as  he  wag 

wont  to  be, 
And  fond  hym  not  ther ;  but  to  chirche  went 

echone. 
And  at  dorr  they  ftpde  a  while  and  herd  Beryn 

made  his  mone  : 
They  herd  all  his  compleynt,  that  petoufe  was  to 

here. 
Fawnus  into  the  chirch  pryvelich  gan  pire, 
Bv.t  al  fo  fone  as  he  beheld  wher  Agea  lay 
J-Jis  teris  ran  down  be  his  chekis,  and  thus  he  gan 

to  fey  : 
A,  Agea!  myn  old  love,  and  my  new  alfo! 
Alas,  that  evir  our  hertis  fliuld  depart  atoo  ! 
t'or  in  your  gracioufe  day  is  of  hert'is  trobilnes 
I  had  nevir  knowlech,  but  of  all  gladnes  ; 
Jlemembryng  in  his  hert,  and  evir  gan  renewe 
The  goodne's  betwene  them  both,  and  hir  hert 

trewe. 
And  drew  hym  ner  to  Beryn  with  an  hevy  mode. 
But  as  fpne  as  Beryn  knew  and  ondirflode 
That  it  was  his  fadir,  he  wold  no  longir  abide, 
Bu'  anoon  he  voidit  by  the  todir  fide, 
And  Favynus  hym  encountrid,  and  feyd.  We  have 

the  fought 
Through  the  town,  my  gentil  fone,  and  ther'for 

void  the  nought. 
Though  I  feyd  a  word  or  two,  as  me  thought  for 

the  befl 
For  thyne  erudicioune,  to  drawe  the  onto  lyfe  ho- 

neft, 
■yhou  ihuldifl  nat  fo  fervently  have  take  it  to  thyn 

hert  : 
!But  fith  I  knoyv  my  wordis  doith  the  fo  fore  fmert 
Shall  no  nipre  ]iere:iftir;  and  eche  dey  our  diete 
Shall  be  mery'  and  folafe,  and  this  flaall  be  forgete; 
For  wele  I  woot  for  thy  raodirthat  thou  art  to  tore, 
Alfo  thpu  hafl;  grete  fbrowe,  but  pnys  neditii^  and 

no  more  : 
And  ther'for,  fone,  on  my  blefling  to  put  forowe 

away ; 
Prawe  the  ncwe  heraftir  to  honift  myrth  and  pley. 
i.o  ther  is  clothing  for  yewe,  and  yeur  hors  ydight 
With  barneys  all  frefhe  new ;  and  if  yee  lilt  be 

knyght 
J  iball  yit  Or  eve  thatbergeyn  undirtake,   [m.ake; 
That  the  Emperour  for  my  love  a  knyght  fnali  you 
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And  what  that  evir  ye  ned^-  ancon  it  fhall  be 

bought. 
For  whils  that  I  have  eny  thing  ye  fliall  lak  naught. 
Graunt  mercy  !  quod  Beryn  with  an  hevy  chere. 
Of  yeur  woraiipfull  profir  that  ye  have  proferid 
I  me  here  : 

I  But  ordir  of  knyghthode  to  take  is  nat  my  liking:: 
i  And  fith  yeur  ivill  is  for  to  do  fomwhat  myplefing, 
■  Ye  have  a  wyfe  ye  love  wele,  and  fo  tenderlich, 
I  That  and  fhe  have  children  I  know  right  fikerhch 
]  All  that  fhe  can  devyfe  both  be  nyght  and  dey 
i  Shall  be  to  make  her  childryn  heirs  of  that  fhe 
may, 
And  eke  fowe  fedis  of  infelicite, 
Wher'of  wold  grov/e  devyfipune  betwene  yewe 
I  and  me : 

j  For  yf  ye  fpend  on  me  yeur  good,  and  thus  riallich 
I  I^evith  v/ele,  in  certen  yeur  wyfe  woll  fikerlich 
I  Eche  dey  for  angir  her  tulkis  whet. 
And  to  fmyte  with  her  tunga,your  hert  in  v/ralh 

to  fet. 
Toward  me  from  dey  to  dey,  but  ye  wold  aply 
Somwhat  to  hir  purpofc  and  aftir  hir  yew  guy  ; 
She  wold  wex  fo  oyirtwart  and  of  lb  llthcr  tach, 
And  evir  lour  undir  her  hood  a  redy  for  to  fnache| 
She  wold  be  fhorfyng  of  yeur  lyfe,  and  that  defire 

I  naught : 
Wher'for  to  plefe  all  about,  my  purpofe  and  my 

thought 
Ts  for  to  be  a  Marchaunte,  and  leve  myn  heritage. 
And  relefe  it  for  evir,  for  fhyppys  fyve  of  flage 
Full  of  marchaundife  tlie  befl:  of  all  this  londe  ; 
And  yf  ye  woll  fo,  fadyr,quyk  let  majje  the  bonde. 
Fawnus  was  right  well  apayd  that  ilk  word  out- 

flert. 
But  yit  he  feyd  to  Beryn,  I  mervell  in  myn  hert 
Wher  haddifi  thuu  this  counfaille  to  leve  tliyne 

honour. 
And  lyve  in  grete  aventure  and  In  grete  labour ; 
And  rid  lo  forth  talkyng  a  foft  efy  pafe 
Flomward  to  his  plafe  ther  that  Rame  was. 
And  as  fpne  as  Fawnus  was  ylight  adown, 
And  highid  fafl   to  his  wyfe,  and  with  hir  gaq 

to  rown. 
And  told  hir  all  the  purpofe,  and  made  Fawnus 

chere, 
She  did  hym  nat  half  fo  much  the  tyme  flie  was 

his  fere. 
She  hullid  hym,  and  mollid  hym,  and  toke  hym 

about  the  nekk. 
And  went  lov/  for  the  kite, and  made  manya  bekk; 
And  feyd.  Sir,  by  yeur  fpech  now  right  well  I  here 
That  yf  ye  lifi  ye  mowe  do  thing  that  I  moll  de- 

iire; 
And  that  is  this,  yeur  heritage  there  yew  beft  likid 
That  ye  myght  gyve  :  and  evir  among  the  brusfh 

awey  l)i€  pikid 
From  hir  clothis  'nere  and  there,  and  fighid  ther- 

withall. 
Fawnus  of  his  gentilnes  by  hir  myddil  fmale 
Hertlich  hir  bracyd,  and  feyd,  I  woll  nat  leve, 
I  fuyr  yew  my  trowith  that  onys  or  it  be  eve 
That  I  ihall  do  my  devoir  without  feintife 
For  to  plefe  your  hert  fulKch  in  ail  wyfe. 
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Graunt  mercy  !  myn  ov/n  foverene,  quod  Rame 

tho  mekely, 
And  made  proteftatioune  that  flie  fhuld  fikerly 
All  the  day  is  of  hir  lyfe  be  to  hym  as  hende 
As  evil-  woman  was  to  man,  as  ferforth  as  hir 

mynd 
And  wit  hir  wold  ferve,  and  made  grate  othe. 
Fawnus  bood  no  longir,  but  forth   therwith  he 

goith. 
A!  precious  God  in  heven,  Kyvjg  of  majefte  ! 
So  plentivoufe  this  world  is  of  iniquite  ! 
Why  is  to  yfuffrtd  that  troivith  is  brought  adoivn 
IVyth  trechery  and faljhede  in  f eld  and  ekd  in  toiun  ? 
But  now  to  Fawnus  and  his  entent.  When  he  his 

fone  met 
He  toke  hym  foft  by  the  bond ;  his  tung  he  gan 

to  whet, 
Sotilly  to  engyne  him.     Firft  he  gan  to  preche, 
Leve  thy  foly,  my  dere  fone,  and  do  as  I  the  teche  : 
Sith  thou  haft  wit  and  refon,  and  ait  of  mana'ys 

age.    , 
What  nedith  the  be  Marchaunt   and  fhall   have 

heritage  ? 
For  and  thy  good  wer  yloft  the  forowe  wold  be 

myne, 
To  tell  the  foth,  right  nigh  peregall  to  thyne ; 
And  yi  that  I  were  dede  whils  thow  wer  oute 
liOnd  and  rent,  and  all  my  good,  have  thou  no 

doute, 
It  wold  be   pjukkid  from   the;  thy  part  wold  be 
And  alfo  ferthermore,  I  make  oon  beheeft,  [left  : 
That  I  trowe  my  moblis  wol  nat  fuffife 
To  charge  fyve  fhippis  ful  of  marchandife 
But  yf  I  leyd  in  mortgage  my  lond  and  eke  my 

rent. 
And  that  I  leve  be  nat  thy  wyll  ne  thyn  entent  ; 
Yit  nethirles  yf  thy  hert  be  fo  inly  fet 
For  to  be  a  Marchaunt,  for  nothing  woll  I  let 
That  I  n'yl  do  thy  piefaunce  as  ferforth  as  I  mey 
To  go  ryght  nygh  myn  own  eftate,  but  ievir  I 

had  nay. 
Their  wordis  ne  their  dedis,  ne  matters,  them  be- 

twene, 
I  wol  nat  tary  now  ther'on  my  perchemen  to 

fpene  ; 
But  fynailich,  to  the  end  of  tlieir  accordement, 
Fawnus  ha,d  fo  goon  about,  yturned  and  ywent. 
That  he  had  brought  his  fone  tofore  the   Empe- 
To  relefe  his  heritage  and  al  his  honour,      [rour. 
That  he  fhuld  have  aftir  his  tjey,  for  ihippis  fyve, 

and  full 
Yled  of  marchaundife  of  lynnen  and  of  waol. 
And  of  othir  thingis  that  wer  yufid  tlio. 
Engrofid  was  the  covenaunt  betwcne  them  to 
Yn  prefenceof  the  Emperour,in  opyn  and  norown, 
Tofore  the  gretift  Cenators  and  eldeft  of  the  town. 
So  when  the  relefe  felid  was  with  a  fyde  bonde 
They  wer  yleyd  both  in  a  meen  honde 
Into  the  tyme  that  Beryn  fullich  fefid  were 
In  the  fyve  fliippis  that  I  yew  told  ere. 
But  who  was  glad  but  Fawnus  ?  and  to  his  v/yff 

went 
And  feyd,  Now,  my  hert'is  fwete  !   all  thyn  hole 

entent 
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Ys  uttirlich  perfourmyd;  us  lakklth  now  no  more 
But  marchaundife  and  fliippis,  as  I  told  tofore. 
That  fhall  not  faill,  quod  Rame,  and  began  to 

daunce, 
And  aftirward  they  fpeken  of  the  purveaunce. 
Alas  !  this  fats  ivorld,  foftil  of  ttechsry  ? 
In  zuhom  Jbuld  the  fane  have  truf  and  feith  ftkirly 
If  hisfadir  faylid  hym  ?  tvhether  myght  he  go 
For  to  fynd  afikir  frcnd  that  he  myght  trifl  to  ! 
So  when  thefe  five  fhippis  wer  rayid  and  dight 
Fawnus  and  his  fone  to  the  Emperour  fui  right 
They  went,  and  many  a  grete  man  for  the  fame 

cafe, 
To  fee  both  in  poiTeCioune,  as  ther  covenauntc 
Beryn  firft  was  fefid  in  the  fhippis  fyve,         [was. 
And  Fawnus  had  the  relefe,  and  bare  it  to  his 

wyff; 
And  eche  held  them  payde,  and  Rame  beft  of  all. 
For  flie  had  conquerid  thing  that  caulid  moft  hir 

gaU. 
Now  leve  1  Fawnys  and  his  wyiF,  and  of  the  go- 

veraaunce 
Of  Beryn  I  wol  fpeke,  and  alfo  of  his  chaunce. 
When  lodifmen  and  raaryneris  in   al  thing   redy 

was 
This  Beryn  into  Alifaund^r,  yf  God  wold   fend 

hym  grace 
That  wynde  hym  wold  ferve,  he  wold :  fo  on  a  day 
The  wynd  was  good,  and  they  fcylid  on  ther  wey 
Too  dayis  fullich,  and  a,nyght  therv/ythal. 
And  had  wedir  at  wyll,  tyll  at  lafl  gan  fail 
Such  a  my  ft  among  them  that  no  mun  myght  fe 

othir. 
That  wele  vi/as  hym  that  had  ther  the  bleffing  of 

his  modir. 
For   thre   dayis  inceffantly    the    derknes  among 

them  was, 
That  no  faipp  myght  fe  othir ;  whcrfor  full  oft 

Alas  ! 
They  feyd,  and  to  the  high  God  they  made  their 

preyere. 
That  he  wold  of  his  grace  them  govern  and  ftere 
So  that  their  lyvis  myght  favid  be. 
For   they  were    cleen    in   difpeyr,  becaufe    they 

myght  nat  fe 
The  loder,  wherby  thefe  fliipmen  ther  cours  toke 

ech  one. 
So  at  laft,  the  ferth  day,  making  thus  hir  mone. 
The  dey  gan  clere  ;  and  then  fueh  wynd  arofe 
That  blew  their  fhippis  elfewhere  then  was  their 

firft  purpofe. 
The  tempeft  was  fo  huge  and  fo  ftrong  alfo. 
That  wele  was  hym  that  coude  bynde  or  ondo 
Any  rops  within  the  ihipp  that  longit  to  the  craft; 
Every  man  fliewed  his  connyng  to  fore  the  Ihipp 

aud  bafft. 
The  wynd  a  wook  the  fee  to   braft,  it  blew  fo 

grelly  fore. 
That  Beryn  and  all  his  company  of  fynnys  las  and 

more 
Eche  man  round  about  fliroff  hymfelf  to  othir, 
And  put  in  Godd'is  gowernaunce  X-ji,  fiii-ppj  and 

ftrothir; 
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For  ther  was  ftiippis  meyne,  for  owght  they  csud 

hale, 
That  myght-  abate  of  the  Ihipp  the  thiknes  of  a 

fcale  : 
The  wedir  was  fo  fervent  of  wynd  and  eke  of 

thundir 
That  every  fhipp  from  othir  was  blowe  of  fight 

afondir, 
And  durid  fo  al  day  and  nyght,  tyll  on  the  morowe 
1  trow  it  was  no  queftioune  wher  they  had  joy  or 

forowe. 
So  aftirward,   as  God  wold,  the  wynd  was  fom- 

what  foft, 
Beryne  clepid  a  maryner,  and  bad  hym  fly  on  loft, 
And  weyte  aftir  our  four  Ihippis   aftir  us  doith 

dryve, 
^-or  It  is  but  grace  of  God  yf  they  be  aly ve. 
A  maryner  anoon  wyth  that,  right  as  Beryn  bad, 
Styed  into  the  top  caftell,  and  brought  hym  ty- 

dings  glad  : 
Sir,  he  feith,  beth  mery  ;yeur  Ihippis  eomithechone 
iSaff  and  found  failing,  as  ye  fhul  fe  anoon ; 
And  eke.  Sir,  ferthermore,  lond  alfo  I  figh. 
Let  draw  our  cors  eftward,  thys  tyde.  woll  bryng 

us  ny. 
Bleffed  be  God!  quod  Beryn,  then  wer  our  Ihippis 

com. 
We  have  no  nede  to  dout  werr  ne  moleftatioune, 
For  ther  n'ys  wythin  ourfhippis  no  thyng  of  fpo- 

liatioune, 
J?ut  al  trew  marchaundife ;  wherefor  for  lodifman 
Stere  onys  into  the  coftis  as  well  as  thou  can  ; 
When  our  Ihippis  be  ycpm,  that  we  mowe  pas  in 

fere. 
Lace  on  a  bonnet  or  tweyn,  that  we  mowe  faile 

nere. 
And  when  they  wer  the  coftis  nygh  was  noon  of 

them  alle 
That  will  what  lond  it  was  : ,  then  Beryn  gan  to 

calle 
Oat  of  every  fhip  anoon  a  maryner  or  tweyne 
For  to  take  counfell,  and  thus  he  gan  to  feyne  : 
The  frountis  of  this  ilk  town   been  wondir  feir 

wythall, 
Methinketh  it  is  the  beft  rede,  what  that  evir  be- 
fall,   ^ 
That  I  my  felf  aloon  walk  into  the  towne. 
And  here  and  fe  both  her  and  ther,  upward  and 

downe, 
'And  enquere  fuUich  of  their  governaunce. 
^Vhat  fey  ye  Sirs?  woll  ye  fent  to  this  ordenaunce  ? 
Ail  they  accordit  well  therto  and  held  it  for  the 

beft,  [reft. 

For  thus  yf  it  be  profitabill  we  mowe  abide  and 
And  yf  it  be  othirwife  the  rathir  fliall  we  gp, 
For  aftir  that  the  fpede  we  woll  work  and  do. 
But  nowe  mowe  ye  her  right  a  wondir  thing  ; 
In  all  the  world  wyde  fo  fals  of  their  lyvyng 
Was  no  pepill  undir  fone,  ne  none  fo  diffeyvabill. 
As  was  the  pepill  of  this  town,  ne  more  unftabill. 
And  had  a  curfed  ufage  of  fotUl  ymaginacioune, 
That  yf  fo  wer  the  ftiippis  of  any  ftraunge  nacioune 
Were  com  into  the  port,  anoon  they  wold  them  hide 
V/ithin  their  own  ho>v%  and  no  man  go  ne  ryde 
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In  no  ftrete  of  alle  the  town;  afcaunce  that  thef 

wer  lewdc,  „  ■„  ■ 

And  coud  no  Ikill  of  marchandife,  a  ftill  it  was  a 

fhrewde,  _  ,  r  ,».   j 

As  ye  ftiull  here  aftir  of  their  wrong  and  falftiede  J 
But  yit  it  fill,  as  worthy  was,  oppon  their  own  hede. 
Beryn   arayd  hym    fresftily,   as  to    a  Marchand 

longith, 
And  fet  hym  on  a  palfrey  wel  be  fey  and  hongit, 
And  a  page  rennyng  by  his  hors  fete  : 
He  rode  endlong  the  town,  but  no  man  coud  he 

meet ; 
The  dorrys  wer  yclofid  in  both  too  fidis, 
Wherof  he  had  mervell  :  yet  ferthermore  he  ridi», 
And  v/aytid  on  his  right  bond  a  mancipil'is  plafe 
All  frefli  and  new,  and  thidir  gan  he  pafe  : 
The  gatis  wer  wyde  up,  and  thidir  gan  he  go. 
For  throughout  the  long  town  he  found  fo  no  mo. 
Therin  dwellid  a  burgeyfe  the  moft  fcliper  man 
Of  all  the  town  throughout,  and  what  fo  he  wan 
With  trechery  and  gile,  as  doith  fom  freris, 
Right  fo  muft  he  part  with  his  comperis. 
Beryn  light  down  on  his  hors,  and  inward  gan 

he  dres. 
And  fond  the  good  man  of  the  houfe  pleying  at 

chefs 
With  hys  neyghbour,  as  trewe  as  he,  that  dwellid 

hym  faft  by. 
But  as  fone  as  this  burgeyfe  on  Beryn  caft  his  eye 
Sodenly  he  ftert  up,  and  put  the  chefs  hym  fro. 
And  toke  Beryn  by  the  hond,  and  feyd  thefe  wor- 

dis  tho ; 
Benedicife ;  what  manere  wynd  hath  y brought  you 

here  ? 
Now  wold  to  God  I  had  wherof,  or  coud  make 

yew  chere  ! 
But  ye  fhull  lowe  my  good  wyll,  and  take  fuch  as 

ther  is. 
And  of  yeur  gentil  paciens  fuffir  that  is  amys. 
For  well  he  wift  by  his  aray  and  by  his  counte- 

naunce 
That  of  the  fliippis  that  wer  ycom  he  had  fom  go-- 

vcrnaunce,  1 

Wberfor  he  made  hym  chere  femyng  amaybill, 
Icolerid  all  with  cautelis,  and  wondir  diffeyvabill : 
He  bracyd  hym  by  the  myddil,  and  preyd  hym  fit 

adoun. 
And  lowly  with  muchworfliipp  dreflid  his  cosflion. 
Lord  God !  feyd  this  burgeyfe,  I  thank  this  ilk  dey 
That  I  ftiuld  fee  yew  hole  and  found  here  in  mj 

contray ; 
Andyfye  hft  to  tell  the  caufe  of  yewr  comyng. 
And  yf  ye  have  nede  to  any  manere  thing, 
And  it  be  in  my  power,  and  thoughe  1  fliuld  it 

fech. 
It  fliuld  go  right  wonder  ftreyte,  I  fey  yew  fiker- 
But  yee  it  had  in  hafte,  therwith  yew  plefe,  [Hch, 
Fornowlfeeyewinmyhoufemyhert  isingreteefe. 
The  todir  burgeyfe  rofe  hym  up  for  to  make  roufe, 
And  axid  of  his  felaw,  that  lord  was  of  the  houfe, 
Whens  is  this  worlhipfull  man?  with  wordis hend 

and  low. 
For  it  fcmith  by  the  manere  thst  ye  hym  fbuW 

knowEj  ,       ,        .  -' 
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And  have  fey  hym  tofore  this  tyme.  I  have  fene, 

quod  the  todir, 
Y£  ywis  an  loo  fithis,  and  right  as  to  my  brodir 
I  wol  do  hym  plefaunce  in  al  that  evir  I  can, 
For  trewlich  in  his  contray  he  is  a  worlhipful  man  : 
Forfoth,  Sir,  and  for  your  love,  a  thouiand  in  this 

town 
Wold  do  hym  worfliip,  and  be  right  feyne  and 

bovsrn 
To  plefe  hym,  and  avail  to  have  thonk  of  yau  : 
I  woot  wele,  God  them  yeld,  fo  have  they  oft  er 

nowe. 
And  arofe  up  therwithall,  and  with  his  felaw  fpak 
Of  fuch  manere  mater  that  faylid  nevir  of  lakk. 
So  when  their  confeill  was  ydo  this  burgeyfe  preyd 

his  fere 
To  fit  a  down  be  Beryn,  and  do  hym  fport  and 
And  in  the  while  I  wol  fe  to  his  hors,  [chere, 

For  every  gentil  hert,  afore  his  own  cors 
Defirith  that  his  riding  bell  fervid  and  ydight 
Rather  than  hymfelf;  wherfor  wyth  all  my  niyght 
I  woU  have  an  eye  therto;  and  fich  parte  wyyn 
Wich  tonne  or  pipe  is  beft  and  mofl  fyne. 
Beryn  was  all  abalhid  of  his  foden  chere, 
But  nethirlesthe  burgeyfe  fat  hymfomwhat  nere. 
And  preyd  hym  of  his  gentilnes  his  nameforto  tell. 
His  contrey  and  his  lynnage  :  and  he  anfwer'd  fnell, 
Berinus  I  am  ynamid,  and  in  Rome  ybore, 
And  have  fyve  fliippis  of  myn  own,  las  and  more, 
Full  of  marchaundife,  ligging  tofore  the  town  ; 
But  much  marvaille  have  I  the  good  man  is  fo  boun 
To  ferve  me  and  plefe,  and  how  it  might  be. 
Sir,  feyd  the  burgeyfe,  no  mervelle  it  is  to  me, 
For  many  a  tym..e  and  oft,  I  cannot  fey  how  lome, 
He  hath  be  in  your  marchis;  and  as  I  trow  in  Room 
Alfo  he  viras  ybore,  yf  I  ne,  ly  fhall. 
Yf  it  be  fo,  quod  Beryn,  no  mervelle  it  is  at  all 
Thoughe  he  may  have  yfey,  and   eke  his  gentill 

chere 
Previth  it  all  ODynly ;  but  be  hym  that  bought  me 

dere 
I  have  ther'of  no  knowlech,  as  I  am  now  avyfid. 
With  that  cam  in  the  good  man  with  countenaunce 

difgifid, 
Andhad  enqueryd  of  the  child  that  with  Beryn  cam 
Fro  gynnyng  to  the  endyng,  and  told  his  maftris 

name. 
And  of  Agea  his  modir,  and  all  thing  as  It  was, 
Wher-thro^gh  he  was  ful  perfite  to  anfwere  to  e- 

very  cas; 
So  entryng  into  the  hall  the  burgey?  fpak  anoon, 
A!  my  gentill  Beryn,  alas!  that  under  flonne 
Myn  own  hert  Agea,  thy  modir  leff  and  dere  I 
Now  God  affoyl  hir  foule,  for  nevir  bettir  chere 
Had  I  of  frend  woman,  ne  nevir  half  fo  good. 
Bened'icile !  a  Marchaunt  comyng  ovir  flood  ! 
Who  brought  yew  in  this  purpos,  and  beth  your 

fadir's  heir  \ 
Now  by  my  trew  confcience  ryght  nygh  in  difpeyr 
I  wax  for  your  fake,  for  now  frendlel'e 
Ye  mowe  wele  fey  that  ye  been;  but  yit  for  ne- 

thirles 
Yee  mut  endure  fortune  and  hevynes  put  awey; 
•Ther  is  nooa  othir wifdom.    Alfo  yeur  fcippis  gey, 
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That  been  ycom  in  favete,  ought  to  amend  yeur 

mode, 
The  wich  when  we  have  dyned,  I  fwere  for  by  the 

rood, 
We  wol  fe  them  trewly  within  and  eke  without. 
And  have  wyne  wyth  us  and  dryiik  al  about. 
They  fet  and  wislh,  and  fed  them,  and  had  wher- 

of  plente ; 
The  burgeyfe  was  a  ftuffid  man,  ther  lakkid  noon 

deynte. 
So  when  they  had  ydined  the  cloth  was  up  ytake,. 
A  chefe  ther  was  ybrought  forth,  but  tho  gan  fo- 

rowe  to  wake. 
The  ches  was  all  of  ivory,  the  meyne  fresfh  and 

new, 
I  pulsfhid  and  ypikid  of  white,  afure,  and  blew. 
Beryn  beheld  the  cheker,  it  femed  paffyng  feir; 
Sir,  quod  the  burgeyfe,  ye  fhu]  fynd  her  a  payr 
That  woll  mate  yew  trewly  in  las  than  half  a  myle. 
And  was  yfeyd  of  fotilte  Beryn  to  begile. 
Now  in  foth,  quod  Beryn,  it  myght  wel  hap  nay. 
And  ne'er  I  muft  my  fhippis  fe  els  I  wold  affay. 
What  nedith  that,  quod  the  burgeyfe?  trewlich  I 

wol  nat  glofe, 
They  been  nat  yit  yfetelidne  fixid  in  the  wofe  ; 
For  I  have  fent  thries  fith  ye  hither  cam 
To  wait  oppon  their  governaunce;  vvher'for  let  fet 

o  game, 
And  I  {hall  be  the  firft;  that  Ihall  yew  ataft. 
The  meyne  wer  yfet  up,  and  gon  to  pley  faft. 
Beryn  wan  the  firfi:,  the  ftcond,  and  the  third. 
And  at  fourth  game'  in  the  ches  amyd 
The  burgeyfe  was  ymatid;  but  that  lufl:  him  wele; 
And  all  was  doon  to  bryng  hym  yn,  as  ye  fhul 

her  fnel. 
Sir,  then,  feyd  Beryn,  ye  woot  well  how  it  is. 
Me  lift  no  more  to  pley,  for  yee  know  this, 
Wher  is  noon  comparifoun,  of  what  thing  fo  itbe,- 
Luft  and  liking  fallith  ther  :  as  it  femeth  me 
Ne  myrth  is  nat  coramendahilL  that  ay  is  by  ojide. 
But  it  rebound  to  the  tothir ;  wherforetyme  is  to  ryde; 
And  as  many  thonkis  as  I  can  or  may 
Of  my  fport  and  chere,  and  alfo  of  yeur  pley. 
Nay  iwis,  gentill  Beryn,  1  woot  ye  wol  nat  go. 
For  noritur  wol  it  nat  for  to  part  fo, 
And  eke  my  condicioune  ;  but  I  ley  fomething 
Is  no  more  to  pley  then  who  fo  Ihoke  a  ryng 
Ther  no  man  is  wythyn  the  ryngyng  to  anfwere  ; 
To  ihete  fi  fcthirles  bolt  almoft  as  good  me  were  : 
But  and  ye  wold  this  next  game  foiu  manir  wager 

And  let  the  trowlth  on  both  Cdis  be  morgage  and 

ypiegg, 

That  whofo  be  ymatid  graunt  and  affent 
To  do  the  todirs  bidding,  and  whofo  do  repent 
Drynk  all  tlie  watir  that  fait  is  of  the  fee. 
Beryn  belevid  that  he  coud  pley  bctir  than  he, 
And  fodinly  affentid,  with  bond  in  bond  aifurid. 
Men  that  ftode  befides,  ycappid  and  yhurid. 
Will  wele  that  Beryn  fliuld  have  the  wers  mes. 
For  the  burgeyfe  was  the  befl  pleyer  at  ches 
Of  all  the  wyde  marchis,  or  many  a  myle  about; 
But  that  ne  wyft   Bcryu  of,  ne  call  ther'of  aa 
doute ; 
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He  fet  the  meyne  efft  ageyn,  and  toke  betir  Jiede 

Then  he  did  tofore;  and  lb  he  had  nede. 

The    burgeyfe   toke   ^vifement  long   on   every 

draught. 
So  wyth  an  hour  or  two  Beryn  he  had  ycaught 
Somwhat  oppon  the  hipp,  that  Beryn  had  the  wers. 
And  albeit  his  mynd  and  wyll  was  for  to  curs, 
Yit  mufl:  he  dure  his  fortune  when  he  was  fo  fer 

ygo; 

For  Who  is  that  that  Fortune  may  alixjay  undo  ! 

And  namclich  ftout  even  in  eche  fide 

Of  pro  and  contra:  bu.  God  help  down  woU  he 

glide. 
But  now  a  word  of  philofophy  that  fallith  to  my 

mynd; 
JVho  fake  hede  of  the  be^ynnyng  •wbatfaljhall  of  the  end 
He  leytb  abujh  tofore  the  gap  thtr  Fortune  ivoldinryde: 
But  comynlich  yowith  forgetlth  that  throughout 

the  world  wyde. 
Right  fo  be  Beryn  I  may  wele  fey  that  confaillis 

in  rakid, 
iiikly  to  lefe  his  marchaundife,  and  go  hymfelf  al 

nakid. 
3eryn  ftudied  in  the   ches,  although  it  nought 

availid ; 
The  burgeyfe  in  the  mene  while  with  other  men 

confaillid 
To  fech  the  fergauncis  in  the  town  for  thing  he 

had  ado. 
So  when  they  come  were,  they  walkid  to  and  fro 
Up  and  down  in  the  hail,  as  Ikaunce  they  knew 

nought; 
And  yit  of  all  the  purpofe,  v/It,  and  mynd,  and 

thought. 
Of  the  untrew  burgeyfe,  by  his  melTengeris 
They  wer  ful  enformyd :  wherfor  with  eye,  and 

eris,  and  hefl:. 
They  lay  await  full  doggidly  Beryn  to  areft, 
Forther'for  they  wer  aftir  fent,  and  was  their 

charge. 
Lord!  how  fliuld  o  fely  lomb  among  wolvis  weld, 
And  fcape  unyharmyd  ?  it  hath  been  feyn  feld. 
Kepe  thy  cut  now,  Beryn,  for  thow  art  in  the  cafe. 
The  hall  v/as  full  of  pepill,  the  ferjauntis  fhe%vid 

their  mafe.; 
Beryn  kaft  up  his  hede,  and  was  ful  fore  amayid. 
For  then  he  was  in  certen  the  burgeyfe  had  hym 

betrayde. 
Draw  on,  feyd  the  burgeyfe;  Beryn,  ye  have  the 

wers ; 
And  every  man  toothir  the  covenauntgan  reherfe, 
The  burgeys,  whils  that  Beryn  was  in  hevy  thought. 
The  next  draught  aftir  he  toke  a  rook  for  nought. 
Beryn  fvvat  for  angir,  and  was  in  hevy  plight, 
And  drede  full  fore  in  hert;  foV  wele  he  wifl  al  quyt 
He  fhuld  nat  efcape,  and  was  in  high  diflrefs  ; 
And  pry velich  in  his  hert  that  ever  he  faw  the  ches 
He  curfid  the  day  and  tyme  :  but  what  avaylid 
For  wele  hewift  then  that  he  Ihuld  be  mate :  [that  ? 
He  gan  to  chaunge  his  colour  both  pale  and  wan. 
The  burgeyfe  feith;  Comyth  nere,yelhulfe  this  man 
How  he  fhul  be  matid  with  what  man  me  lift . 
He  droughe  and  feyd,  Chek  mate.  The  ferjauntis 

wer  full  preftj 
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And  fefid  Beryn  by  the  fcleve,  and  feyd,  Sirs,  what 

think  ye  for-ito  do,  [fo  \ 

Quod  Beryn  to  the  ferjauntis,  that  ye  me  hondith 
Or  what  have  I  ofTendit .'  or  what  have  I  feide  ? 
Trewlich,  quod  the  ferjauntis,  it  vaylith  nat  to 

breyde ; 
Wyth  us  ye  muft  a  while  wher  ye  wol  or  no 
Tofore  the  fteward  of  this  town;  aryfe,  and  trus 

and  go;  , 

And  ther  it  fhal  be  opcnyd  how  wifely  thow  haft 

wrought : 
This  is  the  end  of  our  tale,  make  it  nevir  fo  tought. 
Sirs,  farith  feir,  ye  have  no  nede  to  hale.        [tale. 
Fas  forth, quod  the  ferjauntis,  we  wol  nat  her  thy 
Yis,  Sirs,  of  yeur  curtefy  I  prey  yew  of  o  word  : 
Although  my  gentill  hooft  h^th  pleyed  with  me  ia 

horde, 
And  y  won  a  wager,  ye  have  naught  to  doon : 
That  is  betweerfhym  and  me;  ye  have  nothyng 

to  doon. 
The  hooft  made  an  hidoufe  cry,  in  gefolreut  the 

haut. 
And  fet  his  hand  in  kenebowe,  he  lakkid  nevir  a 

faute. 
Weynftthow,  feid  he  to  Beryn,  for  to  fcorne  me? 
What  evir  thow  fpeke,  or  ftroute,  certes  it  woll 

nat  be. 
Of  me  Ihak  thou  have  no  wrong :  pas  forth  a  betii: 

pafe; 
In  preience  of  our  fteward  I  woll  tell  my  cafe. 
Why,  hoofl,  fay  yee  this  in  erneft  or  in  game  ? 
Ye  know  my  contray,  and  my  modir,  my  lynnage,, 

'and  my  name  ; 
And  thus  ye  have  yfeyd  me  X  fuh  on  this  dey. 
Ye,  what  though  I  feyd  fo  ?  I  know  wele  it  is  nay  ; 
Ther  lyth  no  more  ther'to.  But  anothir  tyme 
JLeve  me  fo  much  the  les  when  thow  comeftbym.e; 
For  all  that  evir  I  feyd  was  to  bryng  the  in  care, 
And  now  I  have  my  pui-pofe  I  woll  nothyng  the 

fpare. 
Thus  jangling  to  ech  othir,  endenting  every  pafe. 
They  entrid  both  into  the  hall  ther  the  fteward 

was  : 
Evandir  was  his  name,  that  fotill  was,  and  fo  fell. 
He  muft  be  well  avifed  tofore  hym  fliuld  tell. 
Anothir  burgeyfe  wyth  hym  was,  provoft  of  the 
That  Hanybald  was  yclepid,  but  of  fotilte     [cete. 
He  paffid  many  anothir,  as  ye  fhul  here  fone. 
Berynus  hooft  gan  to  tell  al  thyng  as  it  was  doon 
Fro  gynpyng  to  the  endyng,  the  word.is  wyth  the 

dede. 
And  ho>v  they  made  their  covenaunt,  and  wager 

how  they  leyd. 
Now  Beryn,  quod  the  ftev/ard,  thou  haft  yherd 

this  tale. 
How  and  in  what  manere  thou  art  ybrought  In 

bale  ; 
Thow  muft  do  his  byddyng,  thow  maift  yn  n« 

wyfe  flee. 
Or  drynk  all  the  watir  that  fait  is  in  the  fee  : 
Of  thefe  too  thingis  thow  muft  chcfe  the  toon  ; 
Now  be  well  avyfid,  and  fey  they  will  anoon. 
To  do  yee  both  law  I  may  no  betir  fey,        [mey ; 
For  thow  Ihak  have  no  wrong,  as  ferforth  as  I 
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Chefe  the  felf  right  as  the  lili,  and  wit  thou  no- 
thing me 
Though  thow  chefe  the  wers  and  let  the  betir  he. 
Beryn  flode  aftonyd,  and  no  mer.aill  was,  [cafe  ; 
And  preyd  the  fteward  of  a  dcy  to  anfwerc  to  the 
For  I  might  lightlich  in  fom  word  be  ycaught. 
And  eke  it  is  right  herd  to  chefe  of  to  that  beth 

right  naught : 
But  and  it  wer  yeur  hkyng  to  graunt  me  day  tyl 

to  morowe 
]  wold  anfwer  through  Godd'is  help.   Then  muft 

thow  fynd  a  borowe, 
Seyd  the  ftew^ard  to  Beryn,  and  yit  it  is  of  grace. 
Now  herith  me,  quod  Hanybald,  I  prey  alitil  fpafe : 
He  hath  five  fhippis  ondir  the  town,  lyggyng  on 

the  ftrong, 
Thewich  been  fufficiant  yfefid  in  our  bond. 
By  me  that  am  yeur  provoil  to  execute  the  law. 
He  muft  afTent.  Quod  Evander,  Let  us  onys  here 

his  faw. 
I  graunt  wele,  q^uod  Beryn,  fith  it  may  be  noon 

othir. 
Then  Hanybald  arofe  hym  up  to  fefe  both  Ihip 

and  ftrothir,  [wey. 

And  toke,  Beryn  wyth  hym :  fo  talkyng  on  the 
Beryn,  quod  Hanybald,  1  fuyr  the  be  my  fey 
That  thow  art  much  ybound  to  me  this  ilk  dey. 
So  is  thy  pie  amcndit  by  me ;  and  eke  of  fuch  a  wey 
I  am  avyfid  in  thy  caufe,  yf  thow  wolt  do  by  rede. 
That  lite  or  nought  by  my  counfaill  ought  the  to 

drede. 
Yee  know  wcle  to  morowe  the  dey  of  pie  is  fet 
That  ye  mut  nedis  anfwere,  or  els  wythout  lett 
I  muft  yeld  them  yeur  fhippis ;  I  may  in  no  wyfe 

blyn ; 
So  have  I  undertake :  but  tlie  merchaundife  wythin 
Is  nat  in  my  charge,  ye  knowe  as  wele  as  I, 
To  make  ther'of  no  lyvery :  wher'for  now  wyfely 
Worch,  and  do  aftir  rede :  let  all  your  merchaun- 
Be  voidit  of  yeur  fhippis,  and  at  hieft  prife     [dife 
I  wol  have  it  every  dele  in  covenaunt;  yf  ye  lift 
To  fe  myne  houfc  here  onys  tofore,  I  hold  it  for 

the  beft, 
Wher  ye  fhull  fe  of  divers  londis,  houfes  to  or  thrc 
Full  of  marchaundife,  that  through  this  grete  cete 
Is  no  fuch  in  preve,  I  may  right  well  avowe. 
So  when  he  have  all  feyn,  and  I  have  yeur  alfo, 
Let  fom  bargen  be  ymade  betwene  us  both  too. 
Graunt  mercy !  Sir,  quod  Beryn,  yeur  profir  is  feir 

and  good  ; 
Feyn  wold  I  do  ther'aftir  yf  I  ondirftood 
I  iriyght  wythout  blame  of  brcking  of  areft. 
Yis,  quod  Hanybald,  at  my  perell  nie  truft. 
So  to  Hanybald's  houfe  togidir  both  they  rode, 
Andfond,  as  Hanybald  had  yfeyd,  anjiouge  houfe, 

long  and  brode. 
Full  of  marchaundife  as  rich  as  it  may  be,    [cete. 
Paflyng  all  the  marchantis  that  dwellid  in  that 
Thus  when  all  was  fhewid  they  dronk  and  toke 

their  leve, 
Sofe  Btryn's  fhippis  in  haft  they  gon  to  meve. 
And  when  that  Hanybald  was  avyfid  what  charge 
the  flilppis  here  [nere 

He  gan  to  fpcke,  in  his  v/yfe  afcaunce,  he  rought 
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Whethir  he  bargenynd  or  no,  and  feyd  thus :  Be- 
ryn, frend, 
Your  marchaundife  is  feir  and  good,  now  let  u^ 

make  an  end 
If  yee  lift ;  I  can  no  more;  ye  knowith  how  it  is. 
Com,  of  fhort  let  tuk  them  yn,  methinkith  I  fey 

nat  myg, 
And  then  yeur  meyne  and  ye,  and  I,  to  my  houfe 

fhall  we  go. 
And  of  the  marchaundife  I  faw  I  wol  not  part 
Chefe  of  the  beft  of  that  ye  find  there      [therfro  ; 
Throughout  the  long  houfe,  ther  fhal  no  man  yeu 

dere. 
And  therwith  fliall  yeur  fhippis  be  filled  all  fyve  : 
I  can  fey  no  betir  :  yf  ye  lift  to  dryve  [men  ; 

This  bargen,  to  the   end  counfellith  with  yeur 
I  may  nat  long  tary,  1  muft  nedis  hen. 
Beryn  clepid  his  meyne  counfell  for  to  take; 
But  his  firft  mocioune  was  of  the  woo  and  wrakc. 
And  all  the  tribulacioune,  for  pleying  at  ches, 
That  he  had,  every  dele  his  fhame  and  his  dures 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt,  and  how  it  ftode,  he  told  how 

it  was, 
And  then  he  axid  counfaill  what  beft  was  in  the 

cafe, 
To  chaunge  with  the  burgeyfe  or  els  for  to  leve  ? 
Eche  man  feyd  his  avife ;  but  al  that  they  did  mevc 
It  wer  to  long  a  tale  for  to  tell  it  here  : 
But  fynally,  at  end,  they  cordit  al  in  fere 
That  the  chaunge  fhuld  ftond,  for  as  the  cafe  was 

fall 
They  held  it  clerely  for  the  beft,  and  went  forth 

wythall 
The  next  wey  that  they  couth  to  Hanybald'is  plafe^ 
But  now  fliull  ye  here  the  moft  fotill  fallace 
That  ever  man  wrought  till  othir,  and  highefl: 

trechery, 
Wich  Hanybald  had  v.'rought  hymfelf  to  this  com- 
pany. 
Go  in,  quod  Hanybald,  and  chefe,  as  thy  cove- 
naunt is. 
In  goon  thefe  Romeyns  ech  oon,  and  fond  a  mys> 
For  there  wa«  nothing  that  eny  man  might  fe 
Salf  the  wall  and  tyle  ftonys,  and  tymbir  made  of 

tre ; 
For  Hanybald  had  do  void  it  of  all  thing  that  wa« 

there ; 
Whils  he  was  at  the  fhippis  his  men  away  it  here. 
When  Beryn  faw  the  houfe  lerthat  ful  wasther'to- 

fore 
Of  riche  marchaundife,  alas!  thought  he,  lam  lore, 
I  am  in  this  world;  and  wittith  well  his  hert 
Was  nat  al  in  likeing;  and  outward  gan  he  ftert 
Like  half  a  wodeman,  and  bete  both  his  lippis. 
And  gan  to  haft  faft  towards  his  own  fhippis. 
To  kcpe  his  good  within  wyth  al  that  evir  he 

_  myght. 
That  it  were  nat  difchargit,as  hym  thought  verrey 

right.  I 

But  al  for  naught  was  his  haft,  for  30c  men. 
As  faft  as  they  myght,  they  bare  the  good  then, 
Through  ordenaunce  of  Hanybald,  that  pry  velich 

tofore 
Had  purpofid  and  ycaft  fhuld  be  cut  ybore. 
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Beryn  made  a  fwyfFpafe ;  ther  myght  no  man  hym 

let; 
But  Hanybald  was  ware  inough,  and  with  Beryn 

met ; 
Allfor  nought :  Beryn,  thou  knoweftwell  and  fyne 
The  fliippis  ben  areiftid,  and  the  good  is  myne. 
What   woldeil  thow   do    ther?  thow  hall   ther 

nowght  to  do; 
1  wol  hold  thy  covenaunt  and  thow  myn  alfo. 
Tor  yit  faw  I  nevir  man  that  was  of  thy  manere; 
Sometyme  thou  wilt   avaunte,  and  Ibme  tyme 

arere  : 
Now  thow  wilt,  and  now  thow  n'olt.  Wher  fhul 

men  the  fynd  ? 
Kow  fey  oon,  and  fith  anothir.  So  variant  of  mynd 
Saw  I  nevir  tofore  this  dey  man  fo  variabill. 
Sith  I  the  fynd  in  fuch  plyte,  our  bargen  for  to 

ftabill, 
"We  woll  tofore  vb.e  fleward,  ther  we  both  fliull 

have  right. 
Nay,  forfoth,  quod  Beryn.  Yis  treulich  the  tite, 
<^od  Hanybald,  wher  thou  wolt  or  no ;  and  fo 

I  the  charge 
As  provoll  :  know  that  yf  me  lift  my  warant  is  fo 

large. 
And  thow  make  any  diifence,  to  bynym  thy  lyfFe. 
Take  thyn  hors;  it  gaynyth  nat  for  to  make  ftryfie. 
60  wyth  forowfull  hert  Beryn  toke  his  hors, 
Andfoftly  feydtohismen,  Of  me,  quod  he,  no  fors, 
But  wend  to  yeur  fliippis ;  I  wol  com  when  I  may ; 
Ye  feth  well  everichone  I  may  no  bet  awey. 
Now  here  by  this  fame  Tale  both  fre  and  bond 
IMow  fele  in  their  wittis  ;  and  eke  ondirftonde 
That  Litill  'vailith  ivyfdom  or  els  go-vernaunce 
*Ther  Fortune  evir  ivertietb ,  and  eke  Hap  and  Chaunce  , 
Or  ivhat  a-vaileth  bounte^  beivte,  or  riches, 
J^rendjhip,  or  Jotilte,  or  els  hardines. 
Cold,  good,  or  catell,  tvyt,  or  by  lynage, 
Lord,  or  lordis  fer-vice,  or  els  high  peerage  ? 
What  may  all  this  avayle  ther  Fortune  is  a  foo  ? 
J  -wis  right  litill,  or  nevir  a  dele  :  full  oft  it  fallith  fo. 
So,  Ihortly  to  pas  ovir,  they  fijl  to  fuch  an  end 
That  Beryn  Ihuld  have  day  ageyn  a  morowe,  and 

fo  to  wend 
He  fet  hym  in  ful  purpofe  to  his  fliippis  ward  : 
But  yit  or  he  cam  ther  he  fond  the  paffage  hard  : 
For  how  he  was  begiled  throughout  all  the  towne 
Ther  and  ther  a  coupill  gan  to  fpeke  and  to  roune; 
And  every  man  his  purpofe  was  to  have  parte 
With  falfues,  and  v/ith  fotiltees  ;  they  coud  noon 

othir  art, 
Beryn  rode  forth  in  his  wey,  his  page  ran  hym  by, 
Full  fore  adred  in  hert,  and  caft  about  his  eye 
Up  and  down,  even  long  the  ftrete,  and  for  angir 

fwet; 
And  cr  he  had  riden  a  ftone's  caft,  a  blynd  man 

with  him  met, 
And  fpak  no  word,  but  fefid  hym  faft  by  the  lap, 
And  cried  out  and  harrowe,  and  nere  hym  gan  to 

flap. 
All  for  nought,  quod  this  blynd  ;  what  !  wenyfl 

thow  for  to  fliape  ? 
Beryn  had  thought  to   prik  forth,  and  thought  it 
bdd  be  jape, 
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The  blynd  man  cafl:  awey  his  flafF,  and  fet  on  botfi 

his  hondis  ; 
Nay,  thow  flialt  nat  void,  quod  he,  for  all  thy  rich 

londis, 
Tyll  I  of  the  have  refon,  lawe,  and  eke  righte. 
For  trewlich  I  may  wit  it  the  that  I  have  lofl  my 

fight. 
So  for  ought  that  Beryn  coud  othir  fpeke  or  prey 
He  myght  in  no  wyfe  pas ;  ful  fore  he  gan  to  may, 
And  namehch  for  the  pepill  throng  hym  fo  about, 
And  eche  man  gan  hym  hond,  and  feyd,  Without 

doute 
Ye  mufl  nedes  ftond,  and  refl,  and  bide  the  lawe, 
Be  ye  nevir  fo  grete  a  man.  So  wold  I  wonder  fawe. 
Quod  Beryn,  yfyee  had  caufe,  but  I  know  noon. 
No,   thou  flialt  know  or  thow  go  thow  hafl  nat 

al  ydoon. 
The  blynd  man  feyd  to  Beryn^     Tell  on  them, 

quod  he. 
Here  is  no  place  to  plete,  the  blynd  man  feyd  age, 
Alfo  we  have  no  juge  here  of  autorite  ;  [me. 

But  Evandir  the  fleward  fliall  deme  both  the  and 
When  I  my  tale  have  told,  and  thow  haft  made 

anfwere, 
By  that  tyme  men  fhull  know  how  thow  canft  the 

clere. 
Now,  foveren  God  !  I  thank  the  of  this  ilk  dey  ; 
Then  I  may  preve  the,  be  my  lyve,  of  word  and 

eke  of  fay 
Fals,  and  eke  untrewe   of  covenaunt  thow  haft 

ymaliid. 
But  litill  is  thy  charge  now  though  that  I  gonakid 
That  fometyme  wer  partinere,  and  rekenydft  nevir 

yit  ;  . 

But  thou  fhalt  here  or  we  depart   ther'  of  a  litill 
For  aftir  comyn  feyng,  Evir  atte  ende  [witt. 

The  trowith  woll  be  previd  how^  fo  men  evir  trend. 
Thus  they  talldd  to  eche  othir  tyl  they  com  into 

the  plafe, 
And  wer  yentrid  in  the  hall  ther  the  fteward  was. 
The  blynd  man  firft  gan  to  fpake  :  Sir  Steward, 

for  Godd'is  fake, 
Herith  me  a  litill  while,  for  here  I  have  ytake 
He  that  hath  do  me  wrong  moft  of  man  of  mold ; 
Be  my  help,  as  law  woll,  for  hym  that  Judas  fold. 
Ye  know    wele    that   oft   tyme   I  have  to  yew 

ypleynid 
How  I  was  betrayed,  and  how  I  was  ypenid. 
And   how  a  man  fome   tyme  and  I  our  yen  did 

chaunge  : 
This  is  the  fame  perfone,  though  that  he  make  it 

ftraunge  : 
I  toke    them  hym  but  for   a  tyme,  and  wenyd 

trewly 
Myne  to  have  that  yhad  ageyn  ;  and  fo  both  he  and  I 
Were  enfured  uttirlich,  and  was  our  both  will ; 
But  for  myne  the  bettir  were  wrongfullich  and 

He  hath  them  kept  hidirto,  wyth  much  forowe  and 

pyne 
To  me,  as  ye  wele  knowith  ;  becaufe  I  have  nat 

myne 
I  may  nat  fe  with  his  ;  wherfcr  me  is  ful  woo  : 
And  evifmore  yefeyd  thai    ye  myght  nothing  d« 
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Without  pfefence  of  the  man  that  wrought  me 

this  unquert  : 
Now  fith  he  is  toforc  you  now  let  hym  nat  aftert ; 
For  many  tyme  and  oft  yee  behete  me 
And  he  myght  he  take  he  fliuld  do  me  gre. 
Sith  ye  of  hym  be  fefid,  howevir  fo  ye  tave, 
Let  liym  nevir  pas  tyl  I  myn  yen  have. 
Beryn,  quod  Evandir,  herift  thow  nat  they  felve 
How  fotilly  he  pletith,  and  ware  by  eche  halve  ? 
Beryn  ftode  all  muet,  and  no  word  he  fpake ; 
And  that  was  tho  his  grace  ;  ful  fone  he  had  be 

take 
And  he  had  myffeyd  onys,  or  els  yfeyd  nay; 
For  then  he  had  been  negatyff,  and  undo  for  ay : 
Forthey  weregrete  Sevihouns,andufid  probat  law, 
Where  evirmore  afhrmatyf  fhuld  preve  his  own 

faw  : 
Wher'fore  they  were  fo  quereloufe  of  all  myght 

com  in  mynd. 
Though  it  wer  nevir  in  dede  ydo  ;  fuch  matere 

they  wold  fynd 
To  benym  a  manhis  good  through  fommanirgile ; 
For  the  blynd  man  wift  right  wele  he  fliuld  have 

loft  his  whyle 
To  make  hispleynt  on  Beryn,  and  fuyd  oppon  his 

good. 
For  fliippis .  and  eke  marchaundife  in  a  balaunce 

ftode; 
Ther'for  he  made  his  chalenge  his  yen  for  to  have, 
Or  els  he  fliuld  for  them  fyne  yf  he  wold  them 

have, 
And  ligg  for  theminhoftagetyil  thefynannce  cam : 
This  was  all  the  fotilte  of  the  blynd  man. 
Beryn  ftode  all  muet,  and  no  word  he  fpak. 
Beryn,  quod  Evander,  left  thow  be  ytake 
In  defaute  of  anfwere  thou  myghtift  be  condemp- 

nyd. 
Be  right  wele  avyfid,  flth  thou  art  examenyd. 
Sir,  feyd  Beryn,  it  wold  htill  availe 
To  anfwere  thus  aloon  without  good  counfaill ; 
And  alfo  ferthermore,  full  litill  1  fliuld  be  levid, 
"VVhatevir  I  anfwered,  thus  ftonyd  and  reprevid; 
And  eke  my  wit  doith  faille  ;  and  no  wondir  is  ; 
Wher'for  I  wold  prey  yew,  of  yewr  gentilnes, 
To  graunt  me  dey  tyll  to  morowe  1   might   be 

avyfide 
To  anfwere  forth,   wyth  othir  that  on   me  been 

furmyfid. 
Deperdeux !  quod  thefteward,  I  graunt  wel  It  be  fo. 
Beryn  toke  his  leve,  and  hopid  to  pas  and  go  : 
But  as  fone  as  Beryn  was  on  his  hors  ryding 
He  met  a  woman   and  a  child  wyth   fa.d   chere 

coniyng. 
That  toke  hym  by  the  reyn,  and  held  hym  v/ondir 

faft, 
A»d  feid.  Sir,  voidith  nat  yit,  vaillth  nat  to  hafte ; 
Ye  mow  in  no  wyfe  fcape;  ye  muft  nedis  abyde; 
For  though  ye  lill  to  know  me   nat,  yit  lien  by 

yeur  flde 
I  have  ful  many  a  tyme,  I  can  nat  tell  yew  lome. 
Come  tofore  the    fteward,  ther  fhall  ye  here  yeur 

dome 
Of  thing  that  I  fhall  put  on  yew,  and  no  word  for 
■To  leve  me  thus  aloon  it  is  yexir  villany.      [to  ly : 


Alas  the  day  and  tyme  that  evir  t  was  yeur  make 
Much  have  I  endured  this  too  yere  for  yeur  fake t 
But  now  it  fhall  be  know  who  is  in  the  wronge, 
Beryn  was  all  abaflijd,  the  pepill  fo  thik  thronge  ; 
About  him  in  eche  fide  :  for  ought  that  he  couth 

peyn 
He  muft  to  the  fteward  of  fyne  fors  ageyn. 
Now  fliull  ye  here  how  fotilich  this  woman  gan 

hir  tale 
III  prefence  of  the  fteward.    With  colour  wan  and 

pale 
Petoufly  flie  gan  to  tell  ;  and  feid.  Sir,  to  yew 
Full  oft  I  have  compleynyd  in  what  manere  and 
My  childlis  fadir  left  me,  by  myfelf  aloon,    [how 
Without  help  or  comforte,  as  grete  as  I  myght 

goon, 
Wyth  my  fon  here  and  his,  that  fliame  it  is  to  tell 
The  penury  that  I  have  yhad,  thct  afors  fell 
I  muft  nedis  myne  aray,  wher  me  lift  or  lothe. 
Or  els  I  muft  have  beggit  for  to  fynd  us  bothe; 
For  there  ■'^as  nevir  woman  I  leve,  as  I  ges. 
For  lak  of  hede  of  lyvelode  that  lyvid  in  more 

diftres 
Then  I  my  felf  for  oft  tyme  for  lake  of  mete  and 

drink ; 
And  yit  I  trow  no  creature  was  feyner  for  to  fwinke 
My  lyfFto  fuftene  :  but  as  I  mut  nede 
Above  all  othir  tl^r^is  to  his  child  take  hede. 
That  wondir  is  and  mervaile  that  I  am  alyve  ; 
For  the  fokyng  of  his  right  as  it  were  a  knyve 
It  ran  into  my  hert ;  fo  low  1  was  of  mode 
That  well  I  woot  in   certen  with  percell  of  my 

blode 
His  child  I  have  ynorifliid;  and  that  is  by  me  feen ; 
For  my  rede  colour  ii  turnid  into  grene  : 
And  he  that  caufe  is  of  all  here  he  ftondith  by  me  ;' 
To  pay  for  the  fofteryng  methinkith  it  is  tyme. 
And  flth  he  is  my  hufbond,  and  hath  on  me  no 

rowith. 
Let  hym  make  amendis  in  favhig  of  his  trowlth. 
And  yf  he  to  any  word  onys  can  fay  nay 
Lo  !  here  my  gage,  al  redy  to  preve  ail  that  I  fey. 
The  ftewarde  toke  the  gage,  and  fpak  in  foft  wyfe; 
Of  this  peroufe  compleynt  a  mann'ys  hert  may 

grife. 
For  I  know  in  percell  hir  tale  is  nat  all  lefe, 
For  many  a  time  and  oft  this  woman  that  here  is 
Hath  ybe  tofore  me,  and  pleynid  of  hir  grefle. 
But  without  a  party  hir  cauie  myght  nat  prefTe. 
Now  thou  art  here  prefent  that  flie  plenyth  on. 
Make  thy  defence  now,  Beryn,  as  wele  as  thow 
Beryn  ftode  all  muet,  and  no  word  he  fpak..  [con. 
Beryn,   quod   the   fteward,   dolft  thow  fclepe  or 
Sey  onys  oon  or  othir  :  is  it  foth  or  nay.  [wake  ? 
As  flie  hath  declarid?  tell  on  faunae  delay. 
Lord  God  !  quod  Beryn,  what  fhuld  it  me  availe 
Among  fo  many  wife,  without  right  good  coun- 
faill. 
To  tell  cny  tale?  full  litil  as  I  ges  : 
Wher'for  I  wold  prey  you  of  your  gentilnes 
Graunt  me  day  tyl  to   morrowe  to  anfwer  fortli. 

with  othir. 
I  graunt  wele,<5r.od  thefteward,  but  for  fadir  and 

modir, 
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Thow  getifl  no  lenger  tyme  pleynly  I  the  tell. 
Beryn  toke  his  leve ;  his  hert  gan  to  f*ell 
For  pure  verrey  anguysfh  ;  and  no  mervaiU  was ; 
And  who  is  that  that  n'old  and  he  wer  in  fuch 

cafe  ? 
For  al  his  trifl:  and  hope  in  eny  worldich  thing 
Was  cleen  from  hym  pallid,  fave  forowe  and  my- 

flykyng  y 
For  body,   good,  and  catell,  and  lyff,  he  fet  at 

nought^ 
So  was  his  hert  ywoundit  for  angir  and  fof  thought. 
Beryn  pafTyd  foftly,  and  to  his  hors  gan  go ; 
And  when  he  was  without  the  gatis,  he  lokid  to 

and  fro, 
And  coud  noon  othir  countenaunce ;    But  to  his 

page  he  feyd, 
Precioufe  God  in  heven  !  howfalfly  am  I  betrayd! 
I  trow  no  man  alyve  ftont  it  wers  plight, 
And  all  is  for  my  fynne,  and  for  my  yong  delite  ; 
And  pryncipally  above    all  thyng  for  grete  un- 

kyndnes 
That  I  did  to  my  modir  ;  for  littil  hede  iwis 
I  tokeof  hir,  thisknow  I  wele,  while  Ihe  wasalyve, 
Therfor  al  this  turmeiit  isfentto  me  fo  ryve  : 
For  ther  was  nevir  women  kynder  to  hir  child 
Than  flie   was ;   and  ther  ageyns  nevir  thing  fo 
Ne  fo  evil  thewid  as  I  was  my  felf,  [wyld 

Ther'for  forowe  and  happs  ci;iviron  me  by  eche 

helve, 
That  I  n'ote  whider  ryde  nethir  up  ne  down, 
Ther  ben  fo  many  devillis  dwellyng  in  this  town, 
And  fo  ful  of  gile  and  trechery  alfo, 
That  well  I  woot  in  certeyn  they  woll  me  ondo. 
Now  wold  to  God  in  hevyn  what  is  my  beft  rede ! 
He  toke  his  hors  to  his  page,  and  thus  to  hym  he 

fayd, 
Lede  my  hors  to  fhipward,   and  take  it  to  fome 
And  I  woll  go  on  foot  as  pryvely  as  I  can,  [man. 
And  aflay  yf  I  may  in  eny  manere  wife 
Efcape  unarrefted  more  in  fuch  manner  wife. 
The  child  toke  his  maiftir's  hors,  and  lafthym  there 

aloon. 
Walking  forth  on  foot,  making  oft  his  moon ; 
And  in  his  moft  mufing,  I  can  nat  fey  how  lome. 
He  wosfliid  nakid  as  he  was  bore  he  had  be  in 

Room, 
And  no  mervaill  was  it  as  the  cafe  ftode, 
For  he  drad  more  to  lefe  his  eyen  than  he  did  his 

fhippis  or  his  good. 
Now  ye  that  liftith  to  dwell  and  here  of  aventure. 
How  petoufly  Dame  Fortune,  Beryn  to  inure, 
Turnyth  hir  whele  about  in  the  wers  fide ; 
With  hap  of  forowe  and  anguyslh  fhe  gynyth  for 

to  ride» 
Berynpallid  toward  theftrond ther hisfliippls  were, 
Butyee  mow  ondirftond  his  hert  was  full  of  fere; 
Yet  nethirles  he  fat  hym  down  foftly  on  a  ftall, 
Semy'ryfe  for  forowe,  and  lenyd  to  the  wall 
For  turmentthat  he  had,  fo  wery  he  wasandfen  t 
And  to  God  above  thus  he  made  his  pleynt ; 
Glorious  God  in  heven  !  that  al  thing  maidft  of 

nought, 
Why  fufferift  thow  thefe  curfid  men   to  ftroy  me 

for  nought, 
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And  knoweft  well  myn  innocent,  that  I  have  fit 
Of  al  that  they  purfu  me  or  on  me  is  pilt  ?  [gilt 
Arid  in  the  meen  whils  that  Beryn  thus  gan  pieyri 
A  cachepoll  flode  befidis,  his  name  was  Machaign, 
And  herd  all  the  wordis,  and  knew  alfo  tofore 
How   Beryn  was  turmented  both  with  las  and 

more  : 
It  was  yfprong  thf ough  the  town ;  fo  was  he  full 

enfenfid 
How  he  hym  would  engyne  as  he  had  propenfid, 
And  had  arald  hym  fotillich  as  man  of  contem- 

placioune, 
Ina  mantellwyththe  lift, with  falsdiffirtiulacioune. 
And  a  ftaff  in  his  honde,  as  thoughe  he  fcbillwere, 
And  drov/  hym  toward  Beryn,  and  feid  in  this  ma- 
nere : 
The  high  God  of  heven,  that  al  thing  made  of 

nought, 
Bles  yew,  gentil  Sir,  for  many  an  hevy  thought 
Me  thinketh  that  ye  have,  and  no  wondir  is : 
But,  good  Sir,  difmay  yew  nat,  but  levith  yewr 

hevines. 
And  yf  ye  lift  to  tell  me  fomwhat  of  yeur  diftres 
I  hope  to  God  Almighty  in  party  it  redres   [oon, 
Through  my  pore  counfaill,  and  fo  I  have  many 
For  I  have  pete  on  yew  be  God  and  by  Seint  Jon; 
And  eke  pryvy  hevines  doith  eche  man  apeir 
Sodenly  or  he  be  ware,  and  fall  in  difpeir  ; 
And  who  be  in  that  plague  that  man  is  incurabill. 
For  confequent  comyth  aftir  fekenes  abominabill ; 
And  ther'for,  Sir,  diflceverith  yewe,  and  be  no- 
thing adrad. 
Graunt  mercy  !  Sir,  quod  Beryn,  ye  feme  trew  and 

fad; 
But  o  tiling  lyith  in  rayn  hert,  I  n'ote  to  whom  to 

truft, 
For  tho  that  dyned  me  to  dey  ordeyned  me  to 

arc.l, 
A  Sir  !  be  yew  that  man  ?  of  yew  I  have  yherd. 
Gentill  Sir,  doutith  nat,  ne  be  nothing  aferd 
Of  me,  for  I  ftiall  counfell  yew  as  well  as  I  can, 
For  trewlich  in  the  cete  dwellith  many  a  fals  man  j 
And  ufyn  litil  els  but  falfliode,  wrong,  and  wyle. 
And  how  they  might  ftraungers  with  trechery 

begile  : 
But  ye  fliul  do 'right   wifely  foiiiewhat  be  my 

counfail. 
Speke  with    the  fteward ;    that  may  you  moft 

availl ; 
For  ther  is  a  comyn  byword,  yf  ye  it  herd  havith, 
IVelefctitb  he  his  peny  that  the  pound fawth. 
The  steward  is  a  covetoufe  man,  that  long  hath 

difirid 
A  knyff"  I  have  in  keeping,  wherwith  his  hert  I 

wirid  ; 
Shall  be  yew  to  help,  in  covenaunte  that  yee 
Shall  give  me  five  mark  yeur  treu  frend  to  be. 
The  knyff  is  feir,  I  tell  yew ;  yet  nevi?  tofore  this 

day 
Myght  the  fteward  have  it  for  aught  he  coud  prey, 
The  wich  ye  Ihuld  gyve  hym,  the  betir  for  to 

fpede, 

And   behothe  hym   ao/.  to   help  yew  in  your 
nede;  ^   '  .. 
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And  yf  lie  grauntith,  tniftith  wele  ye  ftond  in 

good  plight  ; 
For  betir  is  then  lefe  all  the  las  the  more  quyt. 
And  I  woil  go  wyth  yew  ftraight  to  his  plafe, 
And  knele  down  and  fpeke  firll  to  anaend  yewr 

cafe, 
And  fay  yee  be  my  cofin  ;  the  betir  ye  fhul  fpede; 
And  when  that  1  have  all  ytold  the  knyff  to  hym 

yee  bcde. 
Beryn  thankid  hymhertlich,  and  on  hym  gantruft, 
With  bond  in  hond  enfurid,  and  all  for  the  beft; 
Beryn  thougiit  noon  othir,  al  that  it  othir  was. 
Machaign  hym  comfortid,  talkyng  of  their  cafe. 
And  paflid  forth  ftylly  toward  the  fteward  bly  ve 
Beryn  and  Machaign  ;  but  Beryn  bare  the  knyff. 
And  trufl;  much  in  bis  felawe  to  have  fom  help  : 
But  or  they  departed  were  they  hadnocaufetoyelp 
Of  no  manir  comfort,  as  ye  fhuU  here  anoon  ; 
For  as  fone  as  Machaigne  tofore  the  fleward  com 
He  fill  plat  to  the  erth  :  a  grevous  plynt  and  an 

huge 
He  made  ;  and  feyd,  Sir  Steward,  ftow  be  a  trew 

juge 
Ageyns  this  fals  treytour  that  ftondith  me  befyde ; 
Let  take  of  hym  good  hede,  els  he  woU  nat  abide. 
Now  mercy  gode  Steward,  for  yee  have  herd  me 

yore 
For  my  fadir  Melan  pleyn  to  you  ful  fore, 
That  with  feven  dromedarys,  as  I  have  told  yew 

lome. 
With  marchandife  chargit  went  toward  Rome, 
And  it  is  feven  yere  ago  and  a  litill  more 
Qf  hym  or  of  his  goodis  that  T  herd  les  or  more  ; 
Asd-yet  I  have  enquered  as  by  ely  as  I  couthe. 
And  met  nevir  man  yit  that  me  coud  tell  with 

mowth 
Any  tyding  of  hym  onto  this  fame  day ; 
But  now  1  know  too  much,  alas !  I  may  wel  fey. 
When  Beryn  herd  thefc  wordis  he  kill  down  his 

hede ; 
Alias !  he  thought  in  hert,  alas !  what  is  my  rede? 
And  would  fayn  have  voidit  and  outward  gan  to 

ftapp, 
But  Machaigne  arofe  and  fefid  by  the  lapp  : 
Nay,  thow  ftialt  not  void,  he  feid;  my  tale  is  nat 

ydo; 
For  be  trowith  of  my  body  yf  thou  fcapidift  fo 
1  fliuld  nevir  have  mery  whils  I  wer  on  ly  ve. 
And  fet  hond  faft  on  Beryn's  othir  fcleve. 
And  feid,  Good  Sir  Steward,  my  tale  to  the  end 
1  prey  ye  wold  here,  for  wend  how  men  wend 
There  may  no  man  hele  murdir,  but  it  will  out  at 

laft :  [paft 

The  fame  knyff  my  fadir  here  when  he  of  contre 
Let  ferch  wele  this  felon,  ther  ye  ftiul  hym  find  ; 
1  know  the  knyff  wele  inough,  it  is  nat  out  of  my 

mynd  : 
The  cotelere  dwellith  in  this  toun  that  made  the 

fame  knyff, 
And  for  to  preve  the  trowith  he  Ihall  be  here  as 

blyve. 
Beryn  fwat  for  angir,  his  hert  was  full  o£  fere ; 
He  toke  the  knyif  to  the  ileward  ojr  iie  ierchid 

were. 


The  fleward  onto  Beryn,  My  frend,  lo!  quod  he. 
And  thow  think  the  well  about  this  is  foule  plee  : 
I  can  know  noon  othir  but  thow  muft  or  thow  go 
Yeld  the  body  of  Melan  and  his  good  alfo. 
Now  be  well  avyfid  ageyne  to  morowe  day. 
Then  fhalt  thou  have  thyjugement;  ther  is  no 

more  to  fay. 
When  Beryn  ixo  the  fleward  thus  departid  was, 
Andwaswithout  the  gate,he  lokid  opponthe  plafe. 
And  curfid  it  wondir  bitterly  in  a  fervent  ire, 
And  wisfhid  many  tymes  it  had  been  a  fire  ; 
For  I  trowe  that  man  of  lyve  was  never  wors  be- 

trayid 
Then  I  am;  and  therwithall  my  hert  is  cleen  dif-. 

mayid, 
For  here  I  have  no  frendfhip,but  am  all  counfellei;, 
And  they  ben  falsfher  then  Judas,  and  eke  mer- 

cyles. 
A,  Lord  God  in  hevyn!  that  my  hert  is  woo  ; 
And  yit  fuyrly  I  mervel  nat  though  that  it  be  fo, 
For  yit  in  all  my  lyve  fithe  I  ought  undirftond 
Had  I  nevir  wyl  for  to  lern  good  : 
Foly  I  hauntid  it  ever,  ther  myght  no  man  me  let 
And  now  he  hath  ypaid  me,  he  is  cleen  out  of  my 

dett; 
For  whils  I  had  tyme,  wifdom  I  myght   have 

lernyd. 
But  I  drow  me  to  foly,  and  wold  nat  be  governed. 
But  had  al  myne  own  wyll,  and  of  no  man  aferd. 
For  I  was  nevir  chafl.ifid;but  now  myne  own  yerd 
Betith  me  to  fore ;  the  ftrokis  been  too  hard ; 
For  thefe  devillis  of  this  town  takith  but  littil 

reward 
To  fclee  my  body  to  have  my  good.     The  day  is 

fet  to  morowe  ; 
Now  wold  to  God  I  were  in  grave,  for  it  wer  end 

of  forowe. 
I  was  iwis  to  much  a  fole ;  for  hate  I  had  to  Rame 
I  wold  forfake  myn  heritage,  ther'for  forowe  and 

ftiame 
Is  oppon  me  fall,  and  right  wele  defervid, 
For  I  toke  none  maner  hede  when   my  niodir 

ftervid. 
And  difobeyid  my  fadir,  and  fet  hym  at  naught 

alfo; 
What  wondir  is  it  than  though  that  I  have  woo  I 
Fortune  and  eke  Wifdom  have  werrid  with  me 

evir, 
And  I  with  thera  in  all  my  lyf,  for  Fortune  was 

me  levir. 
Then  eny  wit  or  governaunce,  for  them  too  I  did 

hate  ; 
And  though  I  wold  be  at  oonnow  it  is  too  late. 
O  myghtfuU  God  in  heven  !  wher  was  evir  man 
That  wrought  hymfelf  more  foly  than  I  my  felf 

did  than  ? 
A  curfid  be  the  tyme  that  I  out  of  Rome  went !  - 
That  was  my  fadir's  right  heir  of  lyvelode  and  of 

rent, 
And  al  the  rial  lordfhip  that  he  hath  in  the  town. 
Had  I  had  wit  and  grace,  and  hold  me  low  and, 

boun, 
It  wer  my  kynd  now  among  my  baronage 
To  hauk  aud  to  hunt,  and  eke  to  pley  and  rage 
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With  feir  ireflie  ladies,  and  daunce  when  me  life ; 
But  now  it  is  to  late  to  fpeke  of  Had  I  v/ift. 
But  I  fare  like  the  man  that  for  to  fwele  his  flyes 
He  flert  into  the  hern,  and  aftir  ftre  he  hies, 
And  goith  about  the  wallis  with  a  hrennyng  wafe, 
Tyll  it  was  at  lafl  that  the  leem  and  blafe 
P.ntrid  into  the  chynys  where  the  wheate  was. 
And  kiffid  fo  the  evcfe  that  brent  was  all  the  plafe  ; 
But  firfl  in  the  begynnyng,  tyll  feer  fmote  in  the 

raftris. 
He  toke  no  manere  kepe,  and  thought  of  nothing 

aftir 
What  percU  there   myght   fall  :    ne  more  did  I 

ywis. 
That  wold  forfake  myn  honour  [for  the  unkynd- 

nes 
Of  Rame,  that  was  my  ftepmodir  ;  for  yf  I  fliall 

nat  ly 
They  beth  foure  ;  wherfore  the  more  wifely 
1  fliuld  have  wrought,  had  I  had  wit,   and  fuffrid 

for  a  tyme, 
And  aftir  com  topurpos  wel  inowghe  of  myne  ; 
But  evil  avengit  he  is  deol  that  for  a  litil  mode 
And  angir  to  Ms  neybour  fellith  awey  his  good, 
A.nd  goith  hymfeif    a  beggyng  :  '  aftir  in   breff 

tyme 
He  mut  be  countid  a  lewd  'man  in  all   manere 

ryme. 
"So  have  I  wrought  and  wers,  for   I  dout  of  my 

lyve,  , 

How  that  it  flial  ftond,  for  plukking  of  my  fcleve 
The  knyff  that  was  me  take,  as  ye  have  herd  to- 
fore  ; 
And  yit  it  grevith  mine  hert  alfo  much  more] 
Of  myn  own  pepill,  that  no  difefe  afervid. 
1  wote  wele  aftir  pleding  ryght  nought  woU  be 

refervyd 
To  fuftene  their  ly  vis  :  I  trow  ryght  nought  or  lite, 
And  peraventur  lightly  flond  in  wors  plight. 
Of  me  it  is  no  fors  though  I  be  thus  arayed. 
But  it  is  dole  and  pete  that  they  Ihull  be  betrayid 
That  hath  nought  afervid  but  for  my  gilt  aloon. 
And  when  that  Beryn  in  this  wife  had  ymade  his 

mone 
A  crepill  he  faw  comyng  with   grete  fpede  and 

hafte 
Oppon  a  ftilt  ondir  his  kne  bound  wondir  faft^ 
Alid  a  crouch  undir  his  armys,  with  hondis  al  for- 

fkramyd ; 
Alas !  quod  this  Beryn,  fliall  I  be  more  examenyd  ? 
And  gan  to  turn  afide  onto  the  fee  ftronde, 
And  the  crippill  aftir,  and  wan  oppon  hym  londe. 
Tho  began  Beryn  to  drede  inwardlich  fore, 
And  thought  thus  in  his  hert,  fliall  I  be  comberid 

more  ? 
And  it  wer  Godd'is  wyll  my  forowe  for  to  cefe 
JVIcthinkith  I  have  inowghe.     The  cripill  began 

/     to  preche, 
And  had  yraught  nere  hond  Beryn  by  the  fcleve : 
Beryn  turnyd  as  an  hare,  and  gan  to  ren  bly  ve  ; 
But  the  cripill  knew  betir  the  pathis  fniale  and 

grete 
Then  Beryn,  fo  to  fore  hym  he  was,  and  gan  hym 
mete. 
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When  Beryn  faw  it  vaylid  naught  to  renne  tie  tS 

What  for  dole  and  anguysfti  no  word  myght  hd 

fpeke. 
But  llode  flill  amafid,  and  flarid  faft  about  : 
The  crepill  began  to  fpeke ;  Sir,  to  drede  or  tat 

dout 
Of  me  wold  ye  right  light,  and  ye  knew  myne 

hert. 
So  where  ye  like  well  or  ill  fro  me  ihall  ye  nat  ' 

part 
Tyl  I  have  tretid  with  yew,  and  ye  with  me  alfo. 
Of  all  yeur  foden  happis,  yeur  myfcheff,  and  yeur 

wo; 
For  by  the  tyme  that  I  have  knowlech  of  yeur 

cafe, 
Yeur  rennyng,  and  yeur  trotting  into  an  efy  pas,- 
I  fhall  turn  or  tliat  we  twyn,  fo  ye  aftir  my  ftole 
Woll  do,  and  as  1  rede  yew  ;  for  yee  wer  a  fole 
When  ye  cam  firft  alonde,  ye  had  met  with  me. 
For  I  wold  have  enfenfid  yew  all  the  iniquitc 
Of  thes  fals    marchauntes    that    dwellen  in  thi^ 

town, 
And  outid  all  your    chafiare  without  gruch  or 

groun  ; 
For  had  ye  dwellid  within  yeur  fhippis,  and  nat 

go  them  among. 
Then  had  ye  been  uiidaungerid,  and  quyt  of  alt 

their  -vvrong 
On  yew  that  been  furmyfid  through  fals  fuggef- 

tioune. 
Beryn  gan  to  figh,  unneth  he  might  foune 
Saf  o  word  or  tweyn,  and  Mercy  was  the  firfl, 
Preying  with  all  his  hert  that  he  myght  have  hi»' 

reft. 
And  be  no  more  enpledit,  but  pas  fro  hjmi  quyte. 
Good  Sir,   quod   Beryn,  dcith   me   no  rnore  dii> 

pite. 
And  fuffir  me  to  pas,  and  have  on  me  routhe, 
And  I  fuyr  yev/  feithfuUy,  havchere  my  trowith. 
To  morowe  when  I  have  pledit,  and  eny  thing 

be  laft 
Of  fhip  or  marchaundife,  afore  the  fhip  or  baft, 
I  woli  fliev.'  yew  all  ifere,  and  opyn  every  cheft. 
And  put  it  in  yewr  grace  to  do  what  ye  left. 
And  in  the  meen  while  that  Beryn  gan  to  clapp 
The  crypill  nyghld  hym  nere  and  nere,  and  hent 

hym  by  the  lap  ; 
And  as  fone  as  Beryn  knew  that  he  was  in  hondc 
He  unlacyd  his  mantell  for  drede  of  fonie  com- 
mand. 
And  pryvehch  ovir  his  fhuldris  let  hym  down. 

glide. 
And  had  levir  Icfe  his  mantell  then  abide. 
The  crepill  all  perceyvid,  and  hent  hym  by  the 

fcleve 
Of  his  nethir  furcote.    Alas  !  now  mut  I  ftrive. 
Thought  Beryn  by  himfelf,  now  1  am  yhent, 
There  helpith  naught   fave  ftrengith ;    therwith 

the  fcleve  to  rent 
Beryn  gan  ;  to  fcappe  he  fparid  for  no  coft. 
Alas  !  thought  this  cripill,  this  man  woll  be  loft. 
And  be  ondo  for  evir,  bat  he  counfell  have  ; 
Iwis  thoughe  he  be  lewde  my  contreaien  50  fave  j- 
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Yit  will  I  my  befmes  do  and  peyn  that  I  may, 

Sith  he  is  of  Room,  for  that  is  my  contray. 

This  cripill  was  an  hundrit  yere  full  of  age. 

With  a  long  thik  herd,  and  a  trew  vifage 

He  had;  and  manly  and  July  was  he,  , 

And  Geffrey  was  his  name  yknow  in  that  contre. 

Alas!  thought  this  Geffrey,  this  man  hath  grete 

drede 
Of  me,  that  hy  my  power  wold  help  hym  in  his 

nede  : 
I  wis  though  he  be  nyce,  untaught  and  unwife, 
I  woll  nat  for  his  foly  levc  myne  enpryfe  ; 
And  lept  aftlr  Beryn,  and  that   in  right  good 

fpede. 
Beryn  was  fo  fore  agaft  he  toke  no  maner  hede 
To  look  onysbakward  tyll  he  to  the  watir  cam. 
Then  lokid  he  behynd  and  faw  Sir  Clekam 
Commaundwondir  fall  with  ftaff  and  with  his  ftilt. 
Alias !   thought   Beryn,   I  now  am  yfpilt. 
For  I  may  no  ferthir  without  I  wold  me  droune, 
I  n'ote  wich  were  the  betir,  or  go  ageyn  to  toune. 
Geffrey  was  fo  nigh  com  that  Beryn  myght  nat  fle : 
Good  Sir,  quod  tliis  Geffrey,  why  do  yee  void  me  ? 
For  by  heven  quene,  that  bare  Crift  in  hir  barme. 
But  right  as  to  my  felf  I  woll  yew  no  more  harme. 
Sittith  down  here  by  me  oppon  this  fee  ftronde, 
And  yf  ye  drede  any  thing  clepe  yewr  men  to 

londe. 
And  let  them  be  here  with  us  all  our  fpeche  tyme. 
For  I  woll  nat  feyn  oon  word,  as  makers  doori  to 

ryme, 
But  counfell  yew  as  prudently  as  God  woll  fend 

me  grace  : 
Take  comfort  to  yew,  and  herk  a  litill  fpafe. 
And  when  that  Beryn  had  yherd  his  tale  to  the 

end. 
And  how  goodly  as  Geffrey  fpak,  as  he  were  his 

frende, 
None  obftant  his  drede,  yet  part  of  fapience 
Stremyd  into  his  hert  for  his  eloquence, 
And  feyd ;  God  me  counfaill  for  his  high  mercy ! 
For  I  have  herd  this  fame  dey  men  as  fotilly 
Speke,  and  of  yeur  femblant,  and  in  fuch  manere, 
And  byhete  me  frendfhip  outward  by  their  chere. 
But  inward  it  was  contrary  their  intelled:ioune, 
Wherfor  the  blame  is  les,  though  I  fufpedioune 
Have  of  yewr  wordis,  left  othir  be  yewr  entent. 
For  I  n'ote  whom  to  truft  by  God  onvnipotent ; 
Yit  nethirles  yf  your  will  is  to  com  into  the  Ihip 

with  me 
1  woll  fomwhat  do  by  yeur  rede  how  fo  it  evir 

be. 
Then,  quod  Geffrey,  if  it  be  fb  that  1  in  yewr 

powere 
Entir  into  your  fhippis,  and  yew  help  in  yewr  my- 

ftere, 
That  ye  ageyn  yewr  adverfaryes  flsull  bave  the  be- 
tir fyde. 
And  gyve  vow  fuch  counfell  to  bate  down  their 

pride, 
And  that  yee  wynne  in  every  pleynt,  al  fo  much 

or  more 
As  they  purpofe  to  hav?  of  yew ;  yf  they  be  down 

ybore,  <-' 


And  ye  have  amend  is  for  their  iniquite. 
And  I  yew  bring  to  this  end,  what  fhall  my  guer- 
don be  ?        , 
In  verrey  foth,  quod  Beryn,  yf  I  yew  may  truft 
I  woll  quyte  yew  trewly,  I  make  yew  beheft. 
In  feith  then,  quod   Geffrey,  I   woll   with  yeW 

wende. 
What   IS  yewr   name,   feid   Beryn,   though  my 

frende  ? 
Gefferey,  he  feid ;  but  in  thefc  marchis  I  was  nat 

bore, 
But  I  have  dwellid  in  this  cete  yeeris  heretofore 
Ful  many,  and  turmented  wersthcn  wer  yee, 
And  endurid  for  my  trowith  much  adverfite, 
For  I  wold  in  no  wife  fuffir  their  falfhedes, 
For  in  all  the  world  fo  corrupt  of  their  dedis 
Been  noon  men  alyve,  I  myght  ryght  well  avow. 
For  they  fet  all  their  wittis  in  wrong  all  that  they 

mowe ; 
Wher'for  full  many  a  tyme  the  grettift  of  them 

and  I 
Have  ftonden  in  altercatioune  for  their  trechery  ; 
For  I  had  in  valew  in  trew  marchaundife 
A  M.  /.  all  have  they  take  in  fuch  maner  wife  :    ■ 
So  ferforth  to  fave  my  blode  no  longer  myght  I 

dryve  dure; 
For  drede  of  wors  thus  thotight  I  myfelf  to  disfi- 

gurei 
And  have  anlong  them  12  yere  ge  right  in  this 

plighte, 
And  evir  have  had  in  memory  how  I  myght  theni 

quyte ; 
And  fd  I  hope  now,  as  fotill  as  they  be,' 
With  my  wit  engine  them  and  help  yew  ancl 

me; 
My  lymes  been  both  hole  and  found,  me  nedith 

ftilt  ne  crouch. 
He  caft  afyde  them  both,  a:nd  lepe  oppon  an  huchc 
And  adown  ageynes,  and  walkid  to  and  fro, 
Up  and  down,  within  the  Ihip,  and  fliewid  his 

hondis  tbo, 
Stretching  forth  his  fihgris  in  fight  arid  all  a,boUt 
Without  knot  or  knor,  or  eny  fign  ofgoUte, 
And  dyght  them  efft  ageyns  right  disfetirly, 
Som  to  ride  ech  othirj  and  fom  aweward  wry. 
Geffrey  was  right  myghty,  and  wele  his  age  did 

here. 
For  natur  was  more  fitbftautiall  v^hen  tho  dayrj 

wer 
Then  now  in  our  tyme ;  for  all  thing  doith  waftg 
Saffvile  and  curfid  lyving,  that  growith  all  to  fafte» 
What  Ihuld  I  tell  more  ?    But  Gef&ey  fat  hym^ 

down, 
And  Beryn  hym  befydis ;  the  Ro'meyns  gan  tQ 

rown, 
And  meryelled  much  in  Geffrey  of  his  difgifene?, 
And  Beryn  had  anothi'r  thought,  and  fpak  of  hi? 

diftres. 
Now  Geffrey,  feid  tbis  Beryn,  and  I  durft  truft  ip 

yewe 
That  and  ye  knewe  eny  man  tha:t  is  alyve  anowg  • 
That  had  of  difcrecioune  fo  much  influence 
To  make  my  party  good  to  morows  in  m/  dn 

feece, 
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And  delrvlr  me  of  forowe,  as  ye  behote  have, 

I  wold  become  his  legeman,  as  Godmy  foule  fave.^ 

That  wer  to  much,  quod  Gefferey ;  that  woli  I 

yew  rekfe ; 
But  I  d^fire  of  othir  thing  to  have  yewr  promes. 
That    and    I    bryng    yewf    enmyes  into  fuch  a 

traunce 
To  make  for  yewr  wrortg  is  tor  you  right  high  fe- 

nauncfe. 
And  fo  declare  for  yofjtbat  with  you  pas  fuch  dome, 
That  yee  oppon  your  feith  bryng  me  at  P«ome, 
Yf  God  vvol  fehd  yew  wedir  and  grace  to  repafe. 
Quod  Beryn,  But  1  grant  yew  I  wer  lewder  then 

an  affe. 
But  or  1  fullich  truft  yew  holdith  me  excufid  ; 
I  woll  go  counfell  with  my  men  left  they  it  re- 

fufid, 
Beryn  drew  afyde,and  fpak  with  his  meyne, 
And  expreflid   every  word  in   what  plight  and 

degre 
That  he  ftode  from  poynt  to  poynt,  and   of  his 

fals  areilis ; 
His  meyne  v/ere  aftonyd^  and  ftarid  forth  as  beftis, 
Spekith  fom  word,  quod  Beryn,  iith  I  ambetrayd; 
Yee  have  yherd  what  Geffrey  to  me  hath  fayd. 
Thefe  Romeyns  ftode  alle  ftill ;  o  word  ne  cowd 

they  meve  ; 
And  eke  it  paffid  their  wittis.     Then   Beryn  gan 

•  releve, 
And  to  Geffrey  eft  ageyn,  and  mercy  hym  be- 

fought. 
Help  me,  Sir,  quod  Beryn,  for  his  love  that  us 

bought 
Dying  on  the  rood,  and  wept  full  tendirly  ; 
Por  but  ye  help,  quod  Beryn,  ther  is  no  remedy, 
Tor  comfort  nethir  counfaill  of  my  men  have  I 

noon  : 
Help  me,  as  God  yew  help,  and  els  I  am  undoon. 
When  Geffrey  faw  this  Beryn  fo  diftrad;  and  wept, 
Pite  into  eche  veyn  of  his  hert  crept. 
Alias  !  quod  Geffrey,  I  might  nat  do  a  more  fyn- 

ful  dede, 
1  leve  by  my  trowith,  then  fayl  yew  in  this  nede  ; 
Faill  me  God  in  heven  yf  that  I  yew  faill ! 
That  I  fhall  do  my  befines,  my  peyn,  and  my  tra- 

vaile, 
To  help  yew  be  my  power  ;  I  may  no  ferther  goo. 
Yis,  yee  behete  me  more,  feid  Beryn,  tho. 
That  yee  wold  help  me  at  all  that  I  fliuld  ftond 
Beryn  gan  to  wepe  and  make  wers  chere.  [cler. 
StUlith  yew,  quod  Geffrey,  for  how  fo  evir  ye 
More  than  my  power  ye  ought  nat  defire,  [tire 
For  thorough  the  grace  of  God  yefhul  be  helpwele; 
I  have  ther'of  no  dout ;  but  trewlich  I  you  tele 
That  ye  wOU  hold  me  covenaunte  and  I  woll  yew 

alfo. 
To  bryng  me  at  Rome  when  it  is  all  ydo. 
In  iigne  of  ^owith  of  both  fidis  of  our  acordment 
Slche  of  us  kys  othir  of  our  comyn  affent ; 
And  all  was  do.  And  aftirward  Beryn  commaun- 

dit  wyne ; 
They  dronk,  and  then  Geffrey  feid ;  Sir  Beryne, 
Yee'mut  declare  yeur  maters  to  myne  intelligence, 
^hat  I  may  tke  bet  ^feyve  ail  inconvenience, 
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Dout,  pro,  contra,  aaid  ambiguife, 
Thorough  your  declaratioune,  and.enforrflyd  be  ^ 
And  with  the  help  of  out  Soveren  Lord  celeftiale' 
They  fnall  be  behynd,  and  we  fliuU  have  the  ball^ 
For  now  the  time  approchith  for  their  carfidnes 
To  be  fomwhat  rewardit ;    and  caufe  of   yewF 

diftres 
Hath  my  hert  yfetlid  and  fixid  them  a  nye, 
As  trowith  Woll  and  refon,  for  their  trechery  : 
For  many  a  man  tofore  this  day  they  have  do  out 

of  da.w, 
Diftroid  and  turmentid  thorough  their  fals  law ; 
For  they  think  litill  ellis,  and  ail  their  wyttis  fyve. 
Save  to  have  a  mann'ys  good  and  to  benym  his 

lyve  ; 
And  hath  a  curfid  cuftom,  all  ageyns  refon. 
That  what   man  they  empeche  they  have  noon 

enchefon 
Thoughe  it  be  as  falfe  a  thing  as  God  hymfelf  i»  • 

trewe  ; 
And  it  touche  a  ftraunger  that  is  com  of  newe 
Atte  firlt  mocioune  that  he  begynneth  to  meve 
Ther  ftondith  up  an  hundrithym  to  repreve. 
The  lawes  of  the  cete  ftont  in  probacy  ; 
They  ufen  noon  enqueftis  the  wrongis  for  to  try ; 
And  yf  thow  haddill  eny  wrong,    and  woldill 

pleyn  the,- 
And  were  as  trewe  a  caufe  as  eny  myght  be, 
Thow  fhuidift  nat  find  o  man  to  here  the  witnes. 
Though  every  man  in  the  town  knew  it  more  or 

les ; 
So  burith   they  togidir,   and  hoidith  with  eche 

othir, 
That  as  to  counterpiede  them,  though  ye  wer  my 

brothir, 
I  wold  gyve  yew  no  counfaill,  ne  their  eftipeche- 

ment. 
In  no  word  to  deny,  for  that  wer  combirment ; 
For  then  w^er  they   in   the   affirmatyf,  and  wold 

preve  anoon. 
And  to  yew  that  wer  negatyfif  the  law  wold  graunt 

anoon  : 
So  for  to  plede  ageyn  them  it  woll  litill  availl, 
And  yit  to  every  mann'ys  wit  it  ought  be  gretc 

mervaile. 
For  their  lawes  been  fo  ftreyt,  and  peynous  ordi- 

naunce 
Is  ftallid  for  their  falfhede  ;  for  this  is  their  fy- 

naunce, 
To  lefe  their  lyff  for  lefmg,  and  Ifope  it  may 

knowe, 
That  lord  is  riall  of  the  town,  and  holdith  them 

fo  lowe, 
Wherfor  they  have  a  cuflom  a  Ihrewid  for  th« 

nonys, 
Yf  eny  of  them  fey  a  thing  they  cry  all  at  onys. 
And  ferm  It  for  a  foth,  and  it  here  any  chal-ge; 
Thus  of  the  danger  of  If^e  they  kepe  them  ever 

at  large ; 
Andtherfor  wifdomweer,  whofo  might  efchewe. 
Nevir  to  dele  wuh  them  j  fpr  wer  it  wrong  or 

trewe  ° 

It  fliuld  litill  availl  a^evrs  t'leir  falfliedes, 
For  they  beenacurfid,  and  ib  been  their  ded«;, 


THE   MERCHANT'S 

"Wherfore  we  muft,  with  all  our  wit  fenfibill, 
Such  anfwcrs  us  purvey  that  they  been  infolibill,     ' 
To  morowe  at  our  aparaunccj  and  fliall  be  refpon- 

faill, 
For  of  wele  and  ellis  it  is  thy  day  fynall. 
Now  Soveren  Lord  celeftiale  !  with  many  forow- 

ful  fighs, 
Seyd  Beryn  to  Geffrey,  ynunemorat  of  lyes, 
Graunt  me   grace  to  morowe,   fo   that   God  be 

plefid 
Make  fo  myne  anfwere,  and  I  fomwhat  y-efid 
By  the  that  art  my  counfaill,  for  othir  help  is  noon. 
Reherce  me  then,  quod  Geffrey,  the  caufis  of  thy 

foon 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt,  al  in  fere,  on  the  is  furmyfid, 
Wherthorough  I  myght  to  morowe  the  betir  be 

avifid. 
Now  in  foth,  quod  Beryn,  thoughe  I  fliuld  dy 
I  cannat  tell  the  tenyth  part  of  their  trechery. 
What  for  forowe  and  angir  that  they  to  me  have 

wrought ; 
So  ftond  I  clene  defperat  but  ye  con  help  ought. 
Deperdeux !  feid  Geffrey,  and  I  the  woll  not  faill, 
Sith  I  have  enfurid  the  to  be  of  thy  counfaill ; 
And  fo  much  the  more  that  thou  art  nat  wife. 
And  canft  nat  me  enform  of  no  maner  avife ; 
Here  ther'fore  a  while,  and  tend  wel  to  my  lore. 
The  lord  that  dwellith  in  this  town,  whofe  name 

I  told  tofore, 
Ifope,  ,efft  rcherfid,  is  fo  inly  wife 
That  no  man  alyve  can  his  pas  devife, 
And  is  fo  grow  in  yeris  that  lx  yeer  ago 
He  fawe  nat  for  age;  and  yit  it  ftondith  fo 
That  thorough  his  wit,  and  wifdom,  and  his  go- 

vernaunce. 
Who  makith  a  fray  ef,  or  flryvith  aught,  or  mel 

to  much  or  praunce, 
Within  the  fame  cete,  that  he  n'ys  take  anoon, 
And  hath  his  pennaunce  forthwith,  for  pardon 

ufith  he  noon  : 
For  ther  n'ys  pore  ne  riche,  ne  what  ftate  he  be, 
That  he  ny's  undirfotc  for  his  iniquite  ; 
And  it  be  previd  on  hym  ther  Ihall  no  goldrhym 

qiiyte. 
Right  as  the  forfete  axith  moch  or  lite, 
For  geyns  his  commaundment  is  noon  fo  hardy 

quek, 
So  hard  fetith-he  his  fote  in  every  mann's  nek  ; 
For  undir  fky  and  flerris  this  day  is  noon  alyve 
That  coud  amend  hym  in  o  poynt,  al  thing  to  di- 

flryve. 
The  feven  Sages  of  Rome,  though  al  ageyn  hym 

were. 
The  fhuld  be  infufficient  to  make  his  anfwere, 
For  he   can   all  langagis,   Greek,  Hebrew,    and 

Latyne, 
Caldey,  Frenslh,  and  Lombard,  ye  know  wellfyne, 
And  al  maner  that  men  in  bokis  write  ; 
In  poyfe  and  philofophie  alfo  he  can  endite  : 
Cevile  and  canoune,  and  al  maner  lawis, 
Seneca  and  Sydrak,  and  Salamon'ys  fawys. 
And  the  feven  fciences,  and  eke  lawe  of  armys, 
£xperimentis  and  pomprey,  and  all  oiauer  char- 

Hiys, 
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As  ye  fhul  here  aftir  er  that  1  depart, 

Of  his  iraaginaciouns  and  of  his  fotill  art  3 

For  he  is  of  age  300  yere  and  more, 

Wherfor  of  ail  fciences  he  hath  the  more  lore. 

In  Denmark  he  was  gotten  and  ybore  alfo, 

And  in  Grece  ynoriflied  tyl  he  coud  fpck  and  go  ; 

Ther  was  he  put  to  fcole,  and  lernyd  wondir  faflj 

For  fuch  was  his  grace  that  all  otbir  he  pafl;  : 

But  firft  in  his  begynnyng  litil  good  he  had, 

But  lernyd  evir  paffyngly,  and  was  wife  and  fad  : 

Of  ftature  and  of  fcture  ther  was  noon  hym  like 

Thorough  the  lond  ci  Grece   though   men  wold 

hym  feke. 
A  kyng  ther  was  in  tho  yeris  that  had  noon  heir 

male 
Saff  a  doughter,  that  he  lovid  as  his  own  faa   ; 
Ifope  was  his  fervaunt,  and   did  hym  fuch  ple- 

faunce 
That   he  made   hym  his  heir,  and   did  hym   fo 

avaunce 
To   wed  his   doughter,    and   aftir    hym  to  bere 

crowne, 
Thorough  prowes  and  his  port  fo  low  he  was  and 

boun; 
So  as  Fortune  wold,  that  was  Ifop'is  frend. 
This  worthy  king  that  fame  yere  made  his  carnel 

end. 
That  twenty-feven   yere  is  paCfid  that  Ifope  thus 

hath  reigned. 
And  yit  was  ther  nevir  for  wrong  on  hym  coro- 

pleyned 
For  no  jugement  that  he  gaff;  yit  fom  ageyn  hyni 

wylid 
A  grete  part  of  his  pepil,  and  wold  have  hym 

exilid  ; 
But  his  grete  wifdom,  and  his  manfulnes, 
His  governaunce,  with  his  bounte  and  his  right- 

fulnes. 
Hath  evir  yit  preferved  hyhi  unto  this  ilk  day. 
And  woll  whyle  that  he  ly  vith  for  aught  that  meO 

can  fay  : 
For  who  hath  eny  quarrel  or  caufe  for  to  wonde 
Within  this  fame  cete,  quicklich  woll  he  fond. 
And  it  be  fotill  matir,  to  Ifope  for  to  fare. 
For  gynnyng  to  the  end  his  quarrell  to  declare  ; 
And  eve  afore,  as  cuftom  is,  peple  Ihali  bi  on  the 

morowe ; 
But  whofo  ly  he  fcaplth  nat  wythout  fhartte  or  fo« 

rowe. 
Beryn,  thou  mufl  go  thidir,  wher  thyn  empechCi 

ment 
Shull  be  ymevid,  and  therfor  pas  nat  thens 
Tyll  thou  have  herd  them  alle,  and  report  them. 

wele 
To  me,  that  am  thy  counfell,  and  repair  fnele. 
But  fo  rial  mancioune  as  Ifope  dwellith  in 
Ther  is  noon  in  the  world,  ne  fo  queynt  of  gyn, 
Wherfore  be  well  avifid  how  I  enform  the 
Of  the  wondir  wayis  and  of  the  pryvyte 
That  been  wythyn  his  paleyfe,  that  thou  mufl  pas 

by: 
And  when  thow  approchift,  and  art  the  caftell 

nygh, 

R  ij 
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Blench  fro  the  brode  gate,  and  enter  thow   nat 

there. 
For  ther  been  men  to  keep  it ;  yit  have  thow  no 

fere ; 
Pas  down  on  the  right  hond  by  xhe.  caflell  walle 
Tyll  thow  fynd  a  window,  and  what  fo  the  by- 
fall 
Enttr  ther  yf  thow  rnay,  and  be  nothyng  agaft, 
But  walk  forth  in  that  entre  :  then  fhalt  thow  fee 

in  hafte 
A  portcolyfe  the  tofore  ;  pas  in  boldly 
Tyll  thow  com  to  an  hall  the  feyrift  undir  &y  : 
The  wallis  been  of  marbill,  yjoynid   and  yclofid, 
And  the  pilours  of  cryilall,  grete  and  wele  pro- 

pofid  : 
The  keveryng  of  bove  is  of  felondyn, 
And  the  pament  beneth  of  g*old  and  afure  fyne. 
But  whofo  paffith  thorough  this  hall  hath  nede  to 

ren  blyve, 
Or  els  he  myght  be  difware  of  his  own  lyve, 
For  ther  wythin  liith  a   ftoon   that  is  fo  bote  of 

kynd 
That  what  thing  com  for  by  anoon  it  woll  atend, 
As  bryght  as  eny    kandell  leem,    and  confume 

anoon  ; 
And  fo  wold  the  hall  alfo  n'er  coldnes  of  a  fltDon 
That  is  yclepid  Dionyfe,  that  fet  is  hym  ageyn  ; 
So  and  tliov/  lepe  lightly  thou  fhalt  have  no  peyn. 
For  echir  fhone  in  kynd  proportioned  they  be. 
Of  hete  and  eke  of  coldnes  of  oon  equalite. 
Thow  muft  pas  thorough  the  hall,  but  tary  nat  I 

rede, 
For  thou  Ihult  fynd  a   dur  up   right  afore  thyn 

hedc  : 
When  thow'art  entrid  ther,  and  the  dore  apaft, 
Wh:;tfo  thow  fe  ligg  or  ftond  be  thow  nat  agaft  ; 
And  yf  thow  drede   eny  thing   do  no  more  faiff 

blowe, 
Bui  yit  I  rede  the  beware  that  it  be  fomwhat 

lowe  : 
Ther  been  to  libardis  loos  and  untyed, 
If  that  thy  blowing  of  that  othir  in  eny  thing  be 

fpied 
Anoon  he  rakith  on  the  to  fefe  the  by  thy  pate. 
For  ther  n'ys  thing  in  erth  that  he  fo  much  doth 

iate. 
As  breth  of  mann'ys  mowith  ;  wher'fore  refreyn 

thee. 
And  blow  but  fair  and  foft,  and  when  that  nede  be. 
%^hen  thow  art  paffid  this  hall  anoon  then  llialt 

thow  com 
Into  the  fayreft  garden  that  is  in  Chriftendom, 
-The  wich  thorough  his  clergy  is   made  of  fuch 

devife 
That  a  man  fhallween  he  is  in  Paradife, 
At  his  firft  comyng  in,'  for  melody  and  fong, 
A-nd  othir  glorious  thinges  and  dele^5i:abill  among,- 
The  wich  Tholomeus,  that  fomtynie  Paynym  was, 
That  of  aftronomy  knew  ev'ry  poynt  and  cafe, 
Di'  ii  fo  devife,  thorough  his  high  connyng, 
Thiic  ther  n'ys  beft  in  erth  ne  bird  that  doith  fmg 
That  he  n'ys  there  in  figiiT  in  gold  and  fylvir  fyne. 
And  mow,  as  they  wer  (juyhj  knawe  the  fotill 

engync. 


In  mydward  of  this  gardyn  ftant  a  feir  tre 

Of  al  maner  levis  that  undir  fey  l>e, 

Yforgit  and  yfourmit  eche  in  his  degre 

Of  fylvir  and  of  gold  fyne  that  lufty  been  to  fcff/ 

This  gardeyn  is  evir   grenc,   and   full  of   May 

flowris, 
Of  rede,  white,  and  blew,   and  othir  frefli  co- 

louris. 
The  wich  been  fo  redolent,  and  fentyn  fo  about, 
That  he  muft  be  right  lewde  therin  Ihuld  route. 
Thefe  monftrefull  thingis  I  devife  to  the 
Eecaufe  thow  ftiuldift  nat  of  them  abasfliid  be. 
When  that  thow  comyft  there,  fo  thow  be  ftrong 

in  thought. 
And  do  be  my  counfell,  drede  the  right  nought, 
For  ther  beth  eight  tregetours  that  this  gardyn 

kepith. 
Four  of  them  doith  waak  whils  the  four  fclepith. 
The  wich  been  fo  perfite  of  nygramance. 
And  of  the  art  of  apparene  and  of  tragetrie. 
That  they  make  femen  as  to  a  mann'ys  fight 
Abom.inabill  wormys,  that  fore  ought  be  afright 
The  hertieft  man  on  erth,  bnt  he  warnyd  were 
Of  the  grifly  fightis  that  he  ftiuld  fee  there. 
Among  all  othir  there  is  a  lyon  white 
Til  at  and  he  be  a  ftraungir  he  rampith  for  to  bite. 
And  hath  tofore  this  tyme  500  men  and  mo 
Devourid  and  yete,  th.at  thereforth  have  ygo  : 
Yit  ftialt  thow  pas  fuyrly  fo  thow  do  as  T  tell. 
The  tre  I  told  tofore,  that  round  as  eny  bell 
Berith  bow  and  brarunche,  traylyng  to  the  ground. 
And  thow  touch  oon  of  them  thow  art  faff  and 

found  ; 
The  tre  hath  fuch  vertu  there  fhall  nothing  the 

dere  : 
Loke  that  be  the  firft  when  thow  comyft  th«re. 
Then  ftialt  thow  fe  an  entre  by  the  ferther  fide ; 
Thoughe  it  be  ftreyte  tofore,  inner  large  and  wyde 
It   growith   more  and  more,    and  as  a  dentour 

wryith  ; 
Yit  woll  that  wey   the  brying  there  that  Ifop« 

liith, 
Into  the  feyrift  chambir  that  evir  ^man  faw  witJi 

eye. 
When  tliow  art  there  wythyn  govern  the  wifely,' 
For  there  flialt  tliow  here  al  thyn  emp^chement 
Opynly  declarid  in  Ifop'is  prefent. 
Report  them  wele  and  kepe  them  in  thy  mynd. 
And   aftir   thy   relacioune  we   fliall  fo  turn  an3 

weiid. 
Thorough  help  of  God  above,  fuch   help  for  t® 

make 
That  they  ftiull  be  acombrit,  and  we  right  well  to 

fcape. 
Now  in  foth,  qu«d  Berya,  a  mann'ys  hert  may 

grife 
Of  fuch  wondirweyis,  for  al  my  marchandife 
1  had  Icvir  lefe  them  oppon  me  take 
Such  a  wey  to  pas.     I'hen,  Sir,  for  your  fake 
I  wol!  my  felf,  <iuod  Geffrey  :  fith  I  am  enfuryd 
To  help  the  with  my  power  thow  flialt  me  amy- 

rid 
As  fcrforth  as  I  may  ;  that  I  woll  do  my  peyn 
Tobryng  yowpkfauat  tydin^.and  rotourn  ageyfi 
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yit  or  the  cok  crow ;  and  ther'for  let  me  fe 
Whils  1  am  out  how  mery  ye  can  be. 
Geffrey  toke  his  leve  ;  but  who  was  fory  tho 
But  BeTyn  and  his  company  ?  for  when  he  was  go 
Thei  had  no  maner  joy,  but  dout  and  hevynes. 
For  of  his  repeyryng  thei  had  no  fikernes ;  . 
So  every  man  to  othir  made  his  compleynt, 
And  wifhid  that  of  felony  they  had  been  atteynt, 
And  fo  them  thought  betir  to  end  hevynes 
Then  every  day  to  lak  brede  atte  firft  mes ; 
For  when  our  good  is  go  what  fhallfal  of  us  ? 
Evir  to  be  their  thrallis,  and  peraventure  wers. 
To  lefe  our  lyf  aftir  yf  we  difplefe  them  ought. 
Aftir  Geffrey  went  this  was  all  their  thought 
Throughout  the  nyght  tyl  cokkis  gan  to  fmg  ; 
But  then  encrefid  anguilhe  ;  their  hondis  gan  to 

wryng, 
And  curfid  wynd  and  watir  that  them  brought 

ther, 
And  wisfliid  many  tymes  that  he  had  been  in 

here. 
And  were  apaffid  and  entrid  into  difpeyr. 
In  as  much  as  Geffrey  did  nat  repeir  :  i 

Efhe  man  feyd  to  othir  it  myght  nat  be  ynayid 
But  Geffrey  had  uttirlich  fallly  them  bctrayid 
Thoroughout  all  the  long  nyght. 


Tho  went  they  to  counfell  a  lltill  tofore  the  day, 

iVnd  were  all  acordit  for  to  fayl  awey ; 

And  fo  them  thought  betir,  and  leve  their  good 

ther^ 
Then  abyde  theroppon,  and  have  more  fere. 
They  made  their   takelyng  redy,  and  wend  the 

fail  acros, 
For  to  fave  their  lyvis,  and  fet  nat  of  their  los  ; 
So  fore  they  wer  adred  to  be  in  fervitute. 
And  hopid  God  above  wold  fend  them  fom  refute 
By  fom  othir  coftis  ther  wynd  them  wold  bryng  ; 
And  therwithall  cam  Geffrey  on  his  llilt  lepeing. 
And  cried  wondir  faft  by  the  watir  fyde. 
When  Beryn  herd  Geffrey  he  bid  his  men  abyde, 
And  to  launch  out  a  bote  and  bryng  Geffrey  in, 
For  he  may  more  avayl  me  now  then  al  my  kyn. 
And  he  be  trew  and  trufty,  as  myn  hope  is ; 
But  yit  ther'of  had  Beryn  no  full  fikernes. 
Thefe  Romeyns  fet    in    Geffrey   with  an   hevy 

chere, 
For  they  had  levir  faill  forth  then  put  them  in 

weer 
Both  lyve  and  goodis  :  and  evill  fufpicioune 
They   had  of  this  Geffrey ;  wherfore  they   gon 

roune, 
Talkyng  to  eche  othir,  This  man  woll  us  betray. 
Geffrey  wiii  well  inowghe  he  was  nat  to  their 

pay, 

And  for  verry  angir  l)e  threw  into  the  fee 

Both  llil't  and  eke  his   crouch,  that  made  wqr  of 

tre,  .     .      ,. 

And  gan  them  to  comfort,  £(nd  feid  in  this  m^ 

nere  : 
£enei!iats !  Eetyn,  wliy  make  ye  fuch  chere  ? 


For  and  yee  wex  hevy  what  fliall  yewr  men  do 
But  take  enfampill  of  yew  ?  and  have  no  caufc  to  j 
For  yit  or  it  be  eve  yewr  adverfaryes  all 
I  Ihall  make  them  fpurn  and  have  a  fore  fall. 
And  yee  go  quyte,  and  all  yewr  good,  and  havfi 

of  theirs  too, 
And  they  to  be  right  feign  for  to  fcape  fo 
Wythout  more  daungir,  and  yewr  wyl  bej 
For  of  the  lawys  her  fuch  is  the  e^quyte 
That  Who purfu  othir  and  his  pleynt  be  "wrong 
:■   ejhall  7nake  amendis  be  he  ne-vir  fo Jlrong  ; 
Right  as  fhuld  the  t'odiryf  he  condempned  were 
Right  fo  fliall  the  pleyntiff  right  as  I  yew  lere  ; 
And  that  fhall  preve  by  them,  have  ye  no  doute. 
Yet  or  it  be  eve  right  low  to  yew  to  loute. 
And  fubmit  them  to  yew,  and  put  them  in  yewr 

grace 
By  that  tyme  Ihave  ymade  all  my  wanlafe^ 
And  in  hope  to  fpedc  wel  let  fhape  us  for  to  dyne, 
Geffrey  axid  watir,  and  fith  brede  aud  wyne, 
And  feit.  It  is  holfom  to  breke  our  faft  betyme. 
For  the  fte ward  woll  to  the  court  at  hour  of  prymjs. 
The  fonne  gan  to  fliyne  and  fhope  a  feir  dcy  ; 
But  for  aught  that  Geffrey  coud  do  or  fey 
Thefe  Romeyns  fpekyn  faft  all  the  dyner  while. 
That  Geffrey  with  his  fotill  wordis   wold   them 

begile. 
So  when  they  had  ydyned  they  ryfen  up  echoone. 
And  drew  them  to  counfell  what  was  beft  todoons 
Som  feyd  the  beft  rede  that  we  do  may, 
To  throw  Geffrey  ovir  the  bord,  and  feyll  fofth 

our  way : 
But  for  drede  of  Beryn  fom  wold  nat  fo, 
Yit  the  more  party  affentid  wele  therto. 
Geffrey  and  Beryn,  and  worthy  Romeyns  tweyn, 
Stood  a  part  within   the  ihip,   fo  Geffrey  gan  to 

feyn, 
Beryn,  beth  avifid  ;  your  menbeth  in  diftaunce  : 
Sith  ye  been  her  foveren  put  them  in  governance  ; 
For  methinkith  they  boldith  contrary  opynyoune, 
And  Grace fdylith  cumynlich  luher  is  divifioune. 
In  the  meen  whyle  that  rhey  gan  thus  to  ftryye 
Hanybald  was  up,  and  ycom  as  blyve 
To  the  brigg  of  the  town  ther  the  lliippis  rood. 
And  herd  much  noyfe  ;  but  litil  while  he  bood. 
For  when  he  law  the  faylis  ftond  all  acros, 
Alas  !  quod  this  Hanybald,  here  growith  a  fmert 

los 
To  me  that  am  provoft,  and  have  in  charge  and 

heft 
All  thefe  fyvc  fhippis  undir  myn  arcft  : 
And  ran  into  the  town,  and  made  an  hidoufe  cry. 
And  chargit  all  the  cetezins  to  armys  for  to  hy 
From  oftrete  tyl  ariothir,  andrerid  up  althe  town. 
And   made  the  trompis  blowe  up  and  the  bellis. 

foun, 
And  fey  that  the  B,omeyns  wer  in  poynt  to  pas, 
Tyl  ther  wer  a  thoufand,  rathir  mo  then  les. 
Men  y-armyd  cleen,  walkyng  to  the  ftronde 
When  Beryn  them  afp led  ;  Now,  Geffrey,  in  thy 

honde 
Stont  lyf  and  goodis  ;  doth  with  us  what  the  lift 
For  all  our  hope  is  on  the,  comfort,  help,  and  triiVj 
?5.  iij 
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For   we   muft  tide   aventure,    fuch  as  God  wol 

fh?.pe, 
F^r  ROW  )  a.m  in  certen  we  mow  in  no  wife  fcape. 
H,  ve  !:o  doubt,  quod  Geffrey, both  niery ;  let  me 

aloon ; 
Getith  a  peir  fifours,  fherith  my  berd  anoon, 
And  aftirwerd   lete  top  my  hede   haftylich  and 

blyve. 
Som  went  to  with  fefours,fom  wyth  aknyffe, 
So  what  for  forowe  and  haft,  and  for  lewd  tole, 
Ther  was  no  man  alyve  bet  like  to  a  fole 
Then  Geffrey  was  by  that  tyme  they  had  al  ydo. 
Hanybaldclepid  outBeryn,to  Mote  Hallfor  togo, 
And  llode  upon  the  brigg  with  an  huge  route. 
G'  ffrey  was  the  firfl  to  Hanybald  gan  to  loute 
And  lokid  out  a  foie  Ihip  :    God  bles   yew  !  Sir, 

quod  he. 
Wher  art  thow  now,  Beryn,""   com  forth,  behold 
Her  is  an  huge  pepill  yrayd  and  ydight  ;  [and  fe, 
All   thef?  been  my   children  that  been  in  armys 
Yiftirdey  I  gat  them  :  is  nat  mervaill,      [bryght; 
That  they  been  hidir  ycom  to  be  of  our  counfaill. 
Arid  to  flond  up  by  us,  and  help  us  in  our  pie  ? 
A  !  myne  own  chiidryn,  bleflld  mut  ye  be  ! 
Quod  Geffrey,  with  an  high  voifc,  and  had  a  nyce 

vifage, 
A'ld  gan  to  daunce  for  joy  in  the  fore  flage, 
liiinybald  lok'd  on  Geffrey  as  he  wer  amafid, 
And  beheld  his  countenaunce,  and  how  he  was 

yrafid, 
But  e-virmore  he  thought  that  he  was  a  fole 
Naturell  of  kynde,  and  had  noon  otbir  tool, 
As  femed  by  his  Avordis  and  his  vifage  both, 
And  thought  it  had  been  foly  to  wex  with  hym 

wroth, 
And  gan  to  bord  ageyn,  and  axid  hym  in  game, 
Sitb  thou  art  our  fadir  who  is  then  our  dame? 
Ar,>"  how  and  in  what  plafe  were  we  begete  ? 
Yiftirday,  quod  Geffrey,  pleyng  in  the  flrete 
A-  a  gentil  game  that  clepid  is  the  Quek, 
A  long  peny  halter  was  cafl;  about  my  nek, 
And  yknetjaft  with  a  riding  knot, 
And  caft  over  a  perch,  and  hale  along  my  throte. 
Was  that  a  game,  quod  Hanybald,  for  to  hang  thy 

felve  ? 
So  theyfeydaboutme,  a  thoufar.d  eche  by  hymfelf. 
How  fcapiddift  thow,  quod  Hanybald,  that  thou 

wer  nat  dede  ? 
Therto  can  I  anfwer  without  any  rede  : 
1  bare  thre  dife  in  myn  own  purs. 
For  I  go  nevir  without,  fare  I  betir  or  wers ; 
I  kift  them  forth  all  thre,  and  too  fill  ara'ys, 
Eut  here  now  what  fill  aftir,  right  a  merveloufe 

cafe  ; 
Ther  camamowfe  lep forth,  and  ete  thethirdboon, 
Thatpuffid  out  herfkyn  asgretgasfhe  myghtgoon; 
And  in  this  maner  wife  of  the  mowfe  and  me 
All  ye  be  ycom  my'children  fair  and  fre  ; 
And  yit  or  it  be  eve  fall  woU  fuch  a  chaunce 
To  llond  in  my  power  yew  all  to  avaunce. 
For  and  we  plcde   well  to  day   W€'  fhall  be  riche 

inowghe. 
f  lanybald  of  his  wordis  he'rtlich  loughe. 
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And  fo  did  all  thatherdhym.as  they  myght  weic, 

And  had  grete  joy  wyth  hym  for  to  tell. 

For  they  knew  hym  noon  othir  but  a  fole  of  kynd 

And  all  this  was  his  difcrecioune,  and  that  previd 

the  end, 
Thus  whils  Geffrey  japid  to  make  their  hertis 

light 
Beryn  and  his  company  were  rayid  and  ydight, 
And  londid  them  in  botis,  ferefull  how  to  fpede, 
For  all  their  thoughtis  in  balance  flode  betwenc 

hope  and  drede  : 
But  yet  they   did  their  peyn  to  make  lightfome 

chere. 
As  Geffrey  them  had  enfourmed,  of  port  and  all 

manere 
Of  their  governaunce  all  the  long  day  [wey 

T'yll  their  plee  wer  endit ;  fo  went  they  forth  their 
To  the  court  with  Hanybald.  Then  Beryn  gan  to 

fey, 
What  nedith  this,  Sir  Hanybald,  to  make  fuch  aray 
Sith  we  been  pefe-marchantis,  and  ufe  no  fpolia- 

cioune  ? 
For  foth.  Sir,  quod  Hanybald,  to   me  was  made 

relacioune  * 

Yee  wer  in  poynt  to  void  ;  and  yef  ye  had  do  fo 
Yee  had  lofl  yewr  lyvis,  without  wordis  mo. 
Beryn  held  hym  ftyll.  Geffrey  fpak  anoon  ; 
No  les  wed  thenx  lyvis  ?  Whi  fo,  good  Sirjon  ?  • 
That  wer  fomwhat  to  much  as  it  femeth  me ; 
But  ye  be  ovirwife  that  dwell  in  this  cete  ; 
For  ye  havebegonne  a  thingmakithyourightbold 
And  yit  or  it  be  eve  as  folis  Ihull  yee  be  hold : 
And  eke  ye  devyne  for  fhipmanny's  craft, 
And  wotith  litill  what  longith  to  afore  the  fhip 

aud  bafit. 
And  namelich  in  the  dawnyng  when  fhipmen  firft 

arife. 
My  good  frend,  quod  Hanybald,  in  a  fcornyng 

wife, 
Yee  muft  onys  enfourm  me  thorough  yowr  iii- 

crecioune. 
But  firft  yee  muft  anfwer  to  a  queftioune  ; 
Why  make  men  crof-fail  in  myddis  of  the  mafl  ? 
jFor  to  taloiv  the  Jbip  andfech  more  blaji. 
Why  goon  the  yemen  to  bote  ankirs  to  hale  ? 
For  to  male  them  redy  to  ivalk  to  the  ale. 
Why  hale  they  up  ftonys  by  the  crane  lyne  ? 
To  make  the  tempejl  fife  and  thefonnejhyne. 
Why  clofe  they  the  port  with  the  fee  bord  ? 
For  the  maJlirJiDuld  aivake  atjirft  ivord. 
Thou  art  a  redy  reve,  quod  Hanybald,  in  fay. 
Yee,  Sir,  trewiy,  for  fothe  is  that  ye  yew  fey; 
Geffrey  evir  clappid  as  doith  a  watir  myll. 
And  made  Hanybald  to  laugh  al  his  hert  fyll. 
Beryn,  quod  this  Geffrey,  retourn  thy  men  ageyn; 
What  fhuU  they  do  wdth  the  at  court  ?  no  man  on 

them  pleyn. 
Plede    thy    cafe    thy   felve    right   as    thow   haft 

ywrought ; 
To  bidewiththe  fhippis  mypurpofe  isand  thought. 
Nay,  forfoth,  quod   Hanybald,  thow  Ihak  abyde 

on  lond, 
Wee  have  m>  folis  but  the  ;  and  toke  hym  by  t^ 
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Torthow  art  wife  in  law  to  plede  all  the  cafe. 
That  can  I  betir,  quod  Geffrey,  then  eny  man  in 

this  plafe. 
What  feyft  thow  therto,  Beryn  ?  fhall  I  tell  thy 

tale? 
Hanybald  likid  his  wordis  wele,  and  forward  gan 

hym  hale. 
Beryn  made  him  angry,  and  fighid  wondir  fore, 
For  Geffrey  hym  had  enfourmid  of  every  poynt  to 

fore, 
Hew  he  hym  Ihuld  govern  all  the  long  day. 
Geffrey  chafid  hym  ageyn  ;  Sey  me  ye  or  nay  ; 
Mayft'owe  nat  here  fpeke  fome  maner  woid  ? 
Leve  thy  blab,  lewd  fole,  me  likith  nat  thy  bord  : 
I  have  anothir  thought,  quod  Beryn,  wherof  thow 

carifl  lite. 
Clepeift  thow  me  a  Fole,  quod  Geffrey  ?  al   that 

I  may  the  wite  : 
But  firfl  when  we  out  of  Rome  faillid  both  in  fere 
Tho  I  was  thy  felawe  and  thy  partinere, 
Fortho  the  marchandife  was  more  then  half  myne, 
,A.ad  fith  that  thow  com  hidir  thow  takift  all  for 

thyne. 
But  yit  or  it  be  eve  I  wol  make  oon  beheiT:, 
But  thow  have  my  help  thy  part  Ihall  be  left. 
Thyn  help,   quod  Beryn ;    lewde  fole,  thow  art 

more  then  mafid ; 
Dres   the   to   the    iliippis   ward  with  thy  crown 

yrafid. 
Fori  myghtnevir  fpare  thebet :  trus  and  beagoo. 
I  woll  go  with  the,  quod  Geffrey,  wher  thow  wolt 

or  no, 
And  lern  to  plede  law  to  wyn  both  howfe  and  lend. 
§0  thow  fhalt,  quod  Hanybald,  and  led  hym  by 

the  bond. 
And  leyd  his  bond  oppon  his  nek :  but  and  he 

had  yknow 
Whom  he  had  led,  in  fikernes  he  had  well  levir  in 

fnowe 
Have  walkid  xl  myle,  and  rathir  then  fail  more ; 
For  he  wisfhid  that  Geffrey  had  ybe  unbore 
Full  oft  tyme  in  that  day  or  the  pie  wer  do, 
And  fo  did  all  that  wrought  Beryn  lliam  and  woo. 
Now  yee  that  lift  abide  and  here  of  fotilte 
Mowe  know  how  that  Beryn  fped  in  his  pie, 
And  in  what  aray  to  the  court  he  went , 
And  how  Hanybald  led  Geffrey,  difv/are  of  his 

entent ; 
But  yet  he  axid  of  Geffrey,  What  is  thy  name 


pray  , 


Gylhqchet,  quod  Geffrey,  men  clepid  me  yiftirday, 
Andwherjweer  thowybore  ?  I  n'ote  I  make  a  vow, 
Seyd  Geffrey  to  this  Hanybald,  I  axe  that  of  yew, 
For  I  can  tell  no  more  but  here  I  ftond  nowe, 
Hanybald  of  his  wordis  hertlich  lowghe, 
And  held  hym  for  apaffyng  fole  to  ferve  eny  lord.. 
Thus  they  romyd  janglyng  into  the  court  ward, 
^ut  or  they  com  ther  the  fteward  was  yfet. 
And  the  grettift  of  the  town  a  company  ymet, 
And  gon  to  ftryve  faft  who  fliuld  have  the  good 
That  com  was  with  Beryn  ovir  the  fait  flood. 
Som  feyd  oon  and  foni  feyde  anothir; 
Som  wold  have  the  Ihippis,  the  par  ell,  and  the 
rothir ; 


Som  his  eyen,  fom  his  lyf  wolcThave,  and  no  les. 
Or  els''he  lliuld  for  them  fyne  or  he  did  pas ; 
And  in  the  mene  whils  they  wer  in  this  afray 
Beryn  and  thefe  Romeyns  wer  com,  in  good  aray 
As  myght  be  made  of  woll,  and  of  colour  graynyd  ; 
They  toke  a  fyde  bench  that  for  them  was  or- 

deynyd. 
When  all  was  hulht  and  ftill  Beryn  arofe  anoon, 
And  ftode  in  the  myddis  of  the  hall  tofore  them 

everichone. 
And  feyd.  Sir  Steward,  in  me  fhallbe  no  let; 
I  am  ycom  to  anfwer  as  my  day  is  fet  : 
Do  me  ryght  and  refon  ;  I  axe  yew  no  more. 
So  fliall  I,  quod  the  fteward,  for  ther'to  I  ana, 

fwore. 
He  fhall  have  right,   quod  Geffrey,  wher  thow 

wolt  or  no, 
For  and  thow  mys  onys  thy  jugement  ondo. 
I  woll  to  the  Emperour  of  Rome  my  cofyn. 
For  of  o  cup  he  and  I  full  oft  have  dronk  the  wyne, 
And  yit  we  ftiuU  heraftir  as  oft  as  we  mete, 
For  he  is  long  the  gladderwhenlfend  hym  to  grete.. 
This  Geffrey  ftode  upona  fourm,  for  he  wold  be  fey 
Above  all  othir  the  Ihouldris  and  the  cry, 
And  ftarid  al  about  with  his  lewd  herd. 
And  was  yhold  a  very  fole  of  ech  man  hym  herd. 
The  fteward,  and  the  ofijcers,  and  the  burgeylis 

all, 
Laughid  at  hym  hertlich ;  the  criour  gan  to  call 
I'he  burgeyfe  that  had  pleyd  with  Beryn  at  ches. 
And  he  arofe  quilUich,  and  gan  hym  for  to  dres 
Afore  the  fteward  at  barr,  as  the  maner  is ; 
He  gan  to  tell  his  tale  wyth  grete  redines  ; 
Here  me,  Sir  Steward,  this  day  is  me  fet 
To  have  right  and  refon ;  1  axe  yew  no  bet , 
Of  Beryn  thathereiftbndith,thatwithme  yiftirday 
Made  a  certen  covenaunt,  and  at  ches  we  didpley. 
That  whofo  were  ymatid  of  us  both  too 
Shuld  do  the  todir'sbidding,  andyf  he  wold  natfo 
He  muft  drink  all  the  watir  that  fait  wer  in  the  fe  S 
Thus  I  to  hym  furid  and  he  alfo  to  me. 
To  preve  my  tale  trew  I  am  nat  all  aloon  : 
Up  rofe  ten  burgeyfis  quyklich  anoon, 
And  affermyd  eviry  word  of  his  tale  foth. 
And  made  them  all  redy  for  to  do  their  othe, 
Evander  the  fteward,  Bery,  now,  quod  he, 
Thow  moft  anfwere  nede  ;  it  woll  npon  othir  be  ; 
Take  thy  counfell  to  the  :  fpede  on ;  I  have  doon, 
Beryn  held  hym  ftyll :  Geffrey,  fpak  anoon  ; 
Now  bemytrowith,quodGeffrey,  I  mervellmuch 

of  yew 
To  bid  us  go  to  counfell,  and  knowith  me  wife 

inowghe. 
And  evir  ful  avifid,  in  twynkelyng  of  an  eye. 
To  make  a  Ihort  anfwer  but  yf  my  mowith  be  dry, 
Shuld  we  go  to  counfell  for  o  wopd  or  tweyn  ? 
Be  my  trowith  we  n'yll ;  let  fe  nao  that  pleyn; 
And  but  he  be  yanfwer'd,  and  that  right  anoon, 
I  geve  yew  leve  to  rife  and  walk  out  every  choon, 
And  afpyd  redily  yf  ye  fynd  ine  there, 
In  the  meen  whils  I  woll  abyde  here  j 
Nay,  I  tell  trewly,  I  am  wifer  than  ye.  ween. 
For  ther  n'yis  noon  of  you  WOOt  redely  whaj  \ 

meen, 

S.iiij 
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Every  man  gan  laughe  all  his  hert  fill 
of  Geffrey  and  his  wordis;  but  Beryn  held  hyni 
Andwascleenaftonyd;  but  yitner  thelattir  [ftill, 
Me  held  it  nat  al  foly  that  Geffrey  did  clattir, 
But  wifely  hym  governyd,  as  Geffrey  hym  taught. 
For  percell  of  his  -wifdom  he  had  tofore  fmaught. 
Sir  Steward,  quod  Beryn,  I  undirftound  wele 
The  tale  of  thisburgeyfe;  now  let  anothir  tell, 
That  1  may  take  counfeil  and  anfwer  all  at  onys, 
I  graunt,  quod  the  fteward ;  then  axing  for  the 

nonys, 
Sith  thow  wold  be  rewlidby  the  fol'is  rede, 
For  he  is  right  a  wife  man  to  help  the  in  thy  nede. 
Up  arcs  thii  accufours  queyntlich  anoon ; 
Hanybald  was  the  firft  of  them  everichoon, 
Aj;d  gan  to  tell  his  tale  with  a  proud  chere. 
Yiftirda  ,  Soverens,  when  I  was  here 
Beryn  and  thes  burgeyfe  gon  to  plede  faft 
For  pleying  at  ches  ;  fo  ferforth  at  laft, 
Thoroughvertuof  m  n  office,  that  I  had  ifi  charge 
Eeryn's  fyve  Ihippis,  for  to  go  at  large, 
And  to  be  in  anfwer  her  this  fame  day ; 
So  walkyng  to  the  flrondward  we  bargeynyd  by 

the  wey 
That  I  ffiuld  have  the  marchandife  that  Beryn 

with  hym  brought, 
Wherof  1  am  fefid,  as  ful  fold  and  bought, 
in  covenaunte  that  I  fhuld  his  fliippis  fill  ageyn 
Of  my  marchandife,  fuch  as  he  tofore  had  feyn 
n  myn  own  piafe,  i'.owfis  to  or  thre> 
Full  of  marchandife  as  they  myght  be ; 
And  I  am  evir  redy,  whenfoever  he  wdll , 
iLfet  hym  go   bt  fende,and  charge  his  fliippis  full 
Of  fuch  marchandife  as  he  findith  there. 
For  in  fuch  wordis  we  acordit  were. 
tJp  rofe  X  burgeyfis,  not  tho  that  rofe  tofore, 
But  othir,  and  niade  them  redy  to  have  fwofe 
That  every  word  of  Hanybald,  from  the  begyn- 

tlyhgto  the  end, 
liVas  fofh  and  eke  trewe,  and  with  their  mende 
Full  preft  they  wer  to  preve  ;'aild  feyd  they  wer 

prefent 
At  covenaunt  making ,  by  God  omnipotent. 
It  ftial  nat  nede,  quod  Geffrey,  whils  that  I  here 

ftond. 
For  I  woU  preve  it  my  felf  tvith  my  right  honde, 
For  I  have  been  in  four  batellis  heretofore, 
And  this  ftiall  be  the  fift,  and  therfor  I  am  fwore. 
Beholdith,  and  feith,  and  turnyd  hym  about ; 
The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfe  gamyd  all  about ; 
The  Romeyns  held  them  ftill,  and  lawhghid  but 

a  lite. 
Wyth  that  cam  the  blynd  man  his  tale  to  endite. 
That  God  hym  grant  \vynnyng  right  as  he  hath 

afervid. 
Beryfi  and  his  Cbmpafty  ftood  all  aftryvyd 
Be.vveni^  lu.pe  and  drede,  right  in  high  diftres. 
For  of  wele  ot  of  woo  thty  had  no  fikernes.      ' 
Beryn,  quod  this  blynd,  thoughe  I  niay  nat  fee 
$tond  nere  yit  the  ban',  ^y  eomyng  is  for  the. 
That  wrongfiillit^  thow  witholdift  my  both"  tip 

cyen,    '" 
fht  wich'l'  toke  the  foT  a  tyme,  and  ^uyUlich  to 
•'    '      xne  bijen,  '  ■  "  '      •.'••■• 
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And  take  them  me  ageyn,  as  our  covenaunt  was, 
Beryn,  I  take  no  reward  of  othir  mennys  cafe. 
But  oonlich  of  myn  oon  ;  that  ftont  me  moft  an 

hond. 
Now  bleffid  be  God  in  heven  that  brought  the  to 

this   lond  ! 
For  fith  our  laft  parting  many  betir  teris 
Have  I  lete  for  thy  love,  that  fom  tyme  partineris 
Of  wynnnyg  and  of  lefing  were  yeris  fele, 
And  evir  I  fond  the  trewe,  tyl  at  the  laft  thow 

didft  ftele  ,    • 

Awey  wyth  my  too  eyen  that  I  toke  to  the 
To  fe  the  tregetours  pley  and  their  fotilte. 
As  yiftirday  here  in  this  fame  plafe 
Tofore  yew.  Sir  Steward,  reherfid  as  it  was. 
Full  trew  is  that  byword,  ^4  man  to  fsr-vefabiil 
Ledlth  oft  Beyard from  his  oivn Jiabill, 
Beryn,   by  the    I   meen,  though  thow  make  it 

ftraunge, 
For  thow  knowift  trewly  that  I  made  no  chaunge 
Of  my  good  eyen  for  thyn  that  badder  were. 
Therwith  ftode  up  burgeyfe  four  witnes  to  here. 
!6eryn  held  hym  ftyll,  and  Geffrey  fpak  anoou ; 
Now    of   thy    lewd    compleynt,   and  thy    mafid 

moon. 
By  my  trowith,  quod  Geffrey,  1  have  grete  meiv 

vaill. 
For  though  thow  haddift  eyen-fight  it  fhuld  litill 

availe  ; 
Thow  Ihuldift  nevir  fare  the  bet,  but  the  wors, 

in  fay. 
For  al  thing  may  be  ftill  now  for  the  in  hoiife  and 

way, 
And  yf  thow  haddift  thyn  eyen  thou  woldift  no 

counfeil  hele ; 
I  know  wele  by  thy  fifnamy  thy  kynd  wer  to  ftele ; 
And  eke  it  is  thy  profile  and  thyn  efe  alfo 
To  bd  blynd  as  thow  art ;  for  now  wherfo  thow 

go 
Thow  haft  thy  lyvlode  whils  thoW  art  alyve, 
And  yf  thow   myghtift   fe   thow  fhuldift  nevir 

thryve. 
Al  the  houfe  throughout  fave  Beryn  and  his  feri$ 
Lawghid  of  Geffrey,  that  watir  on  their  levis 
Ran  down  from  their  eyen  for  his  mafid  wit. 
Wythat  cam  the  woman,  hir  tung  was  nat  fcl)t, 
Wyth  1 5  burgeyfis,  and  women  alfo  fele, 
Her  quarel  for  to  preve,  and  Beryn  to  apele, 
With  a  feir  knave  child  yloke  wythin  their  armys, 
And  gan  to  tel  her  tale  of  wrongis  and  of  harmys,' 
And  eke  of  unkyndnes,  untrowith,  and  falfliede,  ' 
That  Beryn  had  ywrought  to  hir,  that  quyntlich 

from  hir  yede 
Anoon  oppon  her  wedding,  when  he  his  wyl  had 

doon,  ' 

And  brought  hir  wyth  chyld,  and  lete   hir   fit 

aloon 
Wythout  help  and  comfort  from  that  day,  and 

nowith 
He  proferid  me  nat  to  kys  onys  with  his  mowith. 
As  yiftirday.  Sir  Steward,  afore  yew  eche  word    ^ 
Was  reherfid  here,  my  pleynt  is  of  record. 
And  this  dey  is  me  fet  for  to  have  refon. ' 
Let  hym  make  amendis,or  els  tell  encheibn 
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Why  hym  ought  nat  fynd,  as  man  ought,  his  wyf.  ! 
Thefe  fiftene  burgeyfis  quyldich  al  fo  blyve, 
And  as  fele  wymen  as  ftodc  by  hir  ther, 
Seyd  that  they  were  prelent  when  they  weddit  | 

were. 
And  that  every  word  that  the  woman  feyde 
Was  trew,  and  eke  Beryn  had  hir  fo  betray'd. 
Benedkitt !    quod  Geffrey,    Beryn,    haft    thow    a 

wyf  ?  \ 

Now  have  God  my  trowith  the  dayis  of  my  lyf 
I  fhal  truft  the  the  les  thow  teldift  me  nat  to  fore 
As  wele  of  thy  wedding  and  of  thy  fone  ybore. 
Go  to,  and  kys  them  both,  thy  wyf  and  eke  thyn 

heir  : 
Pe  thow  nat  aftiamyd,  for  they  both  be  feyr. 
This  wedding  was  right  privy,  but  I  fhall  make  it 

couthe : 
Behold  thy  fone,   it   femith  crope   out    of  thy 

mowith, 
And  eke  of  thy  condicloune  both  foft  and  feme. 
Now  am  I  glad  thyn  heir  fhail  with  us  to  Rome, 
And  I  fhall  teche  hym,  as  I  can,  whils  that  he  is 

young, 
^very  day  by  the  ftrete  to  gadir  houndis  dung 
Tyll  it  be  abill  of  prentyfe  to  craft  of  Taverner 

taury 
And  aftir  I  fhall  teche  hym  for  to  catche  a  fly. 
And  to  mend  mytens  when  they  been  to  tore, 
And  aftir  to  cloute  fhoun  whan  he  is  elder  more  ; 
Yit  for  his  parentyne  to  pipe  as  doith  a  mowfe 
I  woU  hym  teche,  and  for  to  pike  a  fnayl  out  of 

his  howfe. 
And  to  berk  as  doith  an  hound,  and  fey  Baw, 

haw. 
And  turn  round  about  as  a   cat  doith  wyth  a 

ftraw, 
And  to  blete  as  doith  a  fhepe,  and  ney  as  doith  an 

hors. 
And  to  low  as  doith  a  cow ;  and  as  myn  own 

corps 
I  well  cherisfh  hym  every  day  for  his  modirs 

fake  : 
And  gan  to  flappe  ner  the  child,  to  have  ytake, 
As  femcd    by    his    countenaunce,   although    he 

thought  nat  fo: 
But  modir  was  evir  ware,  and  blenchid  to  and 

fro. 
And  leyd  hir  hond  betwene,  and  lokid  fomwhat 

wroth, 
And  Geffrey  in  pur  wrath  beflirewid  them  all 

both ; 
for  by  my  trowith,  quod  Geffrey,  wel  mafid  is  thy 

pan, 
For  I  woUteche  thy  fone  the  craftis  that  I  can. 
That  he  in  tyme  to  come  myght  win  his  lyv- 

lode. 
To  wex  therfor  angry  thow  art  verry  wood. 
Of  hufbond,  wyfF,  and  fone,  by  the  Trynyte 
I  n'ote  wich  is  the  v/ifeft  of  them  all  thre. 
No,  fothly,  quod  the  fteward ;  it  liith  all  in  thy 

noil 
Both  wit  and  wyfdom,  and  previth  by  thy  poll : 
?or  all  be  that  Geffrey  wordit  fotilly, 
The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfis  held  it  for  foly 
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All  that  evir  he  feyd,  and  toke  it  for  good  game. 
And  had  full  litill  knowlech  he  was  Geft'rey  the 

lame. 
Beryn  and  his  company  ftode  flill  as  flone 
Betwene  hope  and  drede,  difware  how  it  fhuld 

goon, 
Saff  Beryn  trift  in  party  that  Geffrey  wold  hym 

help, 
But  yit  into  that  hour  he  had  no  caufe  to  yelp  ; 
Wheifor  they  made  much  forowe,  that  dole  was 

and  pete. 
Geffrey  herd  hym  Cgh  fore  :  What  devil  is  yew  ? 

quod  he : 
What  nede  yew  be  fory  whils  I  flond  here  ? 
Have  I  nat  enfourmid  yew  how  and  in  what  ma- 

nere 
That  I  yew  wold  help,  and  bryng  them  in  the 

fnare  ? 
Yf  ye  coud  plede  as  well  as  I,  full  litill  wold  ye 

care. 
Pluk  up  thy  hefrt,  quod  Geffrey,  Beryn,  1  fpeke  to 

the. 
Leve  thy  blab  lewd,  quod  Beryn  to  hym  age ; 
It  doith  no  thing  availl  that  forowe  com  on  thy 

hede  ; 
It  is  nat  worth  a  fly  al  that  thow  hafl  feyde. 
Have  we  nat  els  now  for  to  think  oppon 
Saff  here  to  jangill  ?  Machyn  rofe  anoon. 
And  went  to  the  barr,  and  gan  to  tell  his  tale  ; 
He  was  as  fals  as  Judas,  that  fet  Crifte  at  fale. 
Sir  Steward,  quod  this  Machyn,  and  the  burgey- 
fis al, 
Knowith  wele  how  Melan  with  purpill  and  with 

pall, 
And  othir  marchandife,  feven  yere  ago 
Went  toward  Rome,  and  how  that  I  alfo 
Have  enquered  fith,  as  refon  woU  and  kynde, 
Sith  he  was  my  fadir,  to  know  of  his  ende  ; 
For  yit  fith  his  departing  tyl  it  was  yiflirday 
Met  I  nevir  creature  that  me  coud  wisfh  or  fay 
Reedynes  of  my  fadir,  dede  othir  aly  ve  ; 
But,   bleflid   be   God   in  heven  !  in  this   thev'i* 

fclyve 
The  knyffi  gaff  my  fadir  was  yifiirday  yfound: 
Sith  I  hym  apele  let  hym  be  faft  ybound. 
The.  knyf  I  know  wel  inowe  ;  alfo  the  man  flont 

here, 
And  dwellith  in  this  town,  and  is  a  cotelere. 
That  made  the  fame  knyf  wyth  his  too  hondis, 
That  wele  I  woot  there  is  noon  like  to  fech  al 

Criflen  londis ; 
For  three  precioufe  ftonys  beenwythin  the  haft 
PcrfeiSlich  ycouchit,  and  fotillich  by  craft 
Endendit  in  the  haft,  and  that  right  corioufly, 
A  faphir,  and  a  falidone,  and  a  rich  ruby. 
The  cotelere  cam  lepemg  forth  with  a  bold  cherc 
And  feyd  to  the  fteward  that  Machyn  told  jiowr 

here 
Every  word  is  trew,  fo  beth  the  ftonys  fet ; 
I  made  the  knyf  my  felf,  who  myght  know  it 

bet  ? 
And  toke  the  knyff  to  Machyn,  and  I;e  me  pay'i 

wele ;  ,'' 

So  is  this  felon  gilty ;  there  is  no  more  to  telK 
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Up  arofe  burgeyfis  by  two  by  three  by  four, 
And  fey'd  they  wer  preferit  the  fame  tyme  and 

hour 
When  Machyn  wept  fore,  and  brought  his  fadir's 

gownd, 
And  gaf  hym  the  fame  knyff  oppon  the  fee  ftrond. 
Beth  ther  eny  mo  pleyntifs  of  record  ? 
Quod    Geffrey  to   the  ftevvard :  and  he   ageyn- 

vrard; 
How    femeth    the,    Gylhochet,    beth    ther    nat 

inowghe  ? 
■Make  thyn  anfwer,  Beryn,  cafe  that  thow  mowe, 
For  oon  or  othir  thow  mufl;  fey,  although  it  nat 

availle. 
And  but  thow  lefe  or  thow  go  methinkith  grete 

mervaill. 
Beryn  goith  to  counfeil  and  his  company. 
And  Geffrey  bode  behinde  to  her  more  and  fe. 
And  to  Ihew  the  burge^  fe  fomewhat  of  his  hert ; 
And  feyd,  But  I  make  the  pleyntifs  for  to  fmert, 
And  alie  that  them  meyntenith,  for  aught  that  is 

yfeyd, 
1  woll  grant  yew  to  kut  the  eris  fro  my  hede. 
My  mafler  is  at  counfell,  but  counfell  hath  he 

noon 
For  but  I  hym  help  he  is  cleen  undoon ; 
But  I  woll  help  hym  al  that  I  can,  and  meyntene 

hym  alfo     ^ 
By  my  power  and  connyng,  fo  I  am  bound  ther'to ; 
Por  I  durft  wage  battell  wyth  yew,  though  yee  be 

ftrong, 
That  my  maifter  is  In  the  trowith  and  ye  be  in 

the  wrong ; 
For  and  we  have  lawe  I  ne  hold  yew  but  diftroied 
In  yewr  own  falfhede,  fo  be  yee  now  afpied ; 
Wherfor  yit  or  eve  I  fhal  abate  yewr  pride, 
That  fom  of  yew  fhall  be  right  feyn  to  flynk  away 

and  hide. 
The  burgeyfes  gon  to  lawgh,  and  fcornyd  hym 

ther'to. 
Gylhochet,  quod  Evander,  and  thow  cowdift  fp 
Bryng  it  thus  about,  it  were  a  redy  wey. 
He  is  a  good  fool,  quod  Han/bald,  in  fay. 
To  put  hymfelf  aloon  in  ftrcngith  and  eke  in  wit 
Ageyns  all  the  burgeyfis  that  on  this  bench  fit. 
What  clatir  is  this,  quod  Machyn,  al  day  with  a 

fole  ? 
Tyme  is  now  to  worch  with  fom  othir  tole. 
For  I  am  certeynof  their  anfwer  that  they  wol  fail. 
And  lyf  for  lyf  of  my  fadir  what  may  that  avail  ? 
Wher'for  beth  avifid,  for  I  am  in  no  doute 
The  goodis  been  fufhcient  to  part  al  aboute, 
So  may  every  party  pleyntif  have  his  part. 
That  is  refon,  quod  the  blind  ;  a  trew  man  thow 

art; 
And  eke  it  were  untrowith  and  eke  grete  fyn 
But  eche  of  us  that  pleynith  myght  fomwhat  wyn. 
Hanybald  bote   his  lippis,  and  herd  them  both 

■wele ; 
Towching  the  marchandife  o  tale  I  (hall  yew  tell. 
And  eke  make  a  vow,  and  hold  py  beheil, 
That  of  the  marchandife  yewr  part  fhall  be  left ; 
For  I  have  made  a  bargeyn  that  may  nat  be  undo  ; 
1  wpU  bold  liis  cQvepaunt  aijd  he  Ihal  myn  alfo. 


Up  roos  quicklich  the  burgeyfe  Syrophanes ; 
Hanybald,  quod  he,  the  law  goith  by  no  lanysi 
But  hold  ferth  the  ftreyt  wey,  even  as  doith  a  lyne; 
For  yiflirday  when  Beryn  with  me  did  dyne  ' 
I  was  the  firfl:  perfon  that  put  him  in  areft^ 
And  for  he  wold  go  large  thow  hadSifbTn  charge 

and  heft 
To  fefe  both  fhip  and  goodis  til  I  were  anfwerid; 
Then  muft  I  firft  be  fervid,  this  knowith  al  men 

ylerid. 
The  woman  ftode  befidis,  and  cried  wondir  faft, 
Ful  foth  is  that  byword,  To  pot  luho  comyth  laji 
He  ivorfl  is  fervid :  and  fo  it  farith  by  me  : 
Yit  nethirles.  Sir  Steward,  I  truft  to  yewr  lente. 
That  knowith  heft  my  caufe  and  my  trew  entent; 
I  axe  yew  no  more  but  rightful  jugement : 
Let  me  have  part  with  othir  fith  he  my  htlfbondis : 
Good  Sir,  beth  avifid;  I  axe  yew  nat  amys. 
Thus  they  gon  to  ftryve,  and  wer  of  high  mode 
For  to  depart  emong  them  othir  mennys  good, 
Wher  they  tofore  had  nevir  properte, 
Ne  nevir  fhuld  theraftir  by  doom  of  equyte  5 
But  they  had  othir  caufe  then  they  had  tho. 
Beryn  was  at  counfell,  his  hert  was  full  woo. 
And  his  meyny  fory,  diftrakt,  and  al  amayide. 
For  tho  they  levid  noon  othir  but  Geffrey  had  be- 

trayide ; 
Becaufe  he  was  fo  long  they  coud  no  maner  rede, 
But  everich  by  hymfelf  wisfhid  he  had  be  dede. 

0  myghtful  God !  they  feyd^I  trow  tofore  this  day- 
Was  nevir  gretter  trefon,  fere,  ne  affray, 
Ywi-ought  onto  mankind  then  nowis  to  us  here. 
And  namelich  by  this  Geffrey  with  his  fotil  chere; 
So  feithful  he  made  it  he  wold  us  help  echone. 
And  now  we  be  ymyryd  he  letith  us  fit  aloon. 
Of  Geffrey,  quod  Beryn,  be  as  it  be  may  ; 

We  mut  anfwer  nede,  ther  is  noon  othir  way  5 
And  ther'for  let  me  know  your  wit  and  your 

counfaile. 
They  wept,  and  wrong  their  hondis,  and  gan  to 

waille  [lyve 

The  tyme  that  they  were  bore,  and  fhortly  of  the 
They  wisftiid  that  they  wer.  With  that  came  Gefc 

frey  blive, 
FalFmg  them  towards,  and  began  to  fmyle. 
Beryn  axid  Geffrey  wher  he  had  be  al  the  while  ? 
Have  mercy  oppon  us,  and  help  us  as  thow  hight- 

1  woll  help  yow  right  wele  through  grace  of 

Godd'is  might ; 
And  I  can  tell  yow  tiding  of  their  governaunce, 
They  ftondin  altercatioune  and  ftryf  in  poynt  t» 

praunce 
To  depart  your  goodis,  and  levith  verily 
That  it  wei  impoffibil  yew  to  remedy ; 
But  their  high  pride  and  their  prefumpcioune 
Shal  be  yit  or  eve  their  confufioune  ; 
And  to  make  amendis  ech  man  for  his  pleynt. 
Let  fe  ther'for  your  good  avife  how  they  might 

be  ateynt. 
The  Romeyns  ftode  ftiil,  as  who  had  fhor  their 

hede. 
In  feith,  quod  Beryn,  we  can  no  maner  rede, 
But  in  God  and  yew  we  fubmit  us  all. 
Body,  hf,  and  goodis,  to  ftond  or  to  fyll, 
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Ari(3  nevlr  for  to  travers  o  word  that  thow  feyfl: ; 
Help  us,  good  Geffrey,  as  wele  as  thou  mayil. 
Deperdeux  !  quod  Geffrey,  and  I  woli  do  my  peyn 
To  helpSyow  as  my  connyng  well  ftrech  and  ateyn. 
The  Romeyns  went  to  barr,  and  Geffrey  altofore 
With  a  nice  countenance,  bare  fote,  and  to  tore. 
Playing  with  a  yerd  he  bare  in  his  honde, 
And  was  evir  wifllyng  at  every  pafe  comaunde. 
The  ftew  ard  and  the  burgeyfis  bad  game  inowghe 
Of  Gcffrey'is  nice  comyng,  and  hertlich  lowghc  ; 
And  eche  man  fcyd,  Gylhochet,  com  nere  ; 
Tlaow  art  right  welcome,  for  thow  makifluschere. 
The  fame  welcom,  quod  Geffrey,  that  yee  wolI  us 
Falloppon  yewr  hedis,  I  pray  to  God,  and  wers. 
They  held  hym  for  a  verry  fole,  but  he  held  them 

wel  more ; 
And  fo  he  made  them  in  brefF  tyme,  all  though 

they  wer  nat  fhore. 
Styntith  now,  quod  Geffrey,  and  let  make  pefe ; 
Of  myrthis  and  of  japis  tyme  is  now  to  cefe. 
And  fpeke  of  othir  mater  that  we  have  to  doon, 
For  and  we  hew  amys  eny  maner  flone 
We  know  wele  in  certeyn  what  pardon  we  fhul 

have; 
The  more  is  our  nede  us  to  defend  and  fave. 
My  mafter  hath  be  at  counfeil,  and  ful  avifid  is 
That  I  fhall  have  the  wordis,  fpeke  I  wele  or  mys; 
Wherfor,  Sir  Steward,  and  ye  burgeyfis  all. 
Sittith  upright,  andwrittith  nat,  for  aventuris  that 

may  fall ; 
For  and  ye  deme  untrewely,  or  do  us  eny  wrong. 
Ye  fhuU  be  refourmyd,  be  ye  nevir  fo  ffrong. 
Of  every  poynt  and  injury,  and  that  in  grete  hafle, 
For  he  is  nat  unknowe  to  us  that  may  yow  chafle  : 
Hold  forth  the  right  wey,  and  by  no  fide  lanys. 
And  as  towching  the  firfl  pleyntif  Syrephanes, 
That  pleyd  with  my  mafter  yiftirday  at  ches, 
And  made  a  certeyn  covenaunte,  who  that  had 

the  wers 
In  the  lafl:  game,  al  thoughe  I  wer  nat  there, 
Shuld  do  the  todir's  bidding,  whatfoever  it  wer. 
Or  drynk  all  "the  wr>tir  that  fait  wer  in  the  fee  ; 
Thus  I  trowe.  Sir  Steward,  ye  woll  record  the  ^le, 
And  yf  I  have  ymiffid  in  lettir  or  in  word 
The  lawe,  wol  I  be  rewlid  aftir  yewr  record  ; 
For  we  be  ful  avifid  in  this  wife  to  anfwere. 
Evander  the  fteward,  and  al  men  that  wer  there. 
Had  mervil  much  of  Geffrey,  that  fpak  fo  redely, 
Whofe  wordis  tofore  femyd  al  foly. 
And  wer  aftonyed  cleen,  and  gan  for  to  drede, 
And  ev'ry  man  tyl  othir  lenyd  with  his  hcde, 
And  feyd  he  reported  the  tale  right  formally  ; 
He  was  no  fole  in  certen,  but  wife,  ware,  and  fcly. 
For  he  hath  but  yjapid  us  and  fcornyd  heretofore. 
And  we  have  hold  hym  a  fole,  but  we  be  wel 

more. 
Thus  they  flodied  on  Geffrey,  and   laughed  tho 

right  naught. 
When  Geffrey  had  afpied  they  wer  in  fuch  thought, 
And  their  hertis  trobelid,  penfyf,  and  anoyed, 
Hym  lyft  to  dryve  in  bet  the  nayl,  till  they  were 

fully  cloyid. 
Soverens  Sirs,  he  fcyd,  fith  that  it  fo  is 
"^'hat  in  reporting  of  our  pie  ye  fynd  nothing  amys. 


As  provith  wele  yowr  fcilcnce,  eke  ye  withfcyth 
O  word  of  our  tale,  but  clene  without  fpot,    [nat 
Then  to  our  anfwer  I  prey  yow  take  hedc, 
For  we  wol  feyal  the  trowith  right  as  it  is  in  dede; 
For  this  is  foth  and  certen,  it  may  nat  be  with- 

feyd, 
That  Beryn  that  here  ffondith  was  thus  ovirpleid 
In  the  laft  game,  when  wagir  was  opon ; 
Bui  that  was  his/ufteraunce,  as  ye  fhull  here  anoon. 
For  in  all  this  cete  tlier  n'ys  no  maner  man 
Can  piey  betir  at  ches  then  my  maftir  can  ; 
Ne  bet  then  I, though  I  itfcy,can  nat  half  Ic  much; 
Now  how  he  loft  it  by  his  wyll  the  caufe  I  woll 

teche ; 
For  ye  wend  and  ween  that  he  had  hym  engyned. 
But  ye  fhul  tele  in  every  veyn  that  ye  be  undir- 

mined, 
And  ybrought  at  ground,  and  eke  ovirmufid. 
And  agenfl  the  firfl  that  Beryn  is  accufid 
Htrith  now  ententyflich.  When  we  wer  on  the  fea 
Such  a  tempeft  en  us  fill  that  noon  myght  othir  fe 
Of  thundir,  wynd,  and  lightenyng,  and  flormys 

ther  among. 
Fiftene  dayis  during  the  tempcfi  was  fo  ftrong 
That  eche  man  till  othir  began  hym  for  to  fnry  ve. 
And  made  their  avowis,  yf  they  myght  have  the 

lyve, 
Som  to  fe  the  fepulkir,  and  fom  to  othir  plafe. 
To  fech  holy  feyntis  for  help  and  for  grace ; 
Som  to  fall  and  do  pennaunce,  and  lorn  do  aimyC- 

dede; 
Tyl  at  laft,  as  God  wold,  a  voife  to  us  feyd. 
In  our  moft  turment,  and  defperat  of  mynd, 
That  yf  we  wold  be  favid  my  maifter  muft  hym, 

bynd 
Be  feith  and  eke  be  vow,  when  he  cam  to  lond. 
To  drink  al  the  fait  watir  within  the  fee  ftrond. 
Without  drinking  eny  fope  of  the  freslh  watir ; 
And  taught  hym  al  the  fotilte  how  and  in  what 

manere 
That  he  Ihuld  wirch  by  engyne   and  by  a  fotill 

charm,  [harm. 

To  drink  all  the  fait  watir  and  have   hymfelf  n» 
But  ftop  the  frefli  rivers  by  every  coft  fide. 
That  they  enter  nat  in  the  fe  thorough  the  world 

wyde. 
The  vOife  we  herd  but  naught  we  faw;  fo  wer  our 

witts  ravid. 
For  this  was  end  fynally,  yf  we  luft  be  favid. 
Wher'for  my  mafter  Beryn,  when  he  canito  thig 

port. 
To  his  avow  and  promys  he  made  his  firft  refort. 
Or  that  he  wold  bergeyn  eny  marchandife, 
And  right  doith  thefe  marchandis  in  the  fame  wife 
That  maken  their  avowis  in  faving  of  their  lyv'is, 
They  completyn  their  pilgremagis  or  they  fe  their 

wyvis. 
So  mowe  ye  ondirftond  that  my  mafter  Beryn 
Of  fre  will  was  ymatid,  as  he  that  was  a  pilgrym. 
And  myght  nat  perfourm  by  many  thowfand  part 
His  avow  and  his  heft  wythout  right  fotil  art. 
Without   help    and  ftrength   of   many   mennys 
myght.  [right 

Sir  Steward,  an4  Sir  Eurgeyfe,  if  we  fliul  Juve 
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Siiophanes  muft  do  coft  and  aventure, 
To  flop  al  the  frefti  ryvers  into  the  fee  that  entir, 
For  Beryn  is  redy  in  al  thing  hym  to  quyte, 
go  he  be  in  defaute  muft  pay  for  the  witfe. 
Sith  ye  been  wife  al  what  nede  is  much  clatir  ? 
Tlier  was  no  covenaunte  them  betwene  to  drink 

frefli  watir. 
When  Sirophanes  had  yherd  al  Geffrey's  tale, 
He  ftode  al  abafliid,  with  colour  wan  and  pale. 
And  lokid  oppon  the  fteward  with  a  rewful  chere, 
And  on  othir  frendfliip  and   neyhbours  he  had 

there. 
And  preyd  them  of  counfell  the  anfwere  to  reply. 
Thefe  Romeyns,  quod  the  fteward,  been  wondir 
And  eke  right  ymtnagytyf,  and  of  fotil  art,    [fcly , 
That  I  am  in  grete  dowte  howe  yee  fliul  depart 
Without  harm  in  oon  fide  :  our  lawis,  well  thow 

.  woft. 
Is  to  pay  damagis,  and  eke  alfo  the  coft, 
Of  every  party  plentyf  that  fallith  in  his  pleynt : 
X«et  hym  go  quyt  1   couUfell,  yf  it  may  fo  be 

queynt. 
1  merveil,  quod  Sirophanes,  of  their  fotilte, 
Jut  fith  that  it  fo  ftondith,  and  may  noon  othir  be, 
i  do  woll  be  counfell,  and  graunted  Beryn  quyte. 
Eat  Geffrey  thought  anothir,  and  without  refpite, 
Sirs,  he  feyd,  me  wetith  wele  that  ye  wol  do  us 

right. 
And  fo  ye  muft  nedis,  and  fo  ye  have  us  highte  ; 
And  therefore,  Sir  Steward,  ye  occupy  our  plafe. 
And  ye  know  wele  what  law  wo!  in  this  ca^e ; 
My  maftir  is  redy  to  perfourme  his  avow. 
But  nathelefs,  quod  tlie  fteward,  I  cannat  wete 

how 
To  flop  all  the  frefh  watir  were  poffibilite. 
Yis,  in  foth,  quod  Geffrey,  who  had  of  gold  plente 
As  man  coud  wifli  and  it  myght  well  be  do  : 
JBut  that  is  nat  our  defaute,  he  hath  no  trefour  to. 
Let  hym  go  to  in  hafte,  or  find  us  fuerte 
To  make  amendis  to  Beryn  for  his  iniquite. 
Wrong,  and  harm,  and  trefpas,  and  undewe  wpx- 

acioune, 
1.0ft  of  fale,  and  marchandife,  difefe,  and  tribula- 

lacioune. 
That  we  have  fuftenyd  thorough  his  iniquite. 
What  vaylith  it  to  tary  us  ?  for  though  yc  fotil  pry 
We  fhul  have  refon  wher  ye  wol  or  no. 
So  woll  we  that  ye  knowe  what  that  we  woll  do ; 
In  certen  full  avifid  to  Ifope  for  to  pafe. 
And  declare  every  poynt,  them  ore  and  eke  the 

iafe, 
That  of  yeur  opyn  errours  hath  pleyne  correc- 

tioune. 
And  agenys  his  jugement  is  noon  proteifiioune  : 
Jle  is  yewr  lord  riall,  and  foveren  jugge  and  lele, 
That  and  ye  work  in  eny  poynt  to  hym  liith  our 

apele. 
So  when  the  fteward  had  yherd,  and  the  burgeyfis 

alle. 
How  Geffrey  had  yfteryd,  that  went  fo  nighe  the 

gall, 
What  for  fliame,  and  drede  of  more  harm,  andre- 

pieffe, 
They  made  Sirophanes,  weer  hyni  looth  or  leffe, 
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To  take  Beryn  gage,  and  plegg  find  alfo, '  -, 

To  byde  the  ward  and  jugement  of  that  he  ha# 

myfdo. 
Now  fertherfore,  quod  Geffrey,  fith  that  It  fo  is 
That  of  the  firft  plentyf  we  have  fikernes, 
Now  to  the  Marchant  we  muft  nedis  anfwere,  ^ 
That  bergeyned  with  Beryn  al  that  his  ftiippij 

here. 
In  covenaunte  that  be  fhuld  his  fhippis  fill  ageya 
Of  othir  marchandife  that  he  tofore  had  feyn 
In  Hanybald'is  plafe,  howCs  to  or  thre. 
Full  of  marchandife  as  they  might  be ; 
Let  us  pas  thidir,  yf  eny  thing  be  there 
At  our  luft  and  liking,  as  they  accordit  were. 
I   graunt  wele,  quod  Hanybald,  thow  axift  but 

righte ; 
Up  afofe  thefe  burgeyfis,  Thow  aiift  but  right.  - 
The  fteward  and  his  comperis   entrid  firft  the 

howfe, 
And  faw  nothing  within,  ftraw,  ne  leff,  ne  mowf^  " 
Save  tymbir,  and  the  tyle  ftonys,  and  the  walli? 

white. 
I  trow,  quod  the  fteward,  the  yvjiinyng  woll  be 

but  lite 
That  Beryn  woll  now  get  in  Hanybald,  is  pleyntr. 
For  I  can  fe  noon  oljhir  but  they  woll  be  ateynt. 
And  clepid  them  in  echone,  and  went  out  hym- 

felve.  [felve. 

As  fone  as  they  were  entrid  they  faw  no  maner 
For  foris  of  their  hert,  but,  as  tofore  is  feyd. 
The  howfe  was  cleen  yfwept;  then   Geffrey  feir  ' 

they  preyde, 
To  help  yf  he  coud.  Let  me  aloon,  quod  he, 
Yit  fhul  they  have  the  wers  as  fotil  as  they  be. 
Evander  the  fteward  in  the  mene  while 
Spak  to  the  burgeyfe,  and  began  to  fmyle ; 
Though  Sirophanes  be  yhold  thes  Romeyns  for  t» 

curs, 
Yit  I  trow  that  Hanybald  woll  put  hym  to  the 

wers, 
For  I  am  fuyr  and  certeyn  within  they  fhul  nat 

fynd? 
What  fey  ye  be  my  pleynt.  Sirs,  quod  the  blynd  I 
For  I  make  a  vow  I  woll  nevir  cefe 
Tyl  Syrophanes  have  of  Beryn  a  pleyn  relefe, 
And  to  make  hym  quyte  of  his  fubmiffioune, 
Els  wol  I  have  no  pete  of  his  contritioune, 
But  folow  hym  al  fo  ferfly  as  I  can  or  may 
Tyll  I  have  his  eyen  both  to  away. 
Now  in  feith,  quod  Machyn,  and  I  wol  have  his 

lyffe. 
For  though  he  fcape  yew  all,  with  me  woll  he  na^ 

ftryffe, 
But  be  right  feyn  in  hert  all  his  good  forfake 
For  to  fcape  wyth  hys  lyf^  and  to  me  it  take. 
Beryn  and  his  felefliip  wer  within  the  houfe. 
And  fpeken  of  their  anfwer,  and  made  but  lltill 

roufe. 
But  evir  preyd  Geffrey  to  help  yf  he  coud  ought. 
I  well  nat  faill,  quod  Geffrey,  and  was  tofore  be- 
thought 
Of  too  botirfliis,  as  white  as  eny  fnowe ; 
He  lete  them  flee  within  the  houfe,  that  aftir  o!^ 

the  wowe  ■ 
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They  ckvid  wondir  faft,  as  their  kynd  woU, 

Aftir  they  had  flew  to  reft  anothir  pull 

When  Geffrey  fa  w  the  boterfliis  cleving  on  the  wall 

The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfe  in  he  gan  call; 

Lo  '.Sirs,  he  fayd,  whofo  evir  repent, 

We  have  thofe  marchandife  mod  to  our  talent 

That  we  fynd  herein.  Behold,  Sir  Hanybal, 

The  yondir  botirfliis  that  clevith  on  the  wall ; 

Of  fuch  ye  muft  fill  our  fhippis  all  fyve. 

Pluk  up  thy  hert  Beryn,  for  thow  moft  nedis 

thry ve ; 
For  when  we  out  of  Rome  in  Marchantfare  went. 
To  purchafe  botirfliis  was  our  moft  entent ; 
Yit  woU  I  tell  the  caufe  efpecial  and  why  : 
There  is  a  leche  in  Room  that  hath  ymade  a  cry 
To  make  an  oyntement  to  cure  all  tho  ben  blynde, 
And  al  maner  infirmytees  that  growith  in  man- 

kynde.  [ye  mut  hy. 

The  day  is  fliort;  the  work  is  long:  Sir  Hanyball, 
When  Hanybald  herd  this  tale,  he  feyd  pryvely 
In  counfeli  to  the  fteward;  In  foth  I  have  the  wers. 
For  I  am  fikir  by  this  pleynt  that  ftiall  I  litil  purs. 
So  me  femeth,  quod  the  fteward,  for  in  the  world 

rounde 
So  many  botirfliis  wold  nat  be  founde 
I  trow  o  fliip  to  charge;  wher'for  me  thinkith  beft 
Let  hym  have  his  good  ageyn,  and  be  in  pefe  and 

reft. 
And  yit  is  an  aventure  and  thow  fcape  fo 
Thy  covenaunt  to  relefe  without  more  ado. 
The  burgeyfis  everichone,  that  were  of  that  cete, 
Were  anoyid  fore  when  they  herd  of  this  plee  ; 
Geffrey  with  his  wifdom  held   them  hard   and 

ftreyte, 
That  they  were  acombrit  in  their  own  diftreyte. 
When  Hanybald  with  his  frendis  had  fpoke  of 

this  matere  [manere: 

They  drow  them  towards  Beryn,  and  feid  in  this 
Only  for  botirfliis  ye  com  fro    our  centre^;. 
And  we  you  tell  in  fikirnes  and  opon  our  fe;/, 
That  fo  many  botirflyes  we  fliul  nevir  gete. 
Wherefore  we  be  avifid  othirwife  to  trete; 
That  Han-  bald  flial  relefe  his  covenaunt  that  is 

makid,  [ranfakid. 

And  dclyvcr  the  good  ageyn  that  from  you  was 
Nay  forfoth,  quod  Geffrey,  us  nedith  no  relefe ; 
Ye  fliuU  hold  our  covenaunt  and  we  fhall    eurs 
For  we  fliull  have  refon  wher  ye  woll  or  no  [alfo, 
Whils  Ifope  is  alyve;  I  am  nothyng  aferd, 
for  I  can  wipe  all  this  plee  eleen  from  your  herd. 
And  ye  blench  onys  out  of  the  high  wey.  [dcley. 
Thei  proferid  hym  plegg  and  gage  without  more 
Now  ferthirmore,.  quod  Geffrey,  us  ought  to  pro- 
cede,  [nede  ; 
For  to  the  blynd  mann'ys  poynt  we  muft  aafwer 
That,  for  to  tell  trowith,  he  lyvith  all  to  long 
For  his  own  fawte  and  his  own  wrong 
On  Beryn  he  hathfurmyfid,  asprevith  by  his  plee. 
And  that  ye  fhull  opynlich  know  wele  and  fee ; 
■For  as  I  undirftode  hym  he  feyd  that  fele  yeris 
Beryn,  that  here  ftondith,  and  he  were  pertyneris 
■Of  wynnyng  and  of  lefyng,  as  men  it  ufe  and 

doith^ 
And  tha  J  they  chaungit  eyen,  and  yit  this  is  fothe : 


But  the  caufe  of  chaunging  yit  is  toydw  onknoW, 
Wher'fore  I  woll  declare  it  both  to  high  and  lowe. 
In  that  fame  tyme  that  this  burge  fe  biynd, 
Andmymafter  Beryn,  as  faft  asfeyth  niyght  bynde 
Were  marchaundis  in  comyn  of  al  that  cheymyght 
Saff  of  lyf  and  lym,  and  of  dedel    fyn,         [wyn,i 
Ther  fill  in  tho  marchis  of  al  thing  fuch  a  dcrth 
That  joy,  comfort,  and  folas,  and  al  maner  myrth; 
Was  exilid  cleen,  faff  oonly  moleftatioune, 
That  abood  continuel — defperatioune  : 
So  when  that  the  pepil  wer  in  moft  myfcheffe 
God  that  is  above,  that  ai  thing  doth  releve. 
Sent  them  fuch  plente  of  mony,  fruytc,  and  corn, 
Wich  turnid  al  to  joy  their  mournyng  al  to  forn  ; 
Then  gaf  they  them  to  mirth,  revel,  pley,  and 
And  thankid  God  above  evir  more  among   {fong. 
Of  their  relevaciounc  from  woo  into  gladnes. 
For  Aftlrfour  -when  fwete  is  com  it  is  aplefant  mes^ 
So  in  the  meen  while  of  this  profperite 
Ther  cam  fuch  a  pleyer  into  the  fame  contre 
That  nevir  thertofore  was  feyn  fuch  anothir. 
That  wele  was  the  creture  that  born  was  of  hi* 

modir 
That  myght  fe  the  mirthis  of  this  jugeloure, 
For  of  the  world  wide  tho  day  is  he  bare  theflourc. 
For  there  n'as  man  ne  woman  in  that  regiounc 
That  fet  of  hymfelf  the  ftore  of  a  boton 
Yf  he  had  not  fey  his  myrthis  and  his  game. 
So  oppon  a  tyme  this  pleyer  did  proclame 
That  al  manere  of  pepill  his  pleyis  wold  fe 
Shuld  com  oppon  a  certen  dey  to  the  grete  cetc  * 
Then  among  orhir  my  mafter  here,  Beryn, 
And  this  fame  blynd,  that  pledith  now  with  hym. 
Made  a  certen  covenaunt  that  they  wold  fe 
The  mervellis  of  this  pleyer  and  his  fetilte  : 
So  what  for  hete  of  foraer,  age,  and  febilnes. 
And  eke  alfo  the  long  way,  this  blynd  for  wcr  j 

rynes 
Fill  flat  adown  to  the  erth ;  o  fotc  ne  myght  he  go  j 
Wher'for  my  mafter  Beryn  in  hert  was  full  woo. 
And  feyd.  My  frend,  how  now  ?  mow  ye  no  fei> 


the 


pas ! 


No,  he  fayd,  by  hym  that  firft  made  mas ; 

And  yit  I  had  levir,  as  God  my  foule  fave, 

Se  thes  wondir  pleyis  then  all  the  good  I  have, 

I  cannat  els,  quod  Beryn,  but  yf  it  may  nat  be 

But  that  ye  and  I  mut  reto.um  age 

Aftir  ye  Ise  refrefliid  of  your  werynefs, 

For  to  leve  yew  in  this  plite  it  wer  no  gentilnes. 

Then  feyd  this  blynd,  I  am  avifid  bet ; 

Beryn,  ye  fliull  wend  thidir  without  eny  let, 

And  have  myn  eyen  with  yew  that  they  the  plcy 

mow  fe. 
And  I  woll  Lave  yewrs  tyll  ye  come  age. 
Thus  was  their  covenaunt  made,  as  I  to  yowre  port. 
For  efe  of  this  blynd,  and  moft  for  his  comfort. 
But  wotith  wele  the  whole  fcience  of  all  fur- 

gery 
Was  unyd  or  the  chaunga  was  made  of  both  eye 
With  many  fotill  enchantours  and  eke  nygraman- 

cers, 
That  fent  were  for  the  nonys  maflris  and  fcoleris. 
So  when  all  was  complete  my  maftir  went  his  wey 
With  this  jnann'ys  eyen  and  faw  all  the  pley, 
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uA.nd  haflly  rejourned  into  that  pkfe  age, 

And  fond  this  blynd  feching  on  hondis  and   on 

kne, 
■Grafping  all  aboute  to  fynd  that  he  had  bre^ 
Beryn  his  both  eyen  that  he  had  tofore. 
But  asTone  as  Beryn  had  pleyn  knowleche 
That  his  eyen  were    ylolt,    unneth    he    myght 

areche 
O  word,  for  pure  anguyfli  that  he  toke  fodenly, 
And  from  that  day  till  nowe  ne  m/ght  he  nevir 

This  man  in  no  plafe  ther  law  was  ymevid  ; 
But  now  in  his  prefence  the  foth  is  full  yprevid. 
That  he  fhall  make  amendis  or  he  hens  pas 
Right  as  the  lawe  wol  deme,  ethir  more  or  las  ; 
For  my  maftir'is  eyen  were  betir  and  more  clere 
Then  thcfe  that  he  hath  now  to  fe  both  fer  and 

nere ; 
'ISo  wold  he  have  his  own,  that  proper  were  of 

kynd, 
For  he  is  evir  redy  to  take  to  the  blynde 
The  eyen  that  he  had  of  hym,  as  covenaunt  was. 
So  he  woll  do  the  fame.     Now,  Soverens,  in  this 
Ye  mut  take  hede  for  to  deme  right,  [cafe 

For  it  wer  no  refon  my  maftir  fliuld  lefe  his  light 
J?'or  his  trew  hert  and  his  gentilnes. 
Beryn,  quod  the  blind,  tho  I  woll  the  relefe  j 

My  quarell  and  my  caufe,  and  fall  fro  mv  pleynt. 
Thow  mut  nede,    quod   Geffrey,    for  thow   art 

ateynt. 
So  mut  thow  profir  gage,  and  borowis  fynd  alfo. 
For  to  make  amendis,  as  othir  have  ydo. 
Sir  Steward,  do  us  law,  fith  we  defire  but  right  : 
As  we  been  pefe  marchandis  us  longith  nat  to 

fight, 
But  pleyn  us  to  the  law,  yf  fo  we  be  agrevid. 
Anoon  opon  that  Geffrey  thefe  wordis  had  yme- 
vid 
Ttie  blynd  man  fond  borowis  for  all  his  maleta- 

lent, 
And  were  yentrid  in  the  court  to  byde  the  juge- 

inent ; 
For  thoughe  that  he  blynde  were  yit  had  he  good 

plente. 
And  more  wold  have    wonne  through  his   ini- 

quite. 
Now  herith.  Sirs,   quod  Geffrey  :  thre  pleyntifs 

been  affurid; 
And  asanenft  the  ferth  this  woman  hath  arerid. 
That  pleynith  here  on  Beryn,  and  feyth  flie  is  his 

'  wyfe. 
And  that  flie  hath  many  a  dey  led  a  peynous  lyfe. 
And  much  forow  endurid  his  child  to  fullcne. 
And  al  is  foth  and  trew.     Now  rightfuUich  to 

deme 
Whether  of  them  both  fhall  othir  obey, 
And  folowe  will  and  lulfis,  Sir  Steward,  ye  mut 

fey. 
And  therwith  Geffrey  lokid  afide  on  this  woman 
How  file  chaungit  colours,  pale  and  eke  v/an. 
All  for  nought,  quod   Geffrey,  for  ye   mut  with 

us  go, 
And  endure  with  your  hufbond  both  wcle  and 

woo ; 
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And  wold  have  take  her  by  the  hond,  But   ffig 

awey  did  breyde. 
And  with  grete  fighing  thefe  wordis  fhe  feyd; 
That  ageyns  Beryn  flie  wold  plede  no  more. 
But  gagid  with  too  borowis,  as  othir  had  do  to.» 

fore. 
Tl>e  fteward  fat  as  ftill  as  who  had  fhor  his  hede. 
And  fpecially  the  pleyntifs  were  in  much  drede  ; 
G*effrey  fet  his  wordis  in  fuch  maner  wife 
That  wele  they  will  they  myght  nat  fcape  in  n* 

wife 
Without  lofs  of  goodis  for  damage  and  for  cofl, 
For  fuch  wer  their  lawis  wher  pieyntis  wer  ylofl, 
Geffre'   had  full  perfeyte  of  their  encombirment. 
And  eke  he  was  in  ccrten  that  the  jug^jment 
Shuld  pas  with  his  maftir  ;  wherfor  he  anoon, 
Sovern  Sirs,  he  feyd,  yit  niuft  we  ferthir  goon. 
And  anfwere  to  this  Machyn,  that  feith  the  knife 

is  his 
That  found  v/as  on  Ber;n ;  ther 'of  he  feith  nat 

amys  ; 
And  for  more  prefe  he  feith  in  this  manere 
That  here  ftondith  prefent  the  fame  cotelere 
That  the  Icnyfe  made,  and  the  precious  ftonys  thre 
Within  the  haft  been  couchid,  that  in  Cryftyanite, 
Thoughe  men  wold  of  purpofe   make  ferch  and 

feche. 
Men  lliuld  nat  fynd  in  al  thing  a  knyfe  that  were 

it  liche  ; 
And  more  opyn  prefe  than  maun'ys  own  know- 
leche 
Men  of  law  nc  clerkis  con  nat  tell  ne  teche. 
Now  fith  we  be  in  this  manere  thus  ferforth  ago. 
Then  were  fpedfuU  for  to  luiow  how  Beryn  cam 

firfl:  to 
Have  pofTeffioune  of  the  knyfe  that  Machyn  feith 

is  his  : 
To  yev/  unknowne  I  fliall  enfourm  the  trowith  as 

it  is. 
Now  feven  yere  and  paffid,  opon  a  Tuyfday 
In  the  Pallioun-week,  when  men  leven  plei". 
And  ufe  mote  devocioune,  faftyng,  and  preyer. 
Then  in  othir  tyme  or  fefon  of  the  yere, 
This  Beryn's  fadir  erlich  wold  arife. 
And  barefote  go  to  chirch  to  Godd'is  fervife, 
And  lay  hymfclf  aloon  from  his  own  wyfe. 
In  reverence  of  the   tyme,  and  mending  of  hij 

lyfe  : 
So  on  the  fame  Tuyfda\-  that  I  tofore  nempt 
This  Beryn  rofe  and  rayn  hi  m,  and  to  the  chirch 

went. 
And  mervelid  in  his  hert  his  fadir  was  nat  there. 
And  honnvard  went   ageyn  with  drede  and  eke 

fere. 
Into  his  fadir'schambirfodenlich  he  rakid. 
And  fond  hym  ligg  flan  dede  oppon  the  ftraw  al 

nakid. 
And  the  clothis  halid  from  the  bed  awev. 
Out,  alas  !   quod  Beryn,  that  evir  I  law  this  dey  \ 
They  meyne  herd  the  noifs,  how  beryn  cried  alas> 
And  cam  into  the  chanibir  al  that  therein  was  ; 
But  the  dole,  and  the  lorov/e,  and  anguyfli,  that 

was  there 
It  vai  lith  nat  at  this  ts  mc  to  declare  it  here : 
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But  Befyn  had  moft  of  all,  have  ye?  no  doute  : 
And  anoon  they  ferchid  the  bod/  al  aboute, 
And  fond  this  fame  knyfe,  the  poynt  right  at  his 
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hert 

Of  Beryn's  fadir,  whofe  teres  gan  outftert 
When  he  drowth  out   the  knyfe   of    his   fadlr's 

wound ; 
Then  ftandede  I  faw  hym  fall  down  to  the  ground 
In  fight  of  the    moft  part   that  beth  with  hym 

now  here, 
And  they  affermyd  it  for  foth,  as  Geffrey  did  them 

lere  : 
And  yit  had  I  nevir  fufpecioun  from  that  day  tyll 

noweth 
Who  ded  that  curfed  dede,  tyll  Machyn  with  his 

moweth  ^ 

Afore  yew  hath  knowlechid   that  the  knyfe   is 

his; 
So  mut  he  nedis  anfwer  for  his  dcth  ywis. 
When  Macyhn  had  yherd  all  GefFrey'is  tale 
He  rofe  of  bench  fddcnly  with   colour  wan  and 

pale. 
And  feyd  onto  Beryn,  Sir,  ageyn  the 
1  woll  plete  no  more,  for  it  wer  gret  pete 
To  combir  yew  with  adions  that  beth  of  nobill 

kynde. 
Graunt  mercy  !   Sir,  quod    Geffrey  ;  but  yit  ye 

fhull  fynde 
Borowis  or  ye  pas,  amendis  for  to  make 
For  our  undewe  vexacioune,  and  gage   alfo   us 

take 
In  Cgn  of  fubmyflioune  for  your  injury, 
As  law  woll  and  refon,  for  we  woll  uttirly 
Precede  tyll  we  have  jugement  finall ; 
And  ther'for.  Sir  Steward,  what  that  evir  fall 
Delay  us  no  longer  but  gyve  us  jugement. 
For  triftith  ye  noon  othir  but  we  be  fuliich  bent 
To  Ifope  for  to  wend,  and  in  his  high  prefence 
Reherce  al  our  plees,  and  have  his  fentence  ; 
Then  fhull  ye  make  fynys,  and  highlich  be  agre- 

vid. 
And  as  fone  as  the  fteward  herd  thes  wordis  me- 

vid, 
Refon,  ryght,  and  law,  feyd  the  fteward  tho. 
Ye  mut  nedis  have  wher  I  woll  or  no ; 
And  to  preve  my  full  wyll,  or  we  ferther  goon, 
Quicklich  he  commaundit,  and  fparid  nevir  oon, 
24  burgeyfis  in  law  beft  ylerid, 
Rcherfyng  them  the  plees,  and  how  Geffrey  an- 

fwerid. 
And  on  lyf  and  iym,  and  forfetur  of  good, 
And  as  they  wold  nat  lefe  the  ball  within  their 

.  hood. 
To  draw  a-part  togidir,  and  by  their  all  affent 
Spare  no  man  on  ly ve  to  gyve  trew  jugement. 
And  when  thes  24  burgeyfis  had  yherd 
The  charge,  of  the  fteward,  right  fore  they  wer 

aferd 
To  lefe  ther  own  ly  vis  but  they  demed  trowith ; 
And  eke  of  their  neybours  they  had  grete  rowith, 
For  they  perfeyvid  clereUch  in  the  plee  through- 
out 
Their  frendi?  had  the  wors  fide,  ther'of  they  had 
.BO  iJoutj 


And  yf  we  deme  trewly  they  woll  be  fore  anoyid, 
Yit  it  is  betir  then  we  be  fliamyd  and  diftroyid. 
And  anoon  they  were  accordit,    and  feyd  with 

Beryn, 
And  dimed  every  pleyntif  to  make  a  grete  fyns 
With  Beryn,  and  hym  fubmyt  hooiich  to  his  grace 
Body,  good,  and  catell,  for  wrong  and  their  tref- 

pafe ; 
So  ferforth,  tyll  at  laft  it  was  fo  bout  ybore 
Tliat  Beryn  had  the  doubill  good  that  he  had  to- 
fore. 
And  wyth  joy  and  myrth,  wyth  all  hie  company. 
He  droughe  hym  to  his  fliippis  ward  wyth  fong 

and  melody. 
The  fteward  and  the  burgeyfe  from  the  court  bent 
Into  their  own  placis,  and  evir  as  they  went 
They  talkid  of  the  Romeyns,  how  fotill  the  ■  wer 
To  aray  hym  hke  a  fole  that  for  them  ftiuld  an- 
fwer. 
What  vylith  it,  quod  Hanybald,  to   angir  or  t« 

curs  ? 
And  yit  I  am  in  certen  I  fliall  fare  the  werg 
All  the  dayis  of  my  lyfe  for  this  day'is  pleding, 
And  fo  fhal  al  the  remnaunt ;  and  their  hondis 

wryng. 
Both  Syrophanes,  and  the  biynd,  the  woman,  and 

Machyn, 
And  be  bet  avifid  er  thev  eftfon  s  pleyne. 
And  al  othir  perfonys  wyth,  n  this  cete 
Mell  the  les  wyth  Rome ,  ns  whils  they  here  be  j 
For  fuch  anothir  fole  was  nevir  yit  yborn. 
For  he  did  naught  ellis  but  evir  with  us  fcorrj 
Tyll  he  had  us  caught  even  by  the  ftiyn 
With  his  fotill  wittis  in  our  own  grene. 
Now  woll  I  retourn  to  Beryn  ageyn, 
That  of  his  grete  lukir  in  hert  was  right  feyne. 
And  fo  was  all  his  meyne,  as  them  ought  wele. 
That  they  wer  fo  delyverid  from  turmcnt  like  te 

hell. 
And  graciufiy  relevid  out  of  ther  grete  myfchef, 
And  yfet  above  in  comfort  and  bouchef. 
Now  in  foth,  quod  Beryn,  it  may  nat  be  denied 
N'ad  Geffrey  and  his  v.ritt  be  we  had  be  diftroyid  : 
Ithanked  be  Almyghty  God  omnipotent 
That  for  our  confolacioune  Geffrey  to  us  fent  ! 
And  in  proteft  opyniy,  here  among  yew  alle. 
Half  my   good,  whils  that  I  lyve,  whatevir  me 

befall, 
I  graunt  it  here  to  Geffrey,  to  gyve  or  to  fell. 
And  nevir  to  part  from  me,  yf  it  wer  his  wyl. 
And  fare  as  well  as  I  a  morrow  and  eke  on  eve. 
And  nevir  for  a  man  on  lyve  his  company  for  t« 

leve. 
Graunt  mercy  !  Sir,  quod  Geffrey,  yewr  profir  is 

feir  and  grete. 
But  I  defire  no  more  but  as  ye  me  behete, 
To  bryng  me  at  Room,  for  this  is  covenaunte. 
It  fliail  be   do,  quod  Beryn,  and  all    the  rem- 
naunt. 
Deperdeux  !  quod  Geffrey,  ther'of  we  fiiuU  wele 

do. 
He  rayid  hym  othirwife ;  and  without  wordis  m® 
They  went  to  the'dyner  the  hole  company. 
With  pipis  and  wyth  trompis,  and  othir  melody  i 
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Andi  n  the  myddis  of  their  mete  gentil  women 

fyve, 
Maidens  frefh  atirid  as  myght  be  on  lyve, 
Com  from  the  Duke  Ifope,  lord  of  that  rigioune, 
Everich  wyth  a  prefent,  and  that  of  grete  re- 
nown : 
The  firll  bare  a  cup  of  gold,  and  of  afure  fyne, 
So  coroufe  and  fo  nobill  that  I  can  nat  devyne ; 
The   fecond   brought   a  fwerd    ylhethid,    wyth 

■feyntur 
Ifretid  all  with  perelis  orient  and   pure  ; 
The  third  had  a  raantell  of  lufty  frefh  colour, 
The  uttir  part  of  purpill,  yftirrid  with  pelour; 
The  ferth  a  cloth  of  gold,  a  worthy  and  a  riche, 
That  nevir  man  tofere  faw  cloith  it  liche; 
The  fift  bare  a  palme  that  ftode  tofore  the  deyfe 
In  tokyn  and  fign  of  trowith  and  pefe, 
for  that   was  the   cuftom  through  all  the  con- 
tray  ; 
The  mefTage  was  the  levir  and  more  plefant  to 

pay. 
The   cup   was  uncoverid,    the    fwerd   was   out 

ybrayid. 
The  mantell  wis  unfold,  the  cloth  along  ylayid ; 
They  knelid  adown  echone  right  tofore  Beryn ; 
The  firft  did  the  meffage,  that  taught  was  wel 

and  fyne  : 
Ifope,  fhe  {e.'d,  Sir  Beryn,  that  is  our  lord  riall, 
And  gretitli  yew,  and  fendith  yew  thefe  prefentis 

all, 
And  joy  hath  of  yewr  wifdom  and   of  yewr  go- 

vernaunce, 
And  preyd  you  to  com  and  have  with   hym  ple- 

faunce 
To  morowe,  and  fe  his  palayfe,  and  to  fport  you 

there, 
Yee  and  all  your  company.  Beryn  made  noon  an- 

fwere, 
But  fat  ftyll,  and  behdd  the  women  and  the  fon- 

dis; 
And  aftirvvard  avifely  the  fwerd  firfl  he  hondis 
And  commaundit  therewith  all  the  wymmen  wasfli 

and  fit, 
And  pryvelich  chargit  ofEcers  that  with  al  their 

wit 
To  fef  ve  them  of  the  befl,  and  make  them  hertly 

chere 
Reffevying  al  the  prefentis  in  worfhipful  manere. 
I  cannat  wele  exprefs  the  joy  that  they  had. 
But  1  fuppofe  tofore  that  day  that  they  were  nat 

fo  glad 
That  they  wcr  fo  afcapid  fortune  and  myfchefe. 
And  thankid  God  above  that  al  thing  doith  relefe  ; 
T^ov  tdftir  myfty  chudis  ther  comith  a  cler  fanne. 
So  aftir  hale  coinyth  bote,  whofo  byde  conne. 
The  joy  andnobley  that  they  had  whils  they  wer 

jlt  mete. 
It  y^vlith  nat  at  this  tyme  ther'of  long  to  trete  ; 
But  Geffrev  fat  with  Beryn,  as  he  had  fervid  wele; 
Their  hedis  theyleyd  togidir,  and  begon  to  tell 
In  what  mancr  the  wymen.fiiuld  be  anfwered. 
Geffrev  evir  avifid  Beryn  ther'of  he  leryd. 
And  of  othir  thingcs  how  he  h^-m  fliuld  govern; 
Beryn  iiiverid  wele  tbejon,  and  fad  he  gai^  to  lern. 


When  al  wer  up  the  wymmen  cam  to  take  thelf 

leve  ; 
Beryn,  as  fat  hym  wele  of  blode,  them  toward  gan 

rcleve, 
And  prey'dthem  hertly  hym  to  recommend 
Unto  the  worthy  lordfliip  of  Ifope,  that  you  fend 
To  me  that  am  unworth'  ,fave  of  his  grete  nobleir. 
And  thank  hym  of  his  gyftis  as  ye  can  beft,  and 

fey. 
To  morow  I  woU  be  redy  his  heft  to  fulfill, 
With  this  I  have  fave  condit  I  may  com  hym  tyll, 
For  me  and  al  my  felefhip  faff  to  com  and  go, 
Trufling  in  his  difcrecioune  that  thoughe  I  ax  f« 
He  wol  nat  be  difplefid;  for  in  m    contra 
It  hath  evir  be  the  cufiom,  and  is  into  this  da)'. 
That  yf  a  lord  nail  defirith  for  to  fee 
Eny  maner  perfone  that  is  oflasdegre, 
Er  he  approche  his  prefence  he  wol  have  in  his 

honde 
A  fafF  condit  enfelid,  or  els  fom  othir  bonde. 
That  he  may  com  and  pas  without  difturbaunce ; 
Throughout  all  our  marchis  it  is  the  obfervaunce, 
Thes  wymmen  toke  their  leve  without  wordis  mo, 
Repeyring  onto  Ifope,  and  al  as  it  was  do 
They  reherCd  redely,  and  fay  lid  nevir  a  word, 
To  Ifope  with  his  baronage  ther  he  fat  at  his  horde, 
Talkyng  faft  of  Romayns,  and  of  their  high  pru- 
dence. 
That  in  fo  many  daungers  made  fo  wife  defence. 
But  as  fone  as  Ifope  had  pleynlieh  yherd 
Of  Beryn's  governaunce,  that  firfl  fefid  the  fwerql 
Afore  al  othir  prefentis,  he  demed  in  hys  minde 
That  Beryn  was  ycom  of  fom  nobill  kynde. 
The  nyght  was  pafl;  the  morowe  cam;  Ifope  ha4 

nat  forgete  ; 
He  chargit  barons  twelf  with  Beryn  for  to  mete 
To  cond  hym  faff  and  his  meyne;  and  al  perfour* 

myd  was. 
Thre  dayis  ther  they  fportid  hym  in  myrth  an4 

folas, 
That  throughe  the  wife  inftrudioune  of  Geffrey 

nyght  and  dey 
Beryn  plefid  Ifope  with  wordis  al  to  pay. 
And  had  hym  fo  in  port  and  in  governaunce 
Of  all  honeft  myrthis  andwitty  daliaunce, 
That  Ifope  caft  his  chere  to  Beryn  fo  groundly. 
That  at  laft  ther  was  no  man  with  Ifope  fo  pryvy^ 
Rcforting  to  his  fhippis,  com/ng  to  and  fro, 
Thoroughe  the  wit  of  Geffiey,  that  eche  day  it 

fil  fo 
That  Ifope  coude  no  wher  chere  when  Beryn  was 

abfent ; 
So  Beryn  mufl  nedis  eche  day  be  aftir  fent : 
And   chefe  he   was  of  counfeli  within  the  firfi; 

yere, 
Thoroughe  the  wit  of  Geffrey,  that  eche  dey  di<t 

hym  lere. 
This  Ifope  had  a  doughtir  betwene  hym  and  hi* 

wyfe 
That  was  as  feir  a  creature  as  myght  here  lyfe, 
Wyfe,  and   eke   bountevoufe,  and  benyine  witli- 

all, 
That  heir  fhuld  be  aftir  his  dey  of  his  IprdfhlpPiV 

alle;  i        ^ 
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So,  fliortly  to  conclude,  the  mariage  was  made       {  Thus  Geffrey  made  Beryn  his  enemyes  to  ovir* 

Betwene  hir  and  Beryn,  many  a  man  to  glade,       ■  com, 

Saff  the  burgeyfis  of  the  town,  of  falfliede  that  ;  And  brought   hym    to    worfliip    thoroughc    his 


were  rote  : 
But  they  wer  evir  hold  fo  low  ondir  fote 
That  they  might  nat  regne,  but  at  laft  fawe 
To  leve  their  condicioune  and  their  fals  lawe. 
Beryn  and  Geffrey  made  them  fo  tame 
That  they   amendit  eche  dey,  and  gat  a  betir 

name. 


wyfdom. 
Now    God    us    graunt    grace   to    fynde  fuch  a 

frende 
When    we    have    nede  !    and   thus   I   make  an 

cnde. 


Vol.  I. 


MISCELLANIES. 


THE  ROMAUNT   OF  THE   ROSE*. 


Many  menne  falne  ttat  in  fweveninges 

Ther  n'is  but  fables  and  lefinges, 

But  yet  menne  male  fome  fwedin  fene 

Whiche  hardily  that  falfe  ne  bene. 

But  aftirwarde  ben  apparent, 

This  maie  I  drawin  to  warraunt. 

An  author  that  bight  Macrobes, 
That  hake  not  dremis  falfe  ne  Icle, 
But  undoth  us  the  avifioun 
That  whilom  mette  King  Cipioun. 

And  who  faith  and  weneth  it  be 
A  jape  or  els  a  nicete 
To  wcne  that  dremis  aftir  fal. 
Let  who  fo  lifle  a  fole  me  cal ; 
Tor  this  trowe  I,  and  fa    for  mc. 
That  dremis  fignifiaunce  be 
Of  gude  and  harme  to  man    wightes 
That  diemin  in  ther  flepe  a  nighles 
Full  many  thingis  covirtly 
That  fallin  aftir  opinly. 


*  This  bonk  wa^  bcsiun  in  French  verfe  by  William 
dc  Lnrris,  and  finithcd  forty  years  after  by  Jolin  Glopinell, 
Silas  John  Moonc,  bt.rn  at  Mewen  upon  tlie  river  of  Loy 
er,  not  far  from  Par's,  as  ajipeareth  by  Moliiiet  the  French 
ttiithor,  upon  the  morality  of  The  Romaunt,  and  after- 
ward tranflated,  for  the  moll  part  into  Englilh  metre  by 
GeofFrey  Ch^iuccr,  bur  not  finilhcd.  It  is  intituled  The 
Romaunt  cif  the  Rofc,  or  The  Art  of  Love;  wherein  are 
fhewed  the  helps  and  furtherances--,  as  aifo  the  lets  and  im- 
pediments that  lovers  have  in  their  fuits.  In  this  book 
the  authur  hath  many  glances  at  the  hypocnfy  of  the 
clergy,  whereijy  he  pot  himfetf  fuch  hatred  amongll  them 
that  Gerlon  Chancellor  of  Paris  wrjteth  thus  of  him  ; 
fay'th  l\e,  There  was  one  called  Johannes  Meldinenuf.  who 
wrote  a  book  called  The  Riimaunt  of  the  Rofe,  which 
book  if  I  only  had,  and  that  there  were  no  more  in  the 
world,  if  I  might  have  tos  potind  for  tiic  fame,  I  wold  ra- 
ther burn  it  than  take  the  money.  He  faitii  more,  tlutif 
lie  rhoiicht  the  author  thereof  did  not  repent  him  for  that 
book  before  he  dyed,  he  would  vouchfafe  to  pray  for  liim 
no  more  than  lie  would  fgr  Judas  that  betrayed  Chrilt. 
ivr>'. 


Within  my  twenty  yere  of  agCy 
Whan  that  Love  takith  his  coragc 
Of  yonge  folkc,  I  wente  fone 
To  bed,  as  I  was  wont  to  done. 
And  fafle  I  flepte,  and  in  fleping 
Me  mette  fuche  a  fwevining 
That  likid  me  wondirous  wek. 
But  in  that  fwevin'  is  ner  a  dele 
That  it  n'is  aftirwarde  befal, 
Right  as  this  dreme  wol  tell  us  al. 

Now  this  dreme  wol  I  rime  a  right 
To  make  your  hertis  gay  and  light ; 
For  Love  it  prayith,  and  alfo 
Commaundith  me,  that  it  be  fo. 

^nd  if  there  any  afkin  me 
Whether  that  it  be  he  or  fhe. 
And  how  this  boke  whiche  is  here 
Shal  hate,  which  that  I  rede  you  here. 
It  is  The  Romaunt  of  the  Rofe, 
In  which  all  The' Arte  of  Love  I  clofci 

The  matir  faire  is  of  to  make, 
God  graunt  in  gre  that  flie  it  take 
For  whom  that  it  begonnin  is  ! 
And  that  is  Ihe  that  hath  iwis 
So  mokil  prife,  and  therto  flie 
So  worthy  is  beloved  to  be 
That  fhe  wel  ought  of  prife  and  right 
Be  clepid  Rofe  of  every  wight. 
That  it  was  Mey  me  thoughtin  tho. 
It  is  five  yere  or  more  ago, 
That  it  was  Mey  thus  dremid  me. 
In  time  of  love  and  jolite, 
That  al  thing  ginnith  vraxin  gay. 
For  there  is  neithir  buflce  nor  hay 
In  Mey  that  it  n'ill  ihroudid  bencj 
And  it  with  newe  levis  wrene  » 
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Thefe  wordis  eke  recovercn  grene 

The  watir  that  fo  wi;le  liked  me. 

« 

•jThat  drie  in  winter  ben  to  J'ene, 

And  wondirgkd  wiis  I  to  fe 

And  the  erth  wexith  proud  withall    , 

That  lufty  place  and  that  rivere  : 

For  fote  dewis  that  on  it  fall, 

With  that  watir  that  ran  fo  clere 

And  the  povir  eftate  forgette. 

My  face  I  wiflie,  tho  fawe  I  wele 

In  whiche  that  winter  had  it  fette, 

The  botome  ipavid  evcridfle 

And  than  beconieth  the  grounde  fo  proude 

With  gravell,  ful  of  ftonis  fhene. 

That  it  wol  have  a  newe  ftiroude, 

The  medowls  fofte.fotc,  arid  grene. 

And  make  fo  queint  his  robe  and  fayre, 

Beet  right  upon  the  watir  fide  ; 

That  it  had  hewes  an  hundrid  payre 

Ful  clere  was  than  the  nioroWc  tide, 

Of  graffe  and  flourls  Inde  and  ^ers, 

And  ful  attempre  out  of  drede  ; 

And  many  hewis  full  divers. 

Tho  gan  I  walkin  throwe  the  medc. 

That  is  the  robe  I  mene  iwis 

Downwarde  evirin  my  playing 

Through  whiche  the  ground  to  praifin  is. 

Nigh  to  the  river's  fide  coafling. 

, ,  The  birdis  that  han  left  ther  fonge 

And  whan  1  had  a  while  igone 

While  thei  han  fuffrid  colde  ful  ftronge 

I  fawe  a  gardin  right  anone 

In  wethers  grille  and  derke  to  fight, 

Full  long  and  brode,  and  everidele 

Ben  in  Mey  for  the  fiinn';  bright 

Enclofid  was  and  wallid  wele 

So  glad,  that  they  fhewe  in  finging 

With  hie  walisenbatailid, 

That  in  ther  herrt  is  fuche  liking 

Portrayed  without,  and  well  entaylii 

That  thei  mote  Cngin  and  ben  light } 

With  many  full  richeportrfiitures, 

Than  dothe  the  nightingale  her  might 

And  both  the'  imaigis  and  peiritures 

To  makin  noife  and  fingen  blithej 

Gan  I  beholdin  befily  ; 

Than  is  blifsful  many  a  fithe. 

And  I  wol  tel  you  redily 

The  chclandre'  and  the  popiijgay, 

Of  thilke  imagis  the  femblaunce. 

Than  yonge  folke  entendin  aye 

As  ferre  as  I  hav^  remembraunce. 

J'or  to  ben  gaie  and  amorous. 

Amiddis  fawe  1  Hate  yftonde, 

The  tinie  is  than  fo  favorous. 

That  for  her  wrathe,  and  ire,  and  6nde, 

,   Harde  is  his  herte  that  lovith  nought 

Semid  to  be  a  minoreffe, 

in  Mey,  whan  al  this  mirth  is  wrought, 

An  angry  wight,  a  chidirelte, 

Whan  he  may  on  thefe  braunchis  here 

And  ful  of  gile  and  fell  corage 

The  fmalt  birdis  fmging  clere 

By  femblaunt  was  that  iike  image. 

Ther  blisfull  fwete  fong  pitous  i 

And  Ihe  was  nothing  wele  arraide,| 

And  in  this  fefon  delitous, 

But  like  a  wode  woman  afraidc  ; 

Whan  love  affirmith  alls  thing, 

Yfrouncid  foule  was  her  vifage, 

Me  thought  one  night,  in  my  fleping, 

And  grinfiing  for  difpitous  rage  ; 

Ri^ht  in  my  bed  ful  redily 

Her  nofe  yfnortid  up  for  tene, 

That  it  was  by  the'  niorowe  erly. 

Ful  hidous  was  fhe  for  to  fene  ;                   f 

And  up  1  rofe  and  gan  ine  clothe; 

Fu'^  foule  and  rully  was  fhe  this  ; 

Anon  I  wilhe  mine  hondis  bothe,' 

Her  bed  iwrithin  was  iwis 

A  filvir  nedil  forth  1  drowe 

Ful  grimly  v/itli  a  grete  tov^aile. 

Out  of  aguiler  queint  inowc. 

An  image  of  anothre'  entaile 

And  gan  this  nidill  threde  anonCj 

A  lifte  haife  was  her  faft  yby ; 

For  out  of  touqe  me  lift  to  gone 

Her  nanie  above  hcf  bed  fawe  I, 

The  foune  of  briddis  for  to  here 

And  ihe  Was  callid  Felony. 

That  on  the  bulkis  fingin  clere, 

Anothre'  image,  thaf  Villany 

in  the  fwete  fefon  that  lefe  is. 

Yclepid  was,  fawe  I  and  fonde 

With  a  thred  bafting  my  flevis,' 

Upon  the  wall  on  her  right  honde  : 

Alone  I  vfent  in  my,  playing, 

1  his  Villany  was  like  fomdele 

The_fmale  foulis  fonge  herkeningf. 

That  othre'  image,  and  truftith  wefe 

That  painid'hem  ful'  fneny'  a  pairs 

She  fcmid  a  wickid  creture ; 

To  fing  on  bowis  bloffomed  faire  ;■ 

By  countenaunce  in  portreitufe 

jolife  and  gaie,  full  of  gladneffe. 

Shefemid  befu-J  difpitous,' 

Towarde  a  river  gan  me  dreffe. 

And  eke  ful  proude  arid  outragiOus, 

Which  that  I  herde  renne  fitite  by, 

Wei  coude  he  paint,  I  undertake,! 

For  fairir  playiri  nori  faugh  I 

That  fuch  an  image  coude  imake  j 

Than  playin  me  by  that  rivere. 

Ful  foule  and  choriich  femid  fhe; 

For  from  an  hill  that  ftode  there  ri&fe' 

And  eke  villeincus  for  to  be, 

Come  doune  the  ftrcme  full  ffiiFe  and  bold,     . 

And  litil  could  of  iroriture 

Clere  was  the  watrr^  and  as  cold 

To  worflijppc  any  creature. 

As  any  welle  is,  fothe  to  fairie, 

And  nexte  was  paintid  Govetifcj 

And  fomdelc  laffe  it  was  than  Saine, 

That  eggith  folke  in  liiany'  a  gife 

But  it  was  flraitir,  wele  away. 

To  take  and  yeve  right  nought  again. 

And  nevir  faugh  I  er  that  d»i« 

/ 

And  grete  trefoUris  up  to  lainc, . 
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And  that  Is  {he  tliat  for  ufurc 

Nor  nevir  wel  in  her  hert  ferde 

3f,enith  to  many  a  creture 

But  if  fhe  either  fawe  01  herde 

The  laffe  for  the  more  winningy 

:  Some  grete  mifchaunce  or  grete  diifbj' 

So  covitoQs  is  her  brenning  J 

-  Nothing  ne  may  fo  much  her  plefe 

And  that  isflie  for  pennisfele 

As  mifchefe  and  mifaventure  ; 

That  techith  for  to  rohbe  and  ftele 

Or  whan  flie  feeth  difcomiiture 

Thefe  thcvis  and  thefe  fmale  harlotes. 

Upon  any  worthy  man  fall, 

And  that'is  routhe,  for  by  ther  throtes 

Than  likith  her  right  well  withal! : 

Pul  many  one  hongith  at  laft  ; 

She  IS  ful  glad  in  her  corage 

She  makith  folke  conipaffe  and  caft 

■  Yf  ffie  fe  any  grete  linage 

To  takin  othir  folkis  thirig 

Be  brought  to  naught  in  fliamful  wife ;; 

Through  robbery'  or  mifcoveting; 

And  if  a  man  in  honour  rife 

And  that  is  (lie  that  makith  trechours. 

Or  by  his  wit  or  his  pFoweJTe, 

And  flie  that  makith  falfe  pledours. 

Of  that  fhe  hath  gret  hevineffe, 

That  with  ther  t«rmis  and  ther  domes 

For  truflith  wele  fhe  goeth  nie  wode- 

Do  maidins,  childrin,  and  eke  gromes. 

■V\''han  any  chaunce  yhapith  gode. 

'*"her heritage,  alas  !  forgo  ; 

Envy  is  of  fuche  crucke 

I"ul  crokid  were  her  hondis  twOj- 

That  faith  ne  trouth  ne  holdith  flie 

Tor  Covetife  is  evir  wode 

To  frende  ne  felav/e  badde  or  gode^ 

To  gripin  othir  folhis  gode  ; 

Ne  fhe  hath  kinne  none  of  her  blode 

For  Covetife  for  her  winning 

That  fhe  n'is  ful  ther  enemy  ; 

Ful  lefe  hath  ot-hir  mennis  thing. 

She  n'olde,  I  dare  faine  hardily. 

Another  image  fet  faugh  I 

That  het  own  fathir  farid  wele  : 

Ivlext  unto  Covetife  faft  b3'-. 

And  fore  abieth  fhe  every  dele 

And  £he  was  clepid- A-varice  : 

Her  malice  and  her  mak  taknt,. 

Ful  foule  in  painting  was  that  vicCj- 

For  fhe  is  in  fo  grete  turment 

Ful  fad  and  caitife  was  file  eke, 

.  And  hate  fuche  whan  that  folke  doth  gedsf 

And  alfo  greiie  as  any  leke  ; 

That  nigh  fhe  meltith  for  pure  wode  :  , 

So  evil  hewed  was  her  coloure 

Her  hert  fo  kervith  and  fo  breketh 

Her  femed  to'  have  liifid  in  langoure  ;; 

That  God  the  peple  wel  a  wreketh. 

She  was  like  thing  for  hungir  ded. 

Envy  I  wis  fhall  nevir  let 

That  lad  her  life  onely  by  bred 

Some  blame  upon  the  folke  to  fet ! 

Knedin  with  eifel  ftrong  and  egre, 

I  trowe  that  if  Env)'  i-wis 

And  therto  flfe  was  lene  and  megre  j-: 

Yknew  the  befle  man  that  h 

And  fhe  was  clad  ful  povirly 

On  this  fide  or  beyond  the  fe. 

Al  in  an  olde  torne  court-pye 

Yet  fomwhat  kckin  him  wold  fhe  5; 

As  fhe  were  all  with  doggis  torne. 

And  if  he  were  fo  hende  and  wife 

And  bothe  behinde  apd  eke  bcforne- 

That  fhe  ne  might  abate  his  prife,. 

Ycloutid  was  fhe  beggirly. 

Yet  would  fhe  blame  his  wsrthineflej- 

A  mantil  honge  her  fafl;^  by 

Or  by  her  wordismake  it  lefle. 

Upon  a  benche  botJi  weke  and  fmale  ;- 

I  fawe  Envy  in  that  painting 

A  burnette  cote  honge  there  withal. 

Yhad  a  wondirful  loking, 

Tfurrid  wirh  no  menivere, 

For  flie  ne  lokid  but  aw^ie 

But  with  a  furr  J  rough  of  here 

Or  ovirthwarte,  all  baggingly  j 

Of  lambe  ikynnys  bevy  and  blake ; 

And  fhe  had  a  full  foule  ufage. 

It  was  full  oMe  I  undirtake, 

She  mightin  loke  in  no  vifage 

For  Avarice  to  clothe  her  wele 

Of  man  ne  woman  forth  right  plaine^ 

Ne  haflith  her  nsvir  adele. 

But  fhette  her  one  eye  for  difdaine ; 

For  certainly  it  were  her  lothc 

So  for  envie  ybrennid  flie 

To  werin  of  that  ilke  clothe. 

Whan  fhe  might  any  man  yfe 

And  if  it  were  forwerid  flie 

That  faire  or  worthy  were  or  wifc^ 
Or  ellis  ftode  in  folkis  prife. 

Would  havin  full  gret  nicete 

Of  clothing  er  fhe  bought  her  newe. 

Soi  owe  was  paintrd  next  Envie 

Al  were  it  bad  of  v/ol  and  hewe. 

Upon  that  wal  of  mafonrie  ; 

This  Avarice  helde  in  her  hande 

But  wel  was  fene  in  her  colour 

A  purfe  which  that  honge  by  a  bande. 

That  fhe  had  livid  in  langour  ; 

And  that  fhe  hid  andbonde  fo  flronge 

Her  femid  to  have  the  jaundice  j. 

Men  mufl  abidih  wondir  longe 

Not  halfe  fo  pale  was  Avarice, 

Out  of  the  purfe  er  there  come  oughtj 

Ne  nothing  alike  of  leneffo, 

For  that  ne  comith  in  her  thought  5 

For  forowe,  thought,  and  grete  diftrelfe^ 

It  was  not  certaine  her  entent 

That  flie  had  fuffrid  day  and  night,          '^ 

That  fro  that  purfe  a  peny  went. 

Made  her  yelowe,  and  nothing  bright  1 

And  by  that  image  nigh  inough 

Ful  fade,  pale,  and  megre,  alfo. 

'W*s  painted  Ejavy,  tiuit  nere  lough, 

Wits  nevir  wighte  yet  halfe  fo  vv» 
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As  that  Tier  femid  Tor  to  be, 

What  time  that  now  prefent  is. 

Nor  fo  fulfilled  with  yre  as  flie  ; 

Aflcith  at  thefe  grete  clerkis  this ; 

I  trow  that  no  wight  might  her  plefe. 

For  men  thinkin  it  redily 

Nor  do  that  thing  that  might  her  efe  ; 

Thre  timis  ben  ypaflid  by 

Nor  fhe  ne  would  her  forowe  flake. 

The  time  that  maie  not  fojourne. 

Nor  comfort  none  unto  her  take, 

But  goth  and  maie  never  retourne, 

So  depe  y  was  her  wo  begonne, 

As  watir  that  doune  runnith  aie. 

And  eke  her  hert  in  angre  ronne. 

But  nevir  droppe  returne  maie. 

A  forowful  thing  wel  femid  ftie ; 

There  maie  nothing  as  time  endure^. 

Nor  flie  had  nothing  flowe  ybe 

Ne  metall  nor  yerthly  creture. 

For  to  befcratchin  all  her  face. 

For  alle  thing  is  frette  and  fliall, 

And  for  to  rent  in  many  place 

The  time  eke  that  ychaungith  all. 

Her  clothes,  and  for  to  tere  her  fwire, 

And  all  doeth  waxe  and  foftrid  be, 

As  flie  that  was  fulfilled  of  ire  ; 

And  alle  thing  diftroyith  he ; 

And  all  to  tome  laie  eke    her  here 

The  time  that  eldith  our  aunceftours' 

About  her  fliulders  here  and  there, 

And  eldith  kinges  and  emperours. 

As  fhe  that  had  it  all  to  rent 

And  that  us  all  fhall  ovircom,en, 

For  angre  and  for  male  talent. 

Er  that  deth  us  Ihall  have  nommenj 

And  eke  I  teli  you  certainly 

I'he  time  that  hath  all  in  welde 

How  that  flie  wept  full  tendirly  : 

To  elden  folke  had  made  her  elde 

In  worlde  n'is  wight  fo  hard  of  herte, 

So  inly,  that  to  my  weting 

That  had  yfene  her  forowes  fmerte, 

She  mightin  helpe  her  felf  nothing, 

That  n'olde  have  had  of  her  pite,                   - 

But  tourned  eyen  unto  childhede  : 

So  wo  begon  a  thing  was  Ihe. 

She  had  nothing  her  felf  to  lede. 

She  all  to  daftit  her  felf  for  wo, 

Ne  witte  ne  plihe  within  her  hold. 

And  fmote  togidir  her  hondes  two  ; 

More  than  a  child  of  two  yere  old. 

To  Sorowe  was  flie  full  ententife, 

But  nathclefle  I  trowe  that  flie 

That  wofull  rechileffe  caitife, 

Was  faire  fomtimc  and  freflie  to  fe 

Her  roughte  little  of  playing. 

Whan  fhe  was.  in  her  rightfull  age. 

Or  of  clipping  or  of  kifling, 

But  fhe  was  paft  all  that  palTage, 

For  who  fo  forowfull  is  in  herte 

And  was  a  doted  thing  becomen  : 

Him  lufl;ith  not  to  plaie  ne  fterte. 

A  furrid  cappe  on  had  fhe  nommen ; 

Nor  for  to  dauncin  ne  to  fing, 

Well  had  Ihe  dadde  her  felf  and  warmej 

Ne  male  his  herte  in  temper  bring 

For  cold  might  els  doin  her  harme  : 

To  make  joie  on  even  or  morowe, 

Thefe  old  folke  h^avin  alwaie  cold, 

For  joie  is  contrary  to  forowe. 

Ther  kinde  is  foche  whan  thei  ben  old. 

Elde  was  ypaintid  aftdr  this, 

An  othir  thing  was  down  there  write 

That  fliortir  was  a  fote  i-wis 

That  femid  like  an  ipocritc. 

Than  fhe  was  wont  in  her  yonghede ; 

And  it  was  clepid  Papelardie ; 

Unneth  her  felf  flie  might  yfede  : 

I'hat  ilke  is  fhe  that  privilie 

So  feble  and  fo  olde  was  fhe 

Ne  fparith  ner  a  wicked  dede 

That  fadid  was  all  her  beaute  ; 

Whan  men  of  her  takin  none  hede. 

Full  falowe  was  waxen  her  colour ; 

And  makith  her  outward  precious 

Her  hedde  for  hore  was   white  as  flour  ; 

Wifh  pale  vilage  and  pitous, 

I  wis  grete  qualme  ne  were  it  none. 

And  femith  a  Ample  creture, 

Ne  finne,  although  her  life  were  gone. 

But  there  n'is  no  mifaventure 

All  woxin  was  her  body'  unwelde. 

That  fhe  ne  thinketh  in  her  corage  ; 

And  drie  and  dwinid  all  for  elde  : 

Full  like  to  her  was  thilke  image 

A  foule  forwelkid  thing  was  flie. 

That  makid  was  like  her  femblaunce, 

That  whilom  round  and  foft  had  be  5 

She  was  full  fimple'  of  countenaunce  ; 

Her  heris  Ihokin  fafl:  withall, 

And  fhe  was  clothid  and  eke  Ihod 

As  from  her  hedde  they  wouldin  fall ; 

As  fhe  were  for  the  love  of  God^ 

Her  face  yfrouncid,and  forpined, 

Yholdin  to  religion. 

And  bothe  her  hondis  lorne  fordwined  ; 

Soche  femid  her  devocion. 

So  old  flie  was  that  flie  ne  went 

A  fpaltir  helde  fhe  fall  in  hondcj 

A  fote  but  it  were  by  potent, 

And  bufily  fhe  gan  to  fonde 

The  time  that  paflith  night  and  daie, 

To  make  many  a  faint  praiere 

And  refl;ilefle  travailith  aie. 

To  God  and  to  his  faindtis  dere  ; 

And.  fl;elith  from  us  privily. 

Ne  flie  was  gaie,  frefhe,  ne  jolife, 

That  to  us  femith  lildrly 

But,femed  to  be  full  ententife 

That  it  in  one  pointft'dwellith  ever. 

To  gode  werkis  and  to  faire, 

And  ceitis  it  ne  reftith  never, 

And  therto  fhe  had  on  an  liairc. 

Sut  goeth  fo  fafl:  and  paffith  aie 

Ne  certis  fhe  was  fatte  nothing-, 

That  ther  n'is  n:^aii-that  thinkin  maie 

But  femid  werie  for  fafl;irg  : 
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Of  colour  pale  and  deck  was  flie  ; 

Th'  affemble  (God  kepe  it  fro  care  I) 

From  her  the  gates  aie  warnid  be 

Of  birdis  whiche  that  therein  ware, 

Of  Paradife,  that  blifsfuU  place, 

That  fongin  through  ther  mery  throtcf 

For  foche  folke  makhi  lene  ther  grace, 

Dauncis  of  love  and  mery  notes. 

As  Chrift  faieth  hi  his  Evangile, 

Whan  I  thus  herd  the  foulis  fingj 

To  get  'hem  prife  in  toune  a  while. 

I  fell  faft  in  a  waimenting 

And  for  a  little  glory  veigne       '     ' 

By  whiche  art  or  by  what  engin 

Thei  leifin  God  and  eke  his  reigne. 

I  might  com  into  that  gardin  ; 

And  aldir  laft  of  everi'chone 

But  waie  I  couthe  ne  findin  none 

Was  painted  ipoverte'  all  alone, 

Into  that  gardin  for  to  gone, 

That  not  a  penny  had  in  hold, 

Ne  nought  wift  I  if  that  there  we^e^ 

Although  that  flie  her  clotliis  fold. 

Eithir  a  hole  or  a  place  where 

And  though  flie  thold  an  hongid  b6. 

By  whiche  I  mightin  have  entre  ; 

For  nakid  as  a  woi  me  was  ftie, 

Nc  there  was  none  to  techin  me, 

And  if  the  wether  flormy  were 

For  I  was  all  alone  i-wis, 

For  cold  flie  Ihold  have  dyid  there. 

For  wo  and  for  anguilhe  of  this, 

She  ne'  had  on  but  a  ftraite  old  facke. 

Till  at  the  lafte  bethought  1  inc 

And  many'  a  cloute  on  it  there  ftacke ; 

That  by  ho  waie  ne  might  it  be. 

This  was  her  cCite  and  her  mantele ; 

There  n'^as  ladder  ne  waie  to  pace, 

Ko  more  was  there  nevir  a  dele 

Or  hole,  into  fo  faire  a  place  ; 

To  clothe  her  with  ;  I  undirtake 

Tho  gan  I  go  a  full  grete  pace 

Crete  lefn  hadde  fhe  to  quake  i 

Environ,  evin  in  compas, 

And  flie  was  put  that  I  of  talke 

The  clofing  of  the  fquare  wall,, 

Ferre  fro  thefe  othre,  up  in  an  halke ; 

Till  that  I  founde  a  wicket  fmall 

There  lurkid  arid  there  courid  Ihe,       ■ 

So  fliette  that  I  ne  might  in  gone, 

For  povir  thing,  where  fo  it  be,    ' 

And  othir  entre  was  there  none. 

Js  fhamefafl:  and  difpifid  aie  : 

Upon  this  dore  I  gan  te  fmite 

A  curfid  maie  well  be  that  daic 

That  was  fo  fetis  and  fo  lite. 

That  povir  man  conceived  is, 

For  othir  waie  coud  I  not  feke." 

For  God  wote  all  to  felde  i-wis 

Full  long  I  ftiofe  and  knockid  eke. 

Is  any  pore  man  well  ifed, 

And  ftode  full  long  all  herkining 

Or  well  arayid  or  icled, 

If  I  herd  any  wight  coming, 

Or  well  belovid,  in  foche  wife 

Till  that  the  dore  of  thilke  entre 

In  honour  that  he  maie  arife. 

A  maidin  curteis  opened  me  : 

Alle  thefe  thingis  well  avifedj 

Her  here  was  as  yelowe  of  hewe 

As  1  haVe  you  er  this  devifed,    " 

As  any  bafin  fcourid  newe  ; 

With  gold  and  afure  ovir  all 

Her  flefhe  tendir  as  is  a  chike. 

t)epaintid  were  upon  the  wall  : 

With  bent  browis  both  fmothe  and  flikci. 

Square  was  the  wall,  and  high  fpmdeie^ 

A-nd  thereto  by  mefure  large  were 

Enclofid  and  ibarrid  wele      '                    ' 

1  The  opening  of  her  eyen  clere ; 

In  fledtj  of  hegge  was  that  gardin. 

Her  nofe  of  gode  proporcion  ; 

Came  nevir  no  fiiepherd  therein  : 

Her  eyen  graie  as  is  a  faucon ; 

into  that  gardin  well  yvyrought 

With  fwete  breth  and  wel  favoured  j 

Who  fo  that  me  coud  have  ybrbught 

Her  face  wliite  and  well  coloured ; 

By  laldders,  or  iels  by  degre. 

With  little  mouthe  and  round  to  fe  l 

It  would^  well  have  likid  me  : 

A  clovin  chinne  eke  had  Ihe; 

For  foche  folace,  foche  joie  arid  pleie. 

Her  necke  was  of  gode  fafliion. 

1  trowe  that  nevir  man  ne  feie            ' 

In  length  and  gretneffe  by  refon, 

As  was  in  that  place  delicious  : 

Withoutin  bleine,  oi:  fcabbe,  or  roine ; 

The  gardin  was  not  daungerous 

Fro  Hierufalem*  to  Burgoine 

To  herbof  owe  birdes  many  one  ; 

There  n'is  a  fairer  necke  i-wis 

So  riche  a  yere  was  nevir  none 

To  fele  how  fmothe  and  foft  it  is  ; 

Of  birdis  fong  and  braunchis  grene. 

Her  throte  alfo  fo  white  of  hewe 

Therlii  were  birdis  mo  \  wene 

As  fnowe  on  braunche  yfnowid  newe  j 

Than  ben  in  all  the  relme  of  Fraunce  5 

Of  body  full  well  wrought  was  fhe. 

Full  blifsfull  was  the  accordaunce         ^ 

Men  nedin  not  in  no  countre      ■      ' 

'Of  the  fwete  petous  fong  thei  made. 

A  fairer  bodie  for  to  feke ; 

For  all  this  worlde  it  ought  to  glade. 

And  of  fine  orfrais  had  Ihe  eke 

And  I  my  felf  fo  mery  ferde,  ' 

A  chapilet)  fo  femely  on            ' 

Whan  I  ther  blifsfull  fongis  herde, 

Ne  nevir  werid  maide  upon  ; 

That  for  an  himdrid  poufide  would  l. 

And  faire  above  that  chapilet 

If  that  the  paffa^e  opinly         •"  ■ 

A  rofe  garlande  had  flie  yfet ; 

Haddin  ybe  unto  me  fre, 

She  had  alfo  a  gaie  mirrour; 

■^hat  I  n'olde  entrin  for  to  f? 

And  with  a  riche  golde  trefour 
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Her  hedde  was  treflid  full  queintly; 

Than  faied  I  to  Dame  Idilneflc, 

ficT  flevis  fowed  fetoufly  ; 

Now  all  fo  wifely  God  me  bleffe. 

And  for  to  kepe  her  hondis  faire 

Sith  Mirthe,  that  is  fo  faire  and  fre, 

Of  glovis  white  fhe  had  a  paire  ; 

Is  in  this  yerd  with  his  mcine, 

And  flie  had  on  a  cote  of  grene 

Fro  thilke  aflemble  if  I  maie 

Of  cloth  of  Gaunt  withoutin  wene  ! 

Shall  no  man  werne  me  to  daie, 

Well  femid  by  her  aparaille 

That  I  this  night  ne  mote  it  fe. 

She  was  not  wont  to  grate  travaile, 

For  well  wene  I  there  with  him  bc 

For  whan  flie  fcempt  was  feteoufly. 

A  faire  and  joiie  companie 

And  well  araied  and  richily, 

Fulfillid  of  ail  curtiiic. 

Than  had  flie  doen  all  her  journe, 

And  forth  withoutin  wordis  mo 

For  mery'  and  well  begon  was  flie. 

In  at  the  wickit  went  I  tho 

She  had  a  luftie  life  in  Male  ; 

That  Idilneffe  had  opened  me 

She  had  no  thought  by  night  ne  daie 

Into  that  gardin  faire  to  fe  ; 

Of  nothing  but  it  were  onely 

Aiid  whan  that  I  was  in  i-wis 

To  graieth  her  well  and  uncouthly. 

Mine  herte  was  full  glad  of  this. 

Whan  that  this  dore  had  opened  me 

Fo;-  well  wende  I  full  fikirly 

This  maidin  femely  for  to  fe, 

Have  ben  in  Paradife  ycthly. 

I  thonkid  her  as  I  beft  might, 

So  faire  it  was,  that  truftith  well 

And  aflcid  her  how  that  flie  hight, 

It  femed  a  place  efpirituell ; 

And  what  flie  was  I  a£k;ed  eke  ? 

For  certis  as  at  my  devife 

And  flie  to  me  was  nought  unmcke, 

There  is  no  place  in  Paradife 

Ne  of  her  anfwere  daungerous, 

So  gode  in  for  to  dwell  or  be 

But  faire  anfwerde,  and  fayid  thus  ; 

As  in  that  gardin  thoughtin  mc ; 

Lo,  Sir,  my  name  is  Idilneffe, 

For  there  was  many'  a  birde  finging, 

So  clepen  men  me  more  and  lefle  : 

Thoroughout  the  yerde  all  thringing. 

Ful  mightie  and  ful  riche  am  I, 

In  many  placis  nightingales, 

And  that  of  one  thing,  namily, 

And  alpes,  and  finches,  and  wodewales, 

For  I  entending  to  no  thing 

That  in  ther  fwete  fong  deliten 

But  to  my  joie  and  my  playing. 

In  thilke  places  as  thei  habiten. 

And  for  to  kembe  and  treffe  me  :                        ' 

There  mightin  men  fe  many  flockas 

Acquainted  am  1  and  prive 

Of  turtels  and  of  laverockes, 

With  Mirthe,  the  lorde  of  this  gardin, 

Chalaundris  fele  yfawe  I  there. 

That  fro  the'  londe  of  Alexandrian 

That  very  nigh  forfongin  were. 

Made  the  treis  hithir  be  fet 

And  thruft:ils,  terins,  and  mavife, 

That  in  his  gardin  ben  ifet ; 

That  fongin  for  to  winne  'hem  prife, 

And  whan  the  trees  were  woxc  on  higljt 

And  eke  to  furmount  in  ther  fong 

This  wall,  that  fl;ant  here  in  thy  fight. 

That  othir  birdis  'hem  emong  ; 

Did  Mirthe  enclofin  all  about; 

By  note  ymadin  faire  fervife 

And  thefe  imagis  all  without 

Thefe  birdis  that  I  you  devife  ; 

He  did  'hem  bothe  entaile  and  paint 

Thei  fong  their  fong  as  faire  and  \fcla 

That  neither  ben  joUfe  ne  quaint. 

As  angels  doen  efpirituell ; 

But  thei  ben  full  of  forowe  and  wo. 

And  truftith  me  whan  I  'hem  herds 

As  thou  haft  fene  a  while  ago. 

Full  luftie  and  full  well  I  ferde, 

For  nevir  yet  foche  melodie                                     ' 

Was  herd  of  man  that  mightin  die. 

And  oft  tlniis  hina  to  folace 

Soche  fwete  fong  as  was  'hem  emong. 

Sir  IVfirthe  comith  into  this  place. 

That  me  thought  it  no  bird'i?  fong, 

And  eke  with  him  come  his  meine. 

But  it  was  wondir  like  to  be 

That  liven'  in  lufl;  and  jolite  ; 

Song  of  nieremaidens  of  the  fe, 

And  now  is  Mirthe  therein,  to  here 

That  for  her  fmging  is  fo  clere  ; 

The  birdis  how  they  fingin  clere. 

Though  we  Meremaidens  clepe  'hem  hcf© 

The  mavis  and  the  nightingale, 

In  Engliflie,  as  isour  ufance, 

And  othir  joly  birdis  fmale ; 

Men  cicpin  'hem  Sereins  in  Fraunce, 

And  thus  he  walliith  to  folace 

Him  and  his  folke,  for  fwettir  place 

To  playin  in  he  male  not  finde 

?ntentife  werin  fortofing 

Although  he  fought  one  in  till  Inde ; 

1  hefe  birdis,  that  not  unkonning 

The  althir  faireft  folk  to  fe 

Were  of  ther  craft  and  a  prentife. 

That  in  this  worlde  male  founde  ybe 

But  of  fong  fubtill  and  eke  wife  ; 

Hath  Sir  Mirthe  with  him  in  his  rout, 

And  certis  whan  I  herd  ther  fong, 

That  folowen  him  alwaies  about. 

And  fawe  the  grene  place  emong. 

Whan  Idilnefl"e  had  tolde  all  th\s. 

In  hert  I  wext  {o  wondir  gaie 

And  I  had  herkened  well  i-wi?^ 

That  I  was  nevir  er  that  dai^                           - 

'V 

S  iiij 

aSp                                THE   ROMAUNf 

OF  THE   ROSE.                               '\ 

So  jolife  nor  fo  well  bigo. 

For  flie  was  wonte  in  every  place 

Ne  mery '  in  herte  as  I  was  tho ; 

To  fingin  firft  folke  to  folace, 

And  than  wift  I  and  fawe  full  well 

For  finging  mofte  flie  gave  her  to  - 

That  Idilneffe  me  fervid  well, 

No  craite  had  Ihe  fo  lefe  to  doe. 

That  me  put  in  foche  jolite  : 

Her  frende  well  ought  I  for  to  be 

Sithe  fhe  the  dore  of  that  gardin 

Tho  mightift  thou  karollis  fene. 

Had  opinid  and  let  me  in. 

And  folke  daunce  and  merie  ben. 

Frorn  hennis-forthe  how  that  I  wrought 

And  made  many  a  faire  tourning 

I  Ihall  you  tellen  as  me  thought. 

Upon  the  grene  graffe  fpringing  : 

Firft  whereof  Mirthe  yfervid  there, 

There  mightift  thou  fe  thefe  flutours^ 

And  eke  what  foike  there  with  him  were, 

Minftrallis  and  eke  jogelours,  _                                    .   - 

Without  fable  I  well  difcrive. 

That  wel  to  fingin  did  ther  paine  : 

And  alle  that  gardin  eke  as  blive ; 

Some  fongin  fongis  of  Loraine, 

I  woU  you  tellen  aftir  this 

For  in  Loraine  ther  notis  be 

The  faice  faJTion  all  i-wis 

Full  fwetir  than  in  this  contre. 

That  well  y wrought  was  for  the  nones  | 

There  was  many  a  timbeftere, 

I  mai  not  tell  you  all  at  ones, 

And  failours,  that  I  dare  wel  fwere 

But  as  I  mai  and  can  1  fliall 

Ycothe  ther  craft  full  parfitly; 

By  order  tellin  you  it  all. 

The  timbris  up  full  fubtilly 

Full  faire  fervice,  and  eke  full  fwetCj 

Thei  caftin,  and  hent  them  full  oft 

Thefe  birdis  madin  as  thei  fete  ; 

Upon  a  fingir  faire  and  foft, 

I.ayis  of  love  full  well  founing 

That  thei  ne  faUid  nevir  mo. 

Thei  fongin  in  ther  jargoning  ; 

Full  fetis  damofellis  two, 

Some  hie  and  fome  eke  lowe  yfong 

Right  yong,  and  full  of  femelyhedc. 

Upon  the  braunchis  grene  ifprong ; 

In  kirtils  and  none  othir  wede  : 

The  fweteneffe  of  ther  melodic 

And  faire  ytreflid  every  treffe 

Made  all  mine  herte  in  revelrie. 

Had  Mirthe  ydoen  for  Tiis  noblefle 

And  whan  that  I  had  herd  1  trowe 

Amidde  the  carole  for  to  daunce.                 - 

Thefe  birdis  finging  on  a  rowe, 

But  hereof  lieth  no  remembraunce 

Than  might  I  not  withholdin  me 

How  that  thei  daunfid  queintly. 

That  I  ne  went  in  for  to  fe 

That  one  would  come  all  privily 

Sir  Mirthe,  for  all  my  defiring 

Ayen  that  othre',  and  whan  thei  were 

Was  him  to  fene  ovir  all  thing  ; 

Togithre'  almofte  thei  threwe  ifere 

His  countenaunce  and  his  manere. 

Ther  mouthis  fo,  that  through  ther  plaic 

That  fight  was  unto  me  full  derco 

It  femid  as  thei  kift  alwaie  : 

To  dauncen  well  couthe  thei  the  gife; 

What  flifiuld  I  more  to  you  devife  ? 

Tho  wente  I  forthe  on  my  right  hondf , 

Ne  bode  I  nevir  thennis  go 

Doune  by  a  little  pathe  I  fonde 

Whiles  that  I  fawe  'hem  dauncin  fo. 

Of  minti«  full  and  fenell  grene  ; 

Upon  the  karoll  wondir  fafl 

As  fafte  by  withoutin  wenc 

I  gan  beholde,  till  at  the  lalt 

Sir  Mirthe  I  founde,  and  right  anon 

A  ladie  gan  me  for  to'  efpie. 

Unto  Sir  Mirthp  gan  I  tp  gon. 

And  flie  was  clepid  Curtefie, 

Ther  as  he  was  him  to  folace ; 

The  worfhipfull,  the  debonaire; 

And  with  him  in  that  luftie  place 

I  praie  to  God  er  fall  her  faire  ! 

So  faire  fglke  and  fo  freftie  had  he 

Full  curtifly  flie  callid  me, 

That  whan  I  favsre  I  wondrid  me 

What  do  you  there.  Beau  Sire  ?  (quod  fhe) 

Fro  whennis  foche  folke  niightin  comej 

Comith,  and  if  it  likith  you 

So  faire  thei  werin  all  and  fome. 

To  dauncin,  daunfith  with  us  now. 

For  thei  weren  like,  as  to  jny  fight. 

And  I  withoutin  tarying 

To  angels  that  ben  fethered  bright. 

Ywent  into  the  caroling  ; 

Thefe  folke,  of  whiche  I  tell  you  fo. 

I  was  abafliid  ner  a  dele, 

Upon  a  karole  wentin  tho  : 

But  it  to  me  likid  right  welq 

A  ladle  karoled  'hem  that  hight 

That  Curtelie  me  clepid  fo. 

Gladnefle,  the  blifsfull  and  the  hght ; 

And  bade  nie  on  the  daunce  TgOj 

Well  could  fhe  fing  and  luftily, 

For  if  I  hadde  durft  certain 

None  halfe  fo  well  and  femily, 

I  would  have  karollid  right  fain. 

And  cothe  m^ke  in  fong  foche  refraining 

As  man  that  was  to  daunce  right  blithe  ; 

It  fate  her  wopdir  well  to  fmg  : 

Than  gan  I  lokln  ofte  fithe 

Her  voice  full  clere  was  and  full  fyvetej 

The  fliape,  the  bodies,  and  the  cheres. 

She  was  not  rude  ne  yet  unmete, 

The  countenaimce,  and  the  maneres. 

But  couthe  inoughe  for  foche  doing 

Of  all  the  folke  that  dauncid  therCj 

As  longith  unto  karolling, 

And  I  fhall  telli;?  what  thei  were. 
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Full  faircwas Mirth,  full  longe  and  high, 
A  fairei-  man  I  nevir  fi(rh  : 
As  round  as  aple  was  his  face, 
Full  roddie'  and  white  in  every  place  ; 
Fetis  he  was  and  well  befeie, 
With  metely  mouthe,  and  eyin  greie; 
His  nofe  by  mefure  wrought  full  right ; 
Crifpe  was  his  here,  and  eke  full  bright ; 
His  fliulderis  of  large  brede. 
And  fmaliftie  in  the  girdelftede  ; 
He  femid  like  a  purtreiture, 
So  noble'  he  was  of  his  ftature, 
So  faire,  fo  jolie',  and  fo  fetife, 
With  limmis  wrought  at  poincSt  devife, 
Deliver,  fmerte,  and  of  grcte  might, 
Ne  fawe  thou  nevir  man  fo  light ; 
Of  berde  unneth  had  he  nothing, 
For  it  was  in  the  firfle  fpring ; 
Full  yong  he  was,  and  merie'  of  thought, 
And  in  i'amette  with  birdis  wrought ; 
And  with  goide  bete  full  fetoufiy 
His  bodie  was  clad  full  richely ; 
Wrought  was  his  robe  in  llraunge  gife, 
And  all  to  flittered  for  queintife 
In  many  a  place,  lowe  and  hie  ; 
And  fhode  he  was  with  grete  maiflrie 
With  fhone  decopid,  and  with  lace, 
By  -drurie  and  eke  by  folace; 
His  lefe  a  rofm  chapilet 
Had  made,  and  on  his  hedde  it  fet. 

And  wetin  ye  who  was  his  lefe  ? 
Dame  Gladdefie  there  was  him  fo  lefe. 
That  fmgeth  fo  vf  ell  with  glad  corage, 
That  from  Ihe  was  twelve  yere  of  age 
She  of  her  love  graunt  to  him  made  ; 
Sir  Mirthe  her  by  the  iingir  hade 
A  dauncing,  and  fhe  him  alfo ; 
Grete  love  there  was  a  twix  'hem  two ; 
Bothe  were  thei  faire  and  bright  of  hewe; 
She  femid  like  a  rofe  newe 
Of  colours,  and  her  flefhe  fo  tender. 
That  with  a  brere  fmale  and  tender 
Men  might  it  cleve,  I  dare  well  fain  ; 
Her  forhedde  frounciles  all  plain  ; 
Bent  werin  her  eye-browis  two  ; 
Her  eyin  graie,  and  glad  alfo, 
That  laughdin  aie  in  her  femblaunt 
Firfl;  or  the  mouthe  by  covenaunt ; 
I  n'ot  what  of  her  nofe  difcrive, 
So  faire  hath  no  woman  alive  ; 
Her  here  was  yelowe',  and  clere  fliining; 
I  v/ot  no  lady  fo  liking. 

Of  orfraies  frefhe  was  her  garlande  ; 
I,  whiche  that  fene  have  a  thoufande, 
Sawe  ner  i-wis  no  garlande  yet 
So  well  y wrought  of  filke  as  it ; 
And  in  an  ovir  gilt  famite 
Ycladde  fhe  was  by  grete  delite. 
Of  whiche  her  lefe  a  robe  y werde ; 
The  meriar  Ihe  in  herte  ferde. 

Next  her  went,  on  her  othir  fide. 
The  god  of  Love,  tbat  can  devide 
iiOve,  and  as  him  iiketh  it  be ; 
|3ut  he  can  cherlis  dauntin,  he, 


And  many  folkis  pride  fallen, 
And  he  can  well  thefe  lordis  thrallen, 
And  ladies  put  at  lowe  dcgre. 
When  he  male  'hem  to  proude  yfe. 

This  god  of  Love  of  his  fafcion 
Was  like  no  knave  ne  no  quiftron  : 
His  beutie  gretely  was  to  prife. 
But  of  his  robis  to  devife 
I  drede  encombrid  for  to  be, 
For  not  icladde  in  filk  was  he. 
But  all  in  flouris  and  flourettes, 
Ipainted  all  with  amorettes. 
And  with  lofingis  and  fcochons, 
With  birdis,  liberdes,and  lions. 
And  othir  beflis  wrought  full  wele ; 
His  garment  was  every  dele 
Ipurtraied  and  iwrought  with  floures, 
By  divers  medeling  ot  coloures; 
Flouris  there  were  of  many  gife 
Ifet  by  compace  in  a  fife  ; 
There  lackid  no  oflure  to  my  dome, 
Ne  not  fo  much  as  fioure  of  brome, 
Ne  violet,  ne  eke  pervinke, 
Ne  fioure  none  that  men  can  on  thinke  ; 
And  many  a  rofe  lefe  full  long 
Was  entermedlid  there  emong  ; 
And  alfo  on  his  hedde  was  fet 
Of  rofes  redde  a  chapilet. 

But  nightingales  a  full  grete  rout. 
That  flien  ovir  his  hedde  about. 
The  levis  feldin  as  thei  flien. 
And  he  was  all  with  birdis  wrien. 
With  popingaie,with  nightingale, 
Witli  chalaundre  and  with  wodewale. 
With  finchg,  with  larke,  and  with  archangel; 
He  femid  as  he  were  an  angell 
That  doun  v/ere  come  fro  hevin  clere^ 

Love  had  with  him  a  bachilere 
Tlaat  he  made  alwaies  with  him  be. 
And  Swete  Lokirg  cleped  was  he. 
This  bachilere  ftode  beholding 
The  daunce,  and  in  his  honde  holding 
Turke  bowes  two,  well  devifed,  had  he  ; 
That  one  of  'hem  was  of  a  tre 
That  berith  fruidl  of  favour  wicke  ; 
Full  crokid  was  that  foule  fticke. 
And  knottie  here  and  there  alfo. 
And  blacke  as  beri^e'  or  any  flo. 

That  othir  bowe  was  of  aplant 
Withoutin  wentme  I  dare  warans 
Full  even'  and  by  proporcion 
Tre6lis  and  long,  and  of  gode  facion. 
And  it  was  paintid  well  and  thwitten, 
And  ore  all  diaprid  and  written 
With  ladies  and  with  bachileres 
Full  lightfome  and  full  glad  of  cheres. 
Thefe  bowis  two  held  Swcte  Loking, 
That  ne  femid  like  no  gadling, 
And  ten  brode  arowes  held  he  there. 
Of  whiche  five  in  his  honde  were. 
But  thei  were  ihavin  well  and  dight, 
Nockid  and  fetherid  a  right. 
And  all  thei  were  with  golde  begoHj 
And  llrong  ypoimjiid  evcrichon, 
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And  fliarpe  for  to  ykervin  wele, 

Of  high  prife  and  of  grete  degre, 

But  iron  was  there  none  ne  flele, 

This  ladie  callid  was  Beutie  ; 

I'or  all  was  golde,  men  might  it  fe, 

And  an  arowe  of  whiche  I  tolde 

Out  take  the  fethers  and  the  tre. 

Full  well  ythewid  was  fhe  holde  ; 

Ne  ftie  was  derke  ne  broune,  but  bright 

And  clere  as  is  the  monvi  light, 

The  fwifteft  of  thefe  arowes  five 

Again  whom  all  the  fterris  femen 

Out  of  a  bow-  for  to  drive, 

But  fmall  candelis  as  we  demen ; 

And  the  beft  fethe.red  for  to  flie. 

Her  flefhe  was  tendre'  as  dewe  of  flourej 

And  faireft  eke,  was  cleped  Beutie. 

Her  ckere  was  fimple'  as  birde  in  hours. 

Chat  othir  arowe,  that  hurteth  leffe, 

As  white  as  lilie'  or  rofe  in  rife; 

Was  clepid  (as  I  trowe)  Simpleffe 

Her  face  was  gentill  and  tretife  ; 

The  thirde  yclepid  was  Fraunchife, 

Fetis  Ihe  was,  and  fmale  to  fe  ; 

That  fetliered  was  in  noble  wife 

No  wintrid  browis  hadde  flie. 

With  valour  and  with  curtifie. 

Ne  popped  here,  for  it  nedid  nought 

The  fowerth  was  clepid  Companie, 

To  windir  her  or  to  paint  ought ; 

That  hevie  for  to  ftiotin  is. 

Her  treffes  yelowe,  and  long  ftraughtep. 

But  who  fo  fliotith  right  i-wis 

Unto  her  heles  doune  thei  raughten ; 

Maie  therwith  doen  grete  harme  and  WO. 

Her  nofe,  her  mouthe,  and  eye,  and  cheke, 

The  fift  of  thefe,  and  lalte  alfo. 

Well  wrought,  and  all  the  remnaunte  eke  ; 

Fstire  Semblaunt  men  that  arowe  call  j 

A  full  grete  favour  and  a  fote 

'Tis  the  lefte  grevous  of  'hem  all, 

Me  thoughtin  in  mine  herte  rote. 

Yet  can  it  make  a  full  grete  wounde. 

As  helpe  me  God,  whan  I  remember 

But  he  maie  hope  his  foris  founde 

Of  the  fafTion  of  every  niember  : 

That  hurte  is  with  thaf  anwe'  i-wis; 

In  worlde  is  none  fo  faire  a  v?ight. 

His  wo  the  bette  beftowid  is 

For  yong  ihe  was,  and  hewid  bright 

For  he  maie  foner  have  gladnefle ; 

Sore  plefaunt,  and  fetis  with  all, 

pis  languor  ought  to  be  the  leffe. 

And  gent  and  in  her  middle  fmall. 

Befide  Beute  yede  Richeffe, 

And  hight  ladie  of  grete  nobleffe, 

Five  arowes  were  of  othir  gife 

And  grete  of  price  in  every  place  ; 

That  ben  full  foule  for  to  devife. 

But  who  fo  durfl  to  her  trefpace. 

For  fhaft  and  ende,  fothe  for  to  tell. 

Or  till  her  folke,  in  werke  or  dede, 

Were  all  fo  blacke  as  fende  in  hell. 

He  were  ful  bardie  out  of  drede. 

The  firft  of  'hem  is  callid  Pride  | 

For  bothe  fhe  helpe  and  hindir  maie  j 

That  othre'  arowe  next  him  befide 

And  that  is  not  of  yefterdaie 

It  was  yclepid  Vilanie  ; 

That  riche  folke  havin  full  grete  migh^ 

That  arrowe  was  with  felonie 

To  helpe  and  eke  to  greve  a  wight. 

Envenimed,  and  with  fpitous  blame  ; 

The  beft  and  gretifl  of  valour 

The  third  of  'hem  was  clepid  Shame ; 

Diddin  Richeffe  full  grete  honour. 

'         '             The  fowerth  Wanhope  yclepid  is ; 

And  bufie  werin  her  to  ferve. 

The  fift  the  New.:  Thought  iwis. 

For  that  thei  would  her  love  deferve  j 

Thefe  arowes  that  I  fpeke  of  here 

Thei  cleped  her  Ladie  grete  and  fmall  J. 

Werin  all  five  on  one  manere. 

This  wide  worlde  her  dredith  all. 

And  all  were  thei  refemblable ; 

This  worlde  is  all  in  her  daungere  ; 

To  them  was  well  fitting  and  able 

Her  courte  hath  many'  a  lofingere, 

The  foule  crokid  bowe  hidous 

And  many'  a  traitour  envious, 

That  knottie  was  and  all  roinous  : 

That  ben  full  bufie'  and  curious 

That  bowe  yfemid  well  to  Ihete 

For  to  difpreifin  and  to  blame 

The  arowes  five  that  ben  unmetc 

That  beft  defervin  love  and  name  ; 

And  contrary  to  that  othir  five ; 

To  forne  the  folke  'hem  to  begilen 

But  though  I  tellin  not  as  blive 

Thefe  lofengeours  'hem  prife  and  fmilco.. 

Of  ther  powir  ne  of  ther  might. 

And  thus  the  worlde  with  woi,-de  anointen. 

Hereaftir  fhall  1  tellin  right 

Bot  aftlrward  thei  prill  and  poinden 

The  fothe  and  eke  fignifiaunce. 

The  folke  right  to  the  bare  bone 

Asferre  as  I  have  remembraunce 

Behinde  ther  backe  whan  thei  ben  gope, 
And  foule  abatin  folkis  prife  : 

All  fhall  be  faied  I  undirtake 

Er  of  this  boke  an  ende  I  make. 

Full  many'  a  worthie  man  and  wife 

Now  come  I  to  my  tale  againe ; 

Han  hindrid  and  idoen  to  die 

But  aldirfirft  I  woll  you  faine 

Thefe  lofingeours  with  ther  flatt'erie, 

The  fafliion  and  the  countenaunces 

And  makith  folke  lull  ftraungi  be 

Of  alle  the  folke  that  on  the  daunce  is. 

There  as  'hem  ought  to  ben  prive  ; 

The  god  of  Love,  jolife  and  light, 

Well  evill  mot    thei  thrive. 

liadde  on  his  honde  a  ladie  bright, 

And  evill  arived  mote  thei  be, 
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Thefe  loSngeours  full  of  envie ; 

In  clothing  was  he  full  fetife, 

No  gode  man  loveth  ther  companie. 

And  loved  well  to  have  hors  of  prlfc  } 

Richeffe  a  robe  of  purple'  on  hat}, 

He  wende  to  have  reprovid  be  , 

Ne  trowe  not  that  I  lie  or  mad. 

Of  theft  or  murder  if  that  he 

For  in  this  world  is  none  it  liche, 

Had  in  his  ftable  an  hackenaie. 

Ne  by  a  thoufande  dele  fo  riche, 

And  therfore  he  defirid  aie 

Ne  none  fo  faire,  for  it  full  wele 

To  ben  aqueintid  with  Richeffe, 

With  orfreis  laied  was  every  dele, 

For  all  his  purpofe,  as  I  geffe. 

And  purtraied  in  the  ribaninges 

Was  for  to  makin  grete  difpence 

pf  dukis  ftories  and  of  kinges, 

Withoutin  warning  or  d^^fence. 

And  with  a  bend  of  golde  tafliled, 

And  Richeffe  might  it  well  fuftain, 

And  knoppis  fine  of  golde  amiled  : 

And  her  difpences  wele  mainrain. 

About  her  necke  of  gentle'  entaile 

And  him  alwaie  foche  plentie  fende 

Was  ftiet  the  richi;  chevefaile. 

Of  golde  and  filvir  for  to  fpende 

In  whiche  there  was  full  grete  plente 

Withoutin  lacking  or  daungerc 

pf  ftonis  clere  and  faire  to  fe. 

As  it  were  pourde  in  a  garnere. 

Richeffe  a  girdle  had  upon, 

And  aftir  on  the  daunce  went 

The  bokill  of  it  was  of  ILon 

Largeffe,  that  fee  all  her  entent 

Of  vertue  grete  and  mokll  miglit. 

For  to  ben  honourable'  and  fre  : 

For  who  fo  bare  the  ftone  fo  bright 

Of  Alexander's  kinne  was  fhe; 

Of  venim  durll  him  nothing  doubt 

Her  moft-j  joie  it  was  i-wis 

While  he  the  ftone  had  him  about ; 

Whan  that  fhe  yafe,  and  faied.  Have  this: 

That  ftone  was  gretely  for  to  love, 

Not  Avarice,  the  foule  caitife. 

And  till  a  riche  mann'is  behove 

Was  halfe  to  gripe  fo  ententife 

Worth  all  the  golde  in  Rome  and  Frife  ; 

As  Largeffe  is  to  yeve  and  fpende. 

The  mourdaunt,  wrought  in  noble  gife, 

And  God  alwaie  inowe  her  fende  ! 

Was  of  a  ftone  full  precious, 

So  that  the  more  fhe  yave  awaie 

That  was  fo  fine  and  vertuous 

The  more  i-wis  fhe  had  alwaie. 

That  whole  a  man  it  couth  ymakc 

Grete  loos  hath  Largeffe,  and  grete  prifej 

Of  palfie  and  of  tlie  tothe  ake, 

For  bothe  the  wife  folke  and  unwife 

And  yet  the  ftone  had  foche  a  grace 

Were  wholy  to  her  bandon  brought. 

That  he  was  fikre'  in  every  place 

So  well  with  yeftis  hath  fhe  wrought. 

All  thilke  dale  not  blinde  to  ben 

And  if  fhe  had  an  enemie 

"Irhat  fafting  might  that  ftone  fene  ; 

I  trowe  that  fhe  couth  craftily 

The  barris  were  of  gold  full  fine, 

Make  him  full  fone  her  frende  to  be. 

XJpon  a  tiffue  of  fatin  ; 

So  large  of  yeftes  and  wife  was  fhe  ; 

Full  hevie,  grete,  and  nothing  light, 

Therfore  fhe  ftode  in  love  and  grace 

In  everiche  was  a  befaunt  wight. 

Of  riche  and  pore  in  every  place. 

Upon  the  treflis  of  Richeffe 

A  full  grete  fole  is  he  i-wis 

Was  fet  a  circle  of  noblcfie                                          j 

That  riche,  and  pore,  and  nigard  Is. 

Pf  brende  golde,  that  ful  light  yflione, 

A  lorde  maie  have  no  manir  vice 

So  faire  trowe  I  was  nevir  none  : 

That  grevith  more  than  avarice ; 

But  he  were  konning  for  the  nones 

For  nigarde  ner  with  ftrength  of  hande 

That  could  devifin  all  the  ftones 

Maie  winne  him  grete  lordfhipe  or  landCy 

That  in  that  circle  fliewin  clere  ; 

For  frendis  all  to  fewe  hath  he 

It  is  a  wondir  thing  to  here, 

To  doen  his  will  performid  be ;                                        , 

For  no  man  could  or  preife  or  gcffc 

And  whofo  woll  have  frendis  here 

Of  'hem  the  value  or  richeffe  : 

He  maie  not  holde  his  trefour  dere  ; 

Rubies  there  were,  fapbirs,  ragounces, 

For  by  enfample  tell  I  this. 

And  emeraudes,  more  than  two  unces, 

Right  as  an  adamant  i-wis 

But  all  before  full  fubtilly 

Can  drawin  to  him  fubtilly 

A  fine  carboncle  fet  fawe  I, 

The  iron  that  is  laied  therby, 

The  ftone  fo  clere  was  and  fo  bright, 

So  drawith  folkis  hertes  i-wis 

That  all  fo  fone  as  it  was  night 

Silvir  and  golde  that  yevin  is. 

Men  mightin  fene  to  go  for  nede 

Largeffe  had  on  a  robe  frefhc 

A  mile  or  two  in  length  and  brede ; 

Of  riche  purpure  farlinifhe  : 

Soche  light  yfprang  out  of  the  ftone 

Well  formid  was  her  face  and  clere^ 

That  Richeffe  wondir  bright  yfhone 

And  opened  had  fhe  her  colere, 

Bothe  on  her  hedde  and  all  her  facTe, 

For  fhe  right  there  had  in  prefent 

And  eke  about  her  all  the  place. 

Unto  a  lady  made  prefent 

Dame  Richeffe  on  her  honde  gan  le4e 

Of  a  gold  broche  ful  wel  ywrought, 

A  yong  man  ful  of  femelyhede 

And  certis  it  miffate  her  nought, 

That  fhe  bell  loved  of  any  thing  ; 

For  through  her  fmocke  y  wrought  withfiike 

l^is  luft  was  mqehe  in  hou&oidii3g  j 

The  fleilie  was  fen«  as  white  as  milke. 
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LargelTe,  tliat  worthy  was  and  wife, 
Helde  by  the  honde  a  knight  of  prife 
Was  fibbe  to  Arthour  of  Breteigne, 
And  that  was  he  that  bare  the'  enfeigne 
Of  Worihip  and  the  gonfannoun  ; 
And  yet  he  is  of  fuche  renoun 
That  menne  of  him  fay  faire  thinges 
Before  barons,  and  erles,  and  kinges. 

This  knight  was  comin  al  newly 
Fro  tourneying  there  faflie  by, 
Where  he  had  done  grete  chivalry 
Through  his  vertue  and  his  maiftrie, 
And  for  the  love  of  his  lemman 
He  cafte  doune  many  a  doughty  man. 

And  next  him  dauncid  Dame  Franchife, 
Arayid  in  ful  noble  gife  : 
She  n'as  not  broune  ne  donne  of  hewe. 
But  white  as  fnowe  ifallin  newe  ; 
Her  nofe  was  wrought  at  point  devife. 
For  it  was  gentill  and  tretife; 
With  eyin  glad,  and  browis  bent ; 
Her  here  doune  to  her  helis  went ; 
And  fhe  was  fimple'  as  dove  on  tre ; 
Ful  debonaire  of  hert  was  Ihe. 

She  durfte  ueither  fay  nc  do 
But  that  that  hir  belongith  to  I; 
And  if  a  manne  were  in  diftreffe, 
And  for  her  love  in  hevineffe. 
Her  hert  would  have  fuf  1  grete  pite, 
She  was  fo  amiable  and  fre  ; 
For  were  a  manne  for  her  beftadde 
She  woulde  ben  right  fore  a  dradde 
That  flie  did  ovir  gret  outrage  ; 
But  fhe  him  holpe  his  harme  t'afwage 
Her  thought  it  all  a  vilanie  : 
And  Ihe  had  on  a  fuckiny 
That  not  of  hempe  her  die  was. 
So  faire  was  non  in  all  Arras  ; 
Lorde  !  it  was  riddeled  fetifly ; 
There  ne  was  not  a  point  truely 
That  it  n'as  in  his  right  aflifc  : 
Ful  wel  iclothid  was  Fraunchife, 
For  there  n'is  no  clothe  Ctteth  bette 
On  damofellthan  doth  rokette; 
A  woman  wel  more  fetife  is 
In  rokette  than  in  cote  i-wis ; 
The  white  rokette  riddilid  faire 
Betokcnith  that  full  debonaire 
And  fwete  was  Ihe  that  it  ybere. 

By  her  dauncid  a  hachelere, 
I  can  not  tell  you  what  he  hight, 
But  faire  he  was  and  of  gode  hight, 
Al  had  he  ben,  I  faie  no  more. 
The  lord'is  fonne  of  Wind^foire, 

And  next  that  dauncid  Curtify, 
That  preifed  was  of  lowe  and  hie, 
For  nethir  pro'ude  ne  fole  was  fhe  j 
She  for  to  daunce  callid  me ; 
I  praie  God  give  to  her  gode  grace  ! 
For  whan  I  come  firft  to  the  place 
She  n'as  not  nice  ne  outrageous. 
But  wife  and  ware,  and  vertuous. 
Of  faire  fpeche,  and  of  faire  anfwere ; 
Was  nevir  wight  miffaide  of  here  ^ 


She  bare  no  rancour  to  no  Wight ; 
Clere  broune  fhe  was,  and  therto  bright 
Of  face,  and  body  avenaunt ;  '• 

I  wotte  no  lady  fo  piefaunt  : 
She  werih  worthy  for  to  bene 
An  empfrelTe  or  crounid  quene. 

And  by  her  went  a  knight  dauncing 
That  worthy  was  and  wel  fpeking. 
And  ful  wel  coude  he  don  honour  : 
The  knight  was  faire  and  fliflFe  in  flour, 
And  in  armure  a  femely  man, 
And  wel  beloved  of  his  lemman, 

Faire  Idilneffe  than  nexte  faugh  I, 
That  alway  was  me  fafte  by  : 
Of  her  have  I  withoutin  faile 
Tolde  you  the  fliape  and  appareile, 
For,  (as  I  faid)  lo !  that  was  fhe 
That  did  to  me  fo  grete  bounte  ; 
She  me  the  gate  of  that  gardin 
Undid,  and  let  me  paflin  in, 
And  aftir  dauncid,  as  I  gefTe. 

And  fhe  fulfilled  of  luflrinefTe 
That  n'as  not  yet  twelve  yere  of  age. 
With  herti  wilde  and  thought  volage  ; 
Nice  fhe  ywas,  but  fhe  ne  mente 
None  harme  ne  fleight  in  her  entente. 
But  onely  lufle  and  johte, 
(For  yonge  folke,  wel  wetin  ye. 
Have  litill  thought  but  on  ther  play  :) 
Her  lemman  was  befide  alway 
In  fuche  a  gife  that  he  her  kifte 
At  alle  timis  that  him  lifle. 
That  al  the  daunce  might  it  fe  ; 
They  make  no  force  of  privite. 
For  who  fpake  of  'hem  ill  or  wele 
Thei  were  afliamid  nere  a  dele. 
But  men  might  fene  'hem  kiffe  there 
As  though  it  two  yonge  dovis  were ; 
For  yonge  was  thilke  bachilere. 
Of  beute  wot  I  non  his  pere. 
And  he  was  right  of  fuche  an  age 
As  youthe  his  lefe,  and  fuche  corage. 

The  lufly  folke  that  dauncid  there. 
And  alfo'  othir  that  with  'hem  were. 
That  werin  all  of  ther  meine, 
Ful  hende  folke,  both  wife  and  fre. 
And  folke  of  faire  porte  truely, 
There  werin  alle  cominly. 

Whan  I  had  fene  the  countenaunces 
Of  them  that  laddin  thus  thefe  daunces, 
Than  had  I  will  to  go  and  fe 
The  gardin  that  fo  likid  me. 
And  lokin  on  thefe  faire  laureres, 
On  pine  trees,  cedres,  oliveres. 
The  dauncis  than  endid  ywere. 
For  many'  of  'hem  that  dauncid  there 
Were  with  ther  lovis  went  away, 
Undir  the  trees  to  have  ther  play. 

A  lorde  thei  livid  luflily  ! 

A  grete  fole  were  he  fikirly 

That  n'olde  his  thankes  fuche  life  to  led©. 

For  this  dare  I  faine  out  of  drede 
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That  who  fo  might  fo  well  yfare 
For  bettir  life  durft  him  not  care. 
For  there  n'is  fo  gode  paradife 
As  to'  have  a  love  at  his  devife. 
Out  of  that  place  virent  I  tho. 
And  in  that  gardin  gan  I  go, 
Playing  along  full  merily. 

The  god  of  Love  fuU  haftily 
Unto  him  Swete  Loking  yclept; 
No  lengir  would  he  that  Ihe  kept 
His  bowe  of  gold  that  fhone  fo  bright  J 
He  haddin  him  bent  anon  right. 
And  he  full  fone  fet  an  ende, 
And  at  a  braide  he  gan  it  bende. 
And  toke  him  of  his  arowes  five 
Ful  fliarpe  and  redy  for  to  drive. 

Now  God  that  fitteth  in  majefle 
Frodedly  woundis  be  kepe  me 
If  fo  be  that  he  had  me  Ihete, 
For  if  I  with  his  arowe  mete 
It  had  me  grevid  fore  i-wis  ; 
But  I,  that  nothing  wift  of  this, 
Went  up  and  doune  ful  many'  awaie, 
And  he  me  folowed  faft  alwaie ; 
But  no  where  would  I  refle  me 
Til'  I  had  in  all  the  gardin  be. 


The  gardin  was  by  mefuring 

Right  even'  and  fquare  in  compaffing ; 

It  as  longe  was  as  it  was  large ; 

Of  fruite  had  every  tre  his  charge 

But  it  were  any  hidous  tre. 

Of  whiche  there  werin  two  or  thre. 

There  were  (and  that  wote  I  full  Wele) 
Of  pomgranetts  a  full  grete  dele, 
That  is  a  frute  ful  wel  to  like. 
Namely  to  folke  ■«  han  thei  ben  like  ; 
And  trees  there  werin  grete  foifon 
That  berin  nuttes  in  ther  fefon, 
Suche  as  menne  Nutemiggis  ycall. 
That  fote  of  favour  ben  withall. 
And  of  almandris  grete  plente, 
Figgis,  and  many  a  date  tre, 
There  werin,  if  that  menne  had  nede. 
Through  rhe  gardin  in  length  and  brede. 

There  was  eke  wexing  many'  a  fpice^ 
As  clowe,  gilofre,  and  licorice, 
Gingiber,  and  gre.in  de  Paris, 
Canell,  and  fetewale  of  pris. 
And  many'  a  fpice  delitabie 
To  etin  whan  men  rife  fro  table. 

And  many  homely  trees  there  were 
That  peches,  coines,  and  apples,  here, 
Medlers,  plommis,  peris,  chelleinis,     . 
Cherife,  of  whiche  many  one  fame  is, 
Notis,  and  aleis,  and  bolas. 
That  for  to  fene  it  was  folas, 
^Vith  many  high  laurer  and  pine, 
Was  rengid  dene  all  that  gardinc 
With  cipris,  and  with  oliveris. 
Of  which  that  nigh  no  plenty  here  is. 

Ther  werin  elmia  grete  and  ftrongj 
MapliSj  aflie^  oke,  afpe,  plaais  losg. 


Fine  ewe,  popler,  and  llndis  faire, 
Andothir  trees  fuU  many'  a  paire. - 

What  fliould  I  tell  you  more  of  it  ? 
There  werin  fo  many  trees  yet 
That  1  fliould  al  encombrid  be 
Er  I  had  rekenid  every  tre. 

Thefe  trees  were  fet,  that  I  devife. 
One  from  an  othir  in  alTife 
Five  fadome  or  fixe,  I  trowe  fo ; 
But  they  were  hie  and  gret  alfo. 
And  for  to  kepe  out  wel  the  funne' 
The  croppis  were  fo  thicke  ironne, 
And  every  braunche  in  othir  knitte^ 
And  ful  of  grene  levis  fitte. 
That  funne  might  there  none  difcende 
Left  that  the  tendir  graffis  fliende. 
There  might  men  does  and  roes  ife. 
And  of  fquirels  ful  grete  plente 
From  bow  to  bow  alwaie  lepiug ; 
Connis  there  were  alfo  playing. 
That  comin  out  of  ther  clapers. 
Of  fondry  colours  and  maners. 
And  madin  many'  a  tourneying- 
Upon  the  frefhe  graffe  fpringing. 

In  placis  fawe  I  wellis  there 
In  whiche  there  no  froggis  were. 
And  faire  in  fhadowe  was  eche  wel  j 
But  I  ne  can  the  nombre  tel 
Of  ftremis  fmai  that  by  devife 
Mirth  had  done  come  thorough  condife. 
Of  whiche  the  watir  in  renning 
Gan  makin  a  noife  ful  liking. 

About  the  brinkis  of  thefe  wellis. 
And  by  the  ftremes  ovir  al  ellis, 
Sprange  up  the  graffe,  as  thicke  ifet 
And  foft  eke  as  any  velvet, 
On  which  men  might  his  lemmen  lay. 
As  on  a  fethirbed  to  pley. 
For  the  erth  was  ful  fofte  and  fwete  j 
Thorough  the  moifture  of  the  wel  wete 
Sprong  up  the  fote  grene  gras 
As  faire,  as  thicke,  as  milter  was  ; 
But  moche  amended  it  the  place 
That  the  erth  was  of  fuche  a  grace 
That  it  of  flouris  hath  plente 
That  both  in  fomrc'a  nd  wintir  be. 

There  fprange  the  violet  al  newe. 
And  frefiie  pervinke  riche  of  hewe, 
And  flouris  yelowe,  white,  and  rede; 
Suche  plente  grewe  there  ner  in  mede  t 
Ful  gaie  was  al  the  grounde  and  queint, 
And  poudrid  as  men  had  it  peint. 
With  many'  a  freflie  and  fondry  floure^ 
That  caftin  up  ful  gode  favour. 

I  wol  not  longe  hold  you  in  fable 
Of  al  this  gardin  diledlable ; 
I  mote  my  tonge  ftinten  nede. 
For  I  ne  male  withoutin  drede 
Naught  tellin  you  the  beutie  all, 
Ne  halfe  the  bounte,  there  withall. 

I  went  on  right  honde  and  on  leftc 
About  the  place  ;  it  was  not  lefte 
Till  I  had  all  the  gardin  bene 
In  the  eftris  that  wisn  might  feae^ 
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And  thus  while  I  went  in  my  playe 

That  fliadowed  was  with  braunchis  grclie^ 

The  god  of  Love  me  folowed  aye, 

He  thought  of  thilk^  watir  fbene 

Right  aa  an  hunter  can  abide 

To  drinke,  and  freflie  him  wele  withall, 

The  befte  till  he  feith  his  tide 

And  doune  on  knees  he  gan  to  fall, 

To  fliote  at  godenelTe  to  the  dere; 

And  forth  his  necke  and  hed  outftranghtji 

Whan  that  him  nedith  go  no  nerc 

To  drinkin  of  that  well  a  draught  J 

, .  And  fo  befil  I  reftid  me 

And  in  the  watre'  andne  was  ferte 

Befides  a  wel  undir  a  tre, 

His  nofe,  his  niouthe,  his  eyin,  fheriCj 

Whiche  tre  in  Fiaunce  men  cal  a  Pine, 

And  he  therof  was  all  abafhed. 

But  fince  the  time  "f  King  Pepine 

His  owne  fhadowe  had  him  betralKed, 

Ne  grewe  there  tre  in  mann'is  fight 

For  wel  Wende  he  the  forme  to  fe 

So  faire,  ne  fo  wel  woxe  in  higbt; 

Of  a  childe  of  full  grete  beaute  : 

in  all  that  yarde  fo  high  was  none  i 

Full  well  couth  Love  him  wieke  tho 

And  fpringing  in  a  marble  ftone 

Of  daungir  arid  of  pride  alfo 

Had  nature  fet,  the  fothe  to  tell,' 

That  NarcilTus  fomtime  him  here ; 

Under  that  pine  tre  a  well, 

He  quite  him  well  his  guerdon  there. 

And  on  the  bordir  al  without 

For  he  mufid  fo  in  the  well 

Was  written  in  the  ftone  abou^ 

That  fliortily,  the  fothe  to  tell,' 

Letteris  final,  that  faidin  thus, 

He  lovid  his  owne  fhadowe  fo 

Here  whilome  ftarfe  faire  NarGiflus-. 

That  at  the  laft  he  ftarfe  for  wo ; 

,    Narciffus  was  a  bachilere 

For  whan  he  fawe  that  he  his  will 

That  Love  had  caught  in  his  daungefe^ 

Might  in  no  manir  way  fulfill. 

And  in  his  nette  gan  him  fo  ftraihe, 

And  that  he  vvas  fo  fafte  caught 

And  did  himi  fo  to  wepe  and  plaine, 

That  he  him  couthe  comfort  naught. 

That  nede  him  muft  his  life  forgo 

He  loft  his  witte  right  in  that  plac'e. 

For  a  fair  lady  hight  Echo 

And  deide  within  a  litill  fpace  ; 

Him  loved  over  a;ny  creture, 

And  thus  his  warifon  he  tokc 

And  gan  for  him  fuche  paine  endure^ 

For  the  lady  that  he  forfoke.                            * 

That  on  a.  time  fhe  him  tolde 

-    Ladies,  I  praie  enfample  taketh,' 

That  if  he  her  ne  lovin  wolde 

Ye  that  ayenft  your  love  miftakethj' 

That  her  behovid  nedis  die  ; 

If  of  ther  deth  you  be  to  wite 

There  laie  none  othir  remedie. 

Good  can  ful  wel  your  wile  quite.    , 

But  nath^Ieffe  for  |iisbeaute 

,  Whan  this  letter,  of  whiche  1  tell,' 

So  feirs  and  dangerous  was  hej 

Had  taught  me  that  it  was  the  wcB 

That  he  n'olde  grauntin  her  afking 

Of  NarciiTus  in  his  beatite, 

For  wepingne  for  faire  praying. 

I  gan  anon  withdrawe  me 

And  when  fhe  herde  him  werne  her  fo 

When  it  fell  in  my  remembraunce 

She  had  in  hert  fo  grete  wo. 

That  him  betide  fuche  a  mifchaunCe  J 

And  toke  it  in  fo  grete  difpite, 

But  at  the  lafte  than  thoughtin  I 

That  fhe  withoutin  more  refpite 

That  fcathelefl"e  full  fickirly 

Was  dede  anon  ;  but  ere  fhe  diede 

i  might  unto  the  v.'elle  go. 

Ful  piteoufly  to  God  flie  preide 

Wherof  ftiull  I  abafiiin  fo  ? 

That  the  proude  hertid  Narcifius, 

Unto  the  welle  than  went  1  m€,' 

That  was  in  love  fo  daungerous. 

And  doune  I  loutid  for  to  fe 

Might  on  a  day  ben  hampered  fo 

The  clerc  watir  in  the  ftone,           , 

For  love,  and  bene  fo  bote  for  wo, 

And  eke  the  gravel,  whiche  that  fiioae 

That  ner  he  might  to  joie  attaine. 

Doune  in  th'  botom  as  filvir  fine, 

Than  fiiould  he  fele  in  every  vainc 

For  of  the  welle  this  is  the  fine. 

What  forow  true  loveris  maken 

In  world  is  none  fo  clere  of  he\ve. 

That  ben  villainoBfly  forfaken. 

The  watre  is  ever  frefh  and  newe, 

That  welmith  up  with  wavis  bright 

The  mountenaunce  of  tv/o  fingir  hight, 

This  prayir  \Vas  but  refonable, 

About  it  is  the  graffe  fpringing 

Therfore  God  helde  it  ferme  and  ftabie, 

For-  moifte  fo  thicke  and  well  liking" 

For  Narcifius,  fhortly  to  tell,  . 

Jhat  it  ne  may  in  wintir  die 

By  aventure  came  to  that  well 

No  more  than  may  the  fee  be  drie.' , 

To  reft  him  in  the  fhadowing 

O  day  when  he  came  from  hunting. 

This  Narcifius  had  fufFrid  paines. 

Doune  at  the  botome  fet  fawe  I 

For  renning  all  day  in  the  plaints. 

Two  criftal  ftonis  craftily. 

And  was  for  thurft  in  greate  diftrefP; 

In  thilk'-  freihe  and  faire  well;' 

Of  herte,  and  of  his  werineffe. 

But  o  thmge  fothly  dare  I  tell- 

■  That  had  his  brethe  almoft  benomen. 

That  ye  woll  holdc  a  gret€  mervaljjl 

Whan  he  was  to  that  wel  icomen, 

Whan  it  is  tolde  withoutin  failc. 
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For  wtian  the  funne  clere  in  fight 
Call  in  that  welle  his  beniis  bright. 
And  that  the  hete  defcendid  is, 
Than  taketh  the  criftall  ftone  i-wis 
Againe  the  funne  an  hundrid  hew  is, 
Blewe,  yelow,  red,  that  frefh  and  new  is, 
Yet  hath  the  mervailous  criftall 
Suche  ftrength  that  the  place  ovir  all, 
Botl}  foule  and  tre,  and  levis  grene. 
And  all  the  yerde,  in  it  is  fene  : 
And  for  to  don  you  to'  undirftonde 
To  make  enfample  wol  1  fonde  ; 
Right  as  a  mirrour  opinly 
Shewith  al  thing  that  ftondeth  therehy,^ 
As  well  the  colour  as  figure, 
Withoutin  any  covirtare, 
Right  fo  the  criftall  ftone  fliining, 
Withgutin  any  difceving, 
The  entrees  of  the  yerde  accufeth 
To  him  that  in  the  Watir  mufeth. 
For  evir  in  whiche  halfe  ye  be 
Ye  may  wele  halfe  the  gardine  fe. 
And  if  ye  turne  ye  may  right  wele 
Sene  the  rem  naunt  every  dele. 
For  there  is  none  fo  litil  thing 
So  hid  ne  cloftn  with  fhiting 
That  it  n'is  fene,  as  though  it  were 
Ypainted  in  the  criftall  there. 
This  is  the  mirrour  perillus 
In  whiche  the  proude  Narciffua 
Sey  al  his  faire  face  fo  bright 
That  made  him  fith  to  lie  upright. 
For  who  fo  loke  in  that  mirrour 
There  may  nothing  ben  his  focour 
That  he  ne  ftial. there  fe  fomthing 
That  flial  him  lede  into  laughing  : 
Ful  many'  a  worthy  man  hath  it 
Yblent,  for  folke  of  gretift  wit 
Ben  fone  y  caught  here  and  y  waited  ; 
Withouten  refpite  ben  they  baited  : 
Here  comith  to  folhe  of  newe  rage. 
Here  chaungith  many  wight  corage. 
Here  lithe  no  rede  he  Witte  therto. 
For  Venus  fonne,  Dan  Gupido, 
Hath  fowin  there  of  love  the  fede, 
That  helpe  ne  lithe  there  non  ne  rede. 
So  cerclith  it  the  welle  about ; 
His  ginnis  hath  he  fet  without. 
Right  for  to  catche  in  his  panters 
Thefe  damofels  and  bachilers ; 
Love  will  none  othir  birdis  catche 
Though  he  fet  eithir  nette  or  latche  ; 
And  for  the  fede  that  here  was  fowen 
This  welle  is  cleped,  as  well  is  knowen. 
The  Welle  of  Love  of  very  right, 
Of  whiche  there  heth  ful  many  wight 
Spokin  in  bokis  diverfely ; 
But  thei  ihul  itex  it>  verily 
Difcripcion  of  the  welle  here, 
Ne  eke  the  fothe  of  this  matere, 
■As  ye  Ihul  whan  1  have  undo 
The  crafte  that  here  hebngith  te. 
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Alway  me  likid  for  to  dwell 

To  fene  the  chriftall  in  the  well, 

That  ftiewid  me  ful  opinly 

A  thoufande  thingis  faftc  by  ; 

But  I  may  faie  in  fory  houre 

Stode  I  to  iokin  Or  to  poure, 

For  fithin  I  fdre  have  ylikid 

That  mirrour  hath  me  now  entriked ; 

But  had  I  tint  knowen  in  my  wit 

The  vertu  and  ftrengthis  of  it, 

I  n'olde  not  have  muiid  there ; 

Me  had  bettir  ben  ellis-where. 

For  in  the  fnare  I  fell  anone 

That  had  bitreftiid  many  one. 

In  thilke  mirrour  fawe  I  tho. 
Among  a  thoufande  thingis  mo, 
A  fofir  chargid  ful  of  rofis, 
rhat  with  an  hedge  aboute  enclofed  isj 
Tho  had  I  fiiche  luft  and  envie. 
That  for  Paris  ne  for  Pavie 
N'olde  I  have  left  to  gone  and  fe 
There  gretift  hepe  of  rofis  be. 
Whan  1  was  with  this  rage  yhente. 
That  caught  hath  many'  a  man  and  flicnte^ 
Towarde  the  rofir  gan  I  go, 
And  whan  I  was  not  ferre  there  fro 
The  favour  of  the  rofis  fote 
Me  fmote  right  to  the  herte  rote, 
As  I  had  all  enbaumid  me ; 
And  if  I  n'ad  endoutid  me 
To  have  ben  hatid  or  affailed 
My  thankis  wol  I  not  have  failed 
To  pull  a  Rofe  of  al  that  route 
To  berin  in  mine  honde  aboute^ 
And  fmellin  to  it  where  I  went  ; 
But  er  1  dredde  me  to  repent. 
And  lefte  it  grevid  or  forthought 
The  lorde  that  thilke  gardin  wrought. 
Of  rofis  there  werin  grete  wpne. 
So  faire  werin  neyir  in  Rone  ; 
Of  knoppis  clofe  fome  fav>re  I  there. 
And  fome  wel  bettir  woxin  were. 
And  fome  there  ben  of  othir  moifon, 
That  drowi  nigh  to  ther  fefon. 
And  fpedde  'hem  fafte  for  to  fpredde  ; 
I  love  wel  fuche  rofis  redde. 
For  brode  rofis  and  open'  alfo 
Ben  paflid  in  a  daie  or  two, 
But  knoppis  woUin  frefhe  be 
Two  daies  at  left  or  ellis  thre  : 
The  knoppis  gretely  likid  me, 
For  fairir  maie  there  no  man  fe  j 
Who  fo  might  havin  one  of  ail 
It  ought  him  ben  ful  lefe  withall : 
Might  I  garlonde  of  'hem  getten 
For  no  richeffe  I  wolde  it  letten. 

Amonges  the  knoppis  I  chefe  one 
So  faire,  that  of  the  remenaunt  none 
Ne  preife  I  halfe  fo  wel  as  it 
Whan  I  avifin  in  my  wit ; 
It  fo  wel  was  enluminid 
With  colour  red,  as  well  fluid 
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As  Nature  couth  it  makin  faire, 

And  it  hath  levis  wel  foure  paire, 

That  Kind  hath  fet  through  his  knowing ; 

Aboute  the  redde  rofis  fpringing 

The  flaike  ywas  as  riftie  right, 

And  theron  ftode  the  knoppe  upright, 

That  it  ne  bowed  upon  no  fide ; 

The  fote  i'mell  yfprong  fo  wide 

Tliat  it  died  al  the  place  aboute  : 

"Whan  I  had  fmelled  the  favour  fotc 

No  will  had  1  fro  thence  yet  go, 

But  fomdele  nere  it  went  I  tho 

To  take  it,  but  mine  honde  for  drede 

Ne  durft  I  to  the  Rofe  bede 

Por  thifteles  fliarpe  of  many  maners, 

Netlis,  thornis,  and  hokid  briers, 

]For  muche  they  dillourblid  me, 

Per  fore  1  dradde  to  harmid  be. 


The  god  of  Love,  with  bowe  ybent, 

That  al  daie  fet  had  his  talent 

To  purfue  and  to  fpyin  me. 

Was  ftondin  by  a  figge  tre, 

And  whan  he  fawe  how  that  I 

Had  chofin  fo  ententifely 

The  bothum  more  unto  my  pay 

Than  any  othir  that  I  fay. 

He  toke  an  arowe  fliarpely  whette. 

And  in  his  bowe  when  it  was  fette 

He  ftreight  up  to  his  ere  ydrough 

The  flronge  bowe  that  was  fo  tough. 

And  fliotte  at  me  fo  wondir  fmerte 

That  through  mine  eye  unto  mine  herte 

The  takil  fmote,  and  depe  it  wente. 

And  therwith  al  fuch  colde  me  hente 

That  undir  clothis  warme  and  fofte 

Sin  that  day  T  have  chivered  ofte. 

Whan  I  was  hurte  thus  in  ftounde 
1  fell  doune  plat  unto  the  grounde, 
Mine  herte  failid  and  faintid  aie. 
And  longe  time  in  fwoune  I  laie ; 
But  whan  I  came  out  of  fwouning. 
And  hadde  my  witte  and  my  feling, 
I  was  all  mate,  and  wende  full  wele 
Of  blode  t'  have  lorne  a  full  grete  dele. 
But  certes  th'  arowe  that  in  me  ftode 
Of  me  ne  drewe  no  droppe  of  blode; 
For  why  ?  I  founde  my  woundes  all  drie. 

Than  toke  I  with  mine  hondis  tweie 
The  'arowe,  and  full  faft  it  out  plight, 
And  in  the  pulling  fore  I  fight ; 
So  at  the  laft  the  Ihaft  of  tre 
I  drough  out  with  the  fethirs  thre, 
But  yet  the  hokid  hedde  i-wis. 
The  whiche  Beaute  ycallid  is, 
Gan  fo  depe  in  mine  herte  pace 
That  I  it  ne  might  not  arace. 
But  in  mine  herte  ftill  it  ftode. 
All  bledde  I  not  a  droppe  of  blode  : 
I  was  bothe  angaifhous  and  trouble 
For  the  periU  that  I  fawe  double  ; 
I  ne  wift  what  to  faie  or  doe, 
Ne  get  a  leche  my  woundis  to. 


For  neither  thorough  graffe  ne  rote 
Ne  had  I  helpe  of  hope  ne  bote. 
But  to  the  bothum  evir  mo 
Mine  herte  drewe,  for  all  my  wo  ^ 
My  thought  was  in  none  othir  thingj 
For  had  it  ben  in  my  keping 
It  would  have  brought  my  life  again. 
For  ccrtis  evenly,  T  dare  fain, 
The  fight  onely  and  the  favour 
Aleggid  iTioche  of  my  languor. 
Than  gan  I  for  to  drawe  me 
Toward  the  bothum  faire  to  fe. 
And  Love  had  gette  him  in  this  throwc 
An  othir  arov;e  into'  his  bowe. 
And  for  to  ftiotin  gan  him  drelfe  ; 
The  arowcs  name  was  Simpleneffe  : 
And  whan  that  Love  gan  nigh  me  nerc 
He  drowe  it  up  withoutin  were, 
And  fhote  at  me  with  all  his  might. 
So  that  this  arowe  anone  right 
Throughout  mine  eigh,  as  it  was  founde^ 
Into  mine  herte  hath  made  a  wounde  : 
Than  I  anone  did  all  my  craft 
For  to  ydrawin  out  the  fhaft. 
And  therewithall  I  fighid  eft ; 
Buf  in  mine  hert  the  hedde  was  left, 
Whiche  aie  encrefid  ray  defire ; 
Unto  the  bothum  drewe  I  nere. 
And  evirmo  that  me  was  wo 
The  more  defire  had  I  to  go 
Unto  the  rofir,  where  that  grewe 
The  freihe  bothom  fo  bright  of  hewe  : 
Bettir  me  were  to'  have  lettin  be. 
But  it  behovid  nedis  me 
To  doen  right  as  mine  herte  badde. 
For  er  the  body  muft  be  ladde 
Aftir  the  herte  in  wele  and  wo. 
Of  force  togithir  thei  muft  go  ; 
But  nevir  this  archir  would  fine 
To  ftiote  at  me  with  all  his  pine. 
And  for  to  make  me  to  him  met  e. 

The  thirde  arowe  he  gan  to  ftiete. 
Whan  beft  his  time  he  might  efpie. 
The  whiche  ^vas  namid  Curtifie, 
Into  mine  herte  he  did  avale  : 
A  fwoune  1  fell  bnthe  dedde  and  pale 
Long  time  I  laie,  and  ftirid  nought 
Till  I  abraied  out  of  my  thought. 
And  fafte  than  I  avifid  me 
To  drawin  out  the  fliaft  of  tre ; 
But  aye  the  hedde  was  lefte  behinde 
For  ought  I  couthe  pull  or  winde; 
So  fore  it  fticked  whan  I  was  hit 
That  by  no  crafte  I  might  it  flit, 
But  anguiflious  and  full  of  thought 
I  felt  foche  wo  my  wounde  aie  wrought. 
That  fomoned  me  alwaie  to  go 
Toward  the  Rofe  that  plefed  me  fo; 
But  I  nc  durft  in  no  manure, 
Becaufe  the  archir  was  fo  nere. 

For  evirmore  gladly',  as  I  rede, 
Brent  child  of  fire  hath  mochil  drede  : 
And  certis  yet  for  all  my  pein 
Though  that  I  figh,  yet  arowis  rein,^ 
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Atld  grbimd  4uarelis,  fharpe  of  ftcle, 

To  cutte  and  kervin  at  the  poindt, 

Ne  for  no  pain  that  I  ;might  fele, 

The  god  of  Love  it  had  aijoint 

.    Yet  might  I  not  my  feli  with  hold 

With  a  full  precious  ointment. 

The  faire  rofir  to  behold, 

Some  dele  to  yeve  eleg^ment 

For  Love  me  yave  foche  hardiment 

Upon  the  woundis  that  he  hade 

For  to  fulfill  his  commaundement ; 

Thorough  the  eye  in  my  herte  made, 

Upon  my  fete  I  rofe  up  than              ;„, 

To  helpe  her  foifis  and  to  cure, 

Feble  as  a  forwouud-.d  man, 

And  that  thei  mfaie  the  bette  indure  ; 

And  forthe  to  gon  my  might  I  fet, 
And  for  the  archir  n'olde  1  let   : 

But  yet  this  arowe  without  more 

Made  in  mine  herte  a  large  fore. 

Toward  the  rofir  fall  1  drowe, 

That  in  fullgrete  pain  I  abode, 

But  thornis  fharpe  mo  than  inow 

But  aie  the  ointment  went  abro-Je  • 

There  were,  and  alfo  thifteles  thickc. 

Throughout  my  woundis  large  and  wide 

And  breris  brimme  for  to  pricke. 

It  fprede  about  in  every  fide. 

That  I  ne  might  ygettin  grace 

Thorough  whofe  vertue  and  whofe  might 

Through  the  rough  thornis  for  to  pace 

Mine  herte  joifull  was  and  light ; 

To  fene  the  rofis  freflie  of  hewe  ; 

I  had  ben  dedde  and  all  tofhent 

I  muft  abide  though  it  me  rewe  : 

But  for  the  pf  ecious  ointment. 

The  hedge  about  fo  thicke  was. 

The  fhaft  I  drowe  out  of  the  arowe. 

That  doled  the  rofis  in  compas. 

Roking  for  wo  right  wondir  narowe, 

But  0  thing  likid  me  right  wele. 

But  the  hedde,  whiche  that  made  mefmerte. 

I  was  fo  nigh  that  I  might  fele 

I  left  behinde  in  mine  herte 

Of  the  bothom  the  fote  odour. 

With  othir  fower,  I  dare  well  faie. 

And  alfo  fe  the  freftie  coloure, 

That  nevir  woll  be  toke  awaie ;' 

And  that  right  gretely  likid  me 

J3ut  the  ointment  halpe  me  wele. 

That  I  fo  nere  mightin  it  fe  ; 

And  yet  foche  foroWe  did  1  fele. 

Soche  joie  anon  thereof  had  I 

That  alle  dale  I  chaungid  h6we 

That  I  forgate  my  malady  ; 

Of  my  woundis  fo  frefhe  and  newe. 

To  fene  it  I  had  foche  delite 

As  men  might  fe  ift  my  vifage  : 

Of  woe  and  angre'  I  was  all  quite, 

The  arowes  were  fo  full  of  rage. 

And  of  my  woundes  that  1  had  thore. 

So  variaunt  of  diverfite. 

For  nothing  likin  me  might  more 

That  men  in  evoriche  might  fe 

Than  dwellin  by  the  fofir  aie,                               % 

Both  grete  anoie  and  eke  fwetnelTe  ; 

And  thens  nevir  to  pafTe  awaie  t 

And  joie  ymeint  with  bittirneffe  : 

But  whan  a  while  T  had  be  thare 

Now  were  tl/ei  efy  artd  now  wode  ; 

The  god  of  Love,  whiche  all  to  fhare 

In  them  I  felt  bothe  harme  and  gode ; 

Mine  herte  with  his  arowis  kene. 

Now  fore  without  alleggement. 

Cafteth  him  to  yeve  me  woundis  grene  ; 

Now  foftining  with  the  ointment  : 

He  fliote  at  me  fuft  haftily 

It  foftenid  here  and  prickid  there  ^ 

An  arowe  namid  Conlpanie, 

Thus  efe  and  angir  were  yfere.            _ 

The  whiche  takil  is  full  able 

To  make  thefe  ladies  mefciable ; 

Than  I  anon  gan  chaungin  hewe 

The  god  of  Love  delivirly  , 

For  grevaunce  of  my  wounde  newe. 

Came  lepande  to  me  haftrly, 

That  I  again  fell  in  fwouning. 

And  fayid  to  me  in  grete  jape. 

And  fighid  fore  in  complaining. 

Yelde  the,  for  thou  male  not  efcape^ 

Sore  I  complained  that  my  fore 

Male  no  defence  availe  the  here,' 

On  me  gan  grevin  more  and  more ; 

Therfore  I  rede  make  no  daungere  : 

1  had  none  hope  of  allegiance, 

If  thou  wolt  yelde  the  haftily 

So  nigh  I  dfowe  to  difperaunce  ; 

Thou  fhalt  the  rathir  have  mercie ; 

I  ne  nought  of  deth  ne  of  life, 

He  is  a  fob  in  fikerneffe 

Whethir  that  Love  ywould  me  drife  | 

That  with  daungir  or  with  ftoutnefTe 

If  me  a  martir  wold  he  make 

Rebellith  there  that  he  fliould  plefe  ; 

I  might  his  powir  not  forfake  : 

In  foche  folic  is  little  efe ; 

And  while  for  angir  thus  I  vifdhe 

Be  meke  where  thou  muft  nedis  bowe ; 

*rhe  god  of  Love  and  arowe  tokc ; 

To  ftrive  ayen  is  not  thy  prowe  : 

Full  fliarp  it  was  and  full  poinaunt. 

Come  at  onis,  and  have  idoe, 

And  it  was  callid  Faire  Semblaunt, 

For  I  wolle  that  it  be  fo  ; 

The  whicbe  in  no  wife  would  confent 

Than  yelde  the  here  debonalrlj' . 

That  any  lover  him  repent 

And  I  anfwerid  full  humbly. 

s 

To  ferve  his  love  with  herte  and  all 

All  gladly.  Sir,  at  your  bidding 

For  any  perill  that  male  fall : 

I  woll  me  yelde  in  alle  thing  : 

But  though  this  arowd  Was  kene  ground^ 

To  your  fervice  I  woll  me  take, 

As  any  rafor  that  is toiindf". 

For  God  defendc  that  I  fhould  makf 

Voi„  I. 
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Ayen  j^our  bidding  fefiflence  ; 

But  there  againft  the  to  comforfi%     * 

1  woU  not  doen  fo  grefe  ofFcnce, 

And  with  thy  fervice  to  difporte. 

For  if  I  did  it  were  no  flcill  ; 

:  Thou  maift  ful  glad  and  joylull  be 

Ye  maie  do  with  me  what  ye  will. 

So  gode  a  maifter  to^have  as  me,. 

Or  fave  or  fpill,  and  alfo  flo  ; 

And  lorde  of  fo  high  renoun ; 

Fro  you  in  no  wife  idiay  I  go  ;' 

I  here  of  Lovs  the  gonfenouHy 

My  life,  my  deth,  is  in  your  hsnde,. 

And  of  Curtifie  the  banere, 

i  maie  not  kfte  out  of  your  bonde  }' 

For  I  am  of  felfe'  the  manere. 

Plaine  at  your  lifte  I  yelde  me, 

Gentill  and  curteis,  meke  and  fre,: 

Hoping  i;i  hert  that  fomtime  ye 

That  who  evir  ententife  be 

Comforte  and  efe  fhuld  to  me  fende,- 

Me  to  honour,  re-doute,  and  ferve^,- 

Or  els  fliortjy,  this  is  the  ende. 

And  alfo  that  he  him  obferve 

Withoutin  helth  I  mote  aic  dure  ' 

Fro  trefpace  and  fro  villanie, 

IBut  if  ye  take  me  to  your  cure  :' 

And  him  governe  in  ojrtifre, 

Gomforte  or  heith  how  Ihuld  I  have,- 

With  will  and  with  entencion  j 

Sitlie  ye  mc  hurte,  but  ye  may  fave  ? 

For  when  he  firft  in  my  prifon 

The  helth  of  Lovfe  mote  be  yfounde 

Is  caugrtt,  than  muft  be  uttirly 

Where  as  theitokin  firft  the  wounde  J 

Fro  thennis-forth  ful  befily 

And  if  ye  liile  6f  me  to  make 

Ycaft  him  gentill  for  to  be. 

Your  prifoner,  I  woll  it  take 

Yf  he  defire  helpe  of  me. 

Of  hcrte  and  will  fully  at'  gre  : 

Anone  withoutin  more  delaie^ 

"Wholy  and  plairie  I  yeld-'  me 

tVithoutin  daungir  or  affraie, 

Withoutin  feining  or  feintife. 

I  become  his  vaffal  anone,. 

To  be  governed  by  you  erhprife  f 

:  And  gave  him  thankes  many  a  one,. 

Of  you  I  here  fo  mochil  prife                  -f; 

And  knelid  doune  with  hondis  joint. 

I  wol  ben  whole  at  your  devife 

And  made  it  in  my  porte  fall  queint  i- 

For  to  fulfill  all  your  liking. 

The  joye  went  to  my  hert'is  rote 

And  to  repentii^  for  nothing,. 

Whan  I  had  kiffed  his  mouthe  fofote;; 

looping  to  have  yet  in  fome  tide 

I  had  fuche  mirth  and  fuch  liking 

Mercy  of  that  that  I  abide  :' 

It  curid  me  of  languifliing. 

And  with  that  covenaunt  yelde  Imesf> 

He  aiked  of  me  than  hoffages  ; 

Anon  doune  kneling'on  my  kne. 

I  have  takin  fele  homages 

Profiring  for  to  kiffe  his  fete. 

'  Qfone  and  othrr  where  I'  have  bene,- 

But  for  nothing  he  would  m^e  lete  ; 

Diftreinid  ofte  withoutin  wene  : 

And  faid,  I  love  the  both  and  preife^j 

Thefe  felons  ful  of  falfite . 

S^ns  that  thine  anfwere  doth  me  efe. 

Have  many  fithes  begilid  me, 

For  thou  anfwered  fo  curtifly; 

And  through  falfhed  ther  luft  arhived. 

For  nowe  I  wote  well  uttiily 

Wherof  I  repent  and  am  greved  : 

That  thou  art  gentil  by  thy  fpeche, 

And  I  'hem  gettee  in  my  daungere 

For  though  a  man  ferre  woulde  feche. 

Ther  falftieed  ftiul  thei  bie  ful  dere ; 

He  fhould  not  findirt  in  certaine 

But  for  I  love  the'  I  faie  the  plaine 

No  fuche  anfwere.  of  no  vilaine, 

I  woll  of  the  be  more  certaine. 

For  fuch  a  worde  ne  mighte  nought 

For  the  fore  I  will  now  ybinde 

Iffue  out  of  a  vilaines  thought  : 

That  thou  away  ne  flialtnot  winde 

Thou  fiialt  n6t  lefm  of  thy  fpeche,. 

For  to  denien  thy  covenant 

For  thy  helping  willin  I  eche 

Or  done  that  is  not  avenaunt : 

And  eke  encrefin  that  T  maie  ; 

That  thou  were  falfe  it  wer  grete  rut!i. 

But  firft  t  woll  that  thou  obaie 

Sithe  thou  femift  fo  ful  of  truth. 

F'uUy  for  thine  own  avauntage 

Sir,  if  the  lifte  to  underftaunde 

Anone  to  do  me  here  homage. 

I  merveile  the'  alking  this  demaunde;  : 

And  fithiri  kiffe  th<>u  fhalt  my  mouthe, 

For  why  or  wherfore  ftioulde  ye 

Whiche  to  no  tilaine  was  ner  couthe 

Hoftage  or  borowes  aike  of  me. 

For  to'  aproche  it  ne  for  to  touche  j 

Or  any  othir  fikirneffe. 

For  faufe  of  cherlis  I  ne  vouche 

Sithin  ye  wote  in  fothfaftneffe 

- 

That  thei  flial  nevir  neigh  it  ncre  ; 

That  ye  me  have  furprifid  fo. 

For  curteis  and  of  faire  manere. 

And  whole  mine  herte  takin  me  fr&. 

Wei  taught  and  fill  of  geritilneffe,  i 

That  it  woll  doe  for  me  nothing 

He  mnft  yben  that  ftiall  me  kiffe,. 

But  if  it  be  at  your  bidding  ? 

And  alfo  of  fnl  highe  fraunchife 

Mine  hert  isyours,  and  mine  right  liought. 
As  it  behoveth,  in  dede  and  thought, 

That  fhal  atteine  to  that  erripfife. 

And  firft  of  o  thing  warne  I  the^ 

Redy  in  all  to  worche  your  will. 

That  paine  and  gret  adverfite ' 

Whethir  fo  tourne  £o  gode  or  ill ; 

He  itiote  endure,  and  eke  travaile, 

So  fore  it  luftith  you  to  plefe 

3'hat  flialme  ferye  withoutin  faUej, 

No  man  therof  maie  you  difefe- 
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Ye  have  thcron  fet  foche  ju-ftice 

Ah  Sir  !  for  Godd'ls  love  (faied  I) 

That  it'ls  -werried  in  many  wife  ; 

Erye  paffc  hens  ententifely 

And  if  ye  doubt  in  n'olde  obaic 

Your  commaundementes  to  me  faie. 

Ye  maie  therof  do  make  a  kaie 

And  I  {hall  kepe  'hem  if  1  maie. 

And  hold  it  with  you  for  hoftage, 

For  them  to  kepen'is  all  my  thought ; 

Now,  certis,  this  is  none  outrage. 

And  if  fo  be  I  wote'hem  nought    '' 

i 

(Quod  Love)  and  fully  I  accorde, 

Than  maie  I  errc  unwittingly; 

For  of  the  bsdy'  he  is  full  lorde 

Wherefor  I  praie  you  entirly 

That  hath  the  heite  in  his  trefore; 

With  all  mine  herte  me  for  to  Icre, 

Outrage  it  were  to  alkin  more: 

That  I  trefpace  in  no  manere. 

The  god  of  Love  than  chargid  me 
Anon,  as  ye  fliall  here  and  fe 

Than  of  his  aumener  he  drough 

Wordc  by  worde,  by  right  emprife, 

A  little  keie  fetife  inough, 

So  as  The  Romaunt  fhall  devife. 

Whiche  was  of  gold  poliihed  clere, 

The  maiftir  lefifh  time  to  lere 

And  faied  to  me.  With  this  keie  here 

Whan  the  dlfciple  woll  not  here  ; 

Thine  herte  to  me  now  woll  I  fhet, 

It  is  but  vain  on  him  to  fwinkc 

For  all  thy  joifull  loke  and  knet 

That  on  his  lerning  woll  not  thinke  : 

I  binde  undir  this  little  keie, 

Who  fo  luft  love  let  him  intende, 

That  no  wight  maie  cary  awaie. 

FornowTheRomanceginneth  to'  amende. 

This  keie  is  full  of  grete  pofle. 

Now  is  gode  to  herin  in  faie. 

With  whiche  anone  he  touchid  me 

If  any  be  that  can  it  faie. 

Undir  the  fide  full  foftily, 

And  poind:  it  as  the  refon  is 

That  he  mine  herti  fodainly 

Yfet,  for  othir  gate  i-wls 

Without  any  doute  hath  fo  fpered 

It  fliall  nat  well  in  alle  thing 

That  yet  right  nought  It  hath  me  dersd. 

Be  brought  to  gode  underftandlngj 

Whan  he  had  doin  his  will  all  out, 

For  a  reder  that  poinAith  ill 

r    And  I  had  put  him  out  of  dout, 

A  gode  fentence  maie  o'tln  fj  ill. 

Sir,  I  faied,  I  have  right  grete  will 

The  boke  is  gode  at  the  ending. 

Your  luft  and  plefure  to  fulfill. 

Ymade  of  newe  and  luftie  thing, 

Loke  y,e  my  fervice  take  at  gre 

For  who  fo  woll  the  ending  here 

By  thilke  faith  ye  owe  to  me ; 

The  craft  of  Love  he  fliall  now  lere. 

I  faie  nought  for  recreaundifc. 

If  that  he  woll  fo  long  abide 

For  I  nought  doubt  of  your  fervice. 

Till  I  this  Romaunce  maie  unhide. 

But  this  fervaunt  travaileth  in  vain 

And  undoe  the  fignifiaunce 

That  for  the  fervin  doeth  his  pain 

Of  this  dreme  into  Rom^aunce  : 

Unto  that  lorde  which  in  no  wife 

The  fothfaftnefle  that  now  is  hid 

Conne  him  no  thanke  for  his  fervice. 

Without  covetture  fliall  be  kid 

Whan  I  undoen  have  this  dreming, 

f 

Wherein  no  worde  is  ofleling. 

Love  fayid  tho,  Difmaie  the  nought ; 

Sithe  thou  for  fuccour  haft  me  fought 

In  thanke  thy  fervice  woll  I  take, 

Villanie  at  the  beginning 

And  high  of  degre  woll  the  mak 

1  woll,  faied  Love,  ovir  all  thing 

If  Wickedneffe  ne  hindir  the, 

Thou  leve,  if  that  thou  wolt  ybe 

But  (as  I  hope)  it  fliall  nought  be ; 

Falfe,  and  trefpace  ayenift  me  : 

To  worlhip  no  wight  by'  aventure 

I  curfe  and  blame  generally 

Maie  come  but  that  he  pain  endure. 

All  them  that  lovin  villanie, 

Abide  and  fuffre  thy  diftreffe 

For  villanie  makith  vlUaine, 

' 

That  hurtith  now ;  it  fliall  be  leffe  : 

And  by  his  dedes  a  chorle  is  feine. 

1  wote  my  felf  what  maie  the  fave, 

Thefe  villains  arne  without  pite. 

What  medicine  thou  wouldift  have. 

Frendftiip  and  love,  and  all  bounte  ; 

And  if  thy  truth  to  me  thou  kepe 

I  n'ill  receive  to  my  fervice 

1  fhall  unto  thine  helping  eke, 

Them  that  ben  vilains  of  emprife. 

To  cure  thy  woundesand  make 'hem  clen^j 

But  undirftonde  in  thine  entent 

Where  fo  that  thei  be  old  or  grene; 

That  this  is  not  mine  entendement 

Thou  flialt  be  hoIpcn',at  wordis  few, 

To  clepin  no  wight  in  no  age 

For  certainly  thoii  fhalt  well  fliewe 

Onely  gentill  for  his  linage^ 

Where  that  thou  fervifl  with  godc  will, 

But  who  fo  that  is  vertuous. 

For  to  acompliflie  and  fulfill 

And  in  his  port  not  outragious  : 

My  commaundementis  dale  and  night, 

Whan  foche  one  thou  feeft,the  befornc, 

Whiche  I  to  lovirs  y«ve  of  rigbf. 

Though  he  be  not  gentill  yborne, 
T  ij 
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Thou  mayift  well  feme  this  in  foth 

And  loke  alway  that  thei  be  {baps' 

That  he  is  gentill,  bicaufe  he  dotfli 

(What  garment  that  thou  ftialt  the  make)f 

As  longith  to  a  gentil  man  ;             * 
Of  them  none  othir  deme  I  can, 

Of  him  that  can  the  beft  ydo, 

With  al  that  parteinith  therto. 

For  certainly  withouten  drede 

Pointis  and  fleves  be  wel  fittande 

A  chorle  is  demid  by  his  dede 

Ful  right  and  ftreight  upon  the  hande  : 

Or  hie  or  lowe,  as  ye  maie  fe, 

Of  flione  and  feotis  newe  and  faire 

Or  of  what  kinrid  that  he  be ; 

Loke  at  the  left  thou  have  a  paire. 

Ne  faie  nought  for  non  evill  will 

And  that  thei  fitte  fo  fetoufly 

Thing  which  that  is  to  holdin  ftill : 

That  thefe  rude  men  may  uttirly 

It  is  no  worfliip  to  miffeie, 

Mervaile,  fith  that  thei  fitte  fo  plaine. 

Thou  maieft  erifample  tafie  of  Keie, 

How  thei  come  on  or  of  againe  : 

'I'hat  was  fomtime  for  miflaying 

Were  ftreighte  glo-vis,  with  aumere 

Yhatid  bothe  df  old  and  yong  : 

Of  filke  :  and  alway  with  gode  chere 

As  ferre  as  Gawein  the  worthie 

Thou  yeve,  if  that  thou  have  richeffe. 

Was  praifid  for  his  curtifie 

And  if  thou  have  nought  fpende  theleffe  : 

Kaie  was  hatid,  for  he  was  fell, 

Alway  be  mery  if  thau  maie^. 

Of  worde  difpitous  and  cruell ; 

But  wafte  not  thy  god  alwaie  ; 

Wherefore  be  wifq  and  aqueintablc. 

Have  hatte  of  flouris  freflie  as  May, 

Godelie  of  worde,  and  refonable. 

Chapelet  of  rofis  of  Whitfondaie. 

Bothe  to  lefie  and  eke  to  mare  : 

Tor  foche  araie  coftnith  but  lite ; 

And  whan  thou  comift  there  men  are 

Thine  hondiswafhe,  thy  tethe  make  white. 

L.oke  that  thou  have  in  cuftome  aie 

And  let  no  filthe  upon  the  be  : 

Firft  to  falue  'hem  if  thou  maie; 

Thy  nails  blacke  if  thou  maieft  fe 

And  if  it  fall  that  of  'hem  fomme 

Voide  it  awaie  deliviry ; 

Salue  the  firft,  be  thou  not  domme, 

And  kembe  thine  hedde  right  jolily: 

But  quite  him  curtifly  anon^ 

Farce  not  thy  vifage  in  no  wife. 

Without  abiding,  er  thei  gon. 

For  that  of  Love  is  nat  th'  emprife. 

For  nothing  eke  thy  tong  applie 

For  Love  doeth  hatin,  as  I  finde. 

To  fpekin  wordes  of  ribaudrie  : 

A  beautie  that  cometh  nat  of  kindc  : 

To  vilaine  fpeche  in  no  degre 

Alwaie  in  herte  I  rede  the 

Late  not  thy  lippe  unboundin  be. 

,  Ful  glad  and  mery  for  to  be. 

For  I  nought  holde  him  in  gode  faith 

And.be  as  joyfull  as  thou  can  ; 

Curteis  that  foule  wordis  faith 

:  Love  hath  no  joie  of  forowfull  man. 

And  allc  women  ferve  and  preife. 

That  ill  is  full  of  curtifie. 

And  to  thy  power  there  honour  reife  ; 

That  knowith  in  his  maladie 

And  if  that  any  miffayrre 

For  evir  of  love  the  fickenefle                    1»? 

Difpife  women  that  thou  maift  here, 

Is  meint  with  fwete  and  bittirneffc 

Blame  him,  andbidde  him  holde  him  ftill; 

The  fore  of  love  is  mervailous, 

And  fette  thy  might  and  al  thy  wilt 

For  now  the  lovir  is  joious. 

Women  and  ladies  for  to  plefe. 

Now  can  he  plain,  now  can  he  grone. 

And  to  do  thing  that  may 'hem  efe. 

Now  can  he  finge,  now  makin  mone  % 

That  thei  evir  fpeke  gode  of  the. 

To  daie  he  plaineth  for  hevineffe, 

For  fo  thou  maift  beft  praifid  be. 

To  morue'  he  plaineth  for  jolinefle. 

Loke  that  fro  pride  thou  kepe  the  wele, 

The  life  of  love  is  full  contrarie. 

For  thou  maift  both  perceive  and  fele 

Whiche  ftounde  mele  can  oftin  varie ; 

That  pride  is  both  foly  and  finne  ; 

But  if  thou  canift  mirthis  make 

And  he  that  pride  hath  him  within 

That  men  in  gre  woll  gfadly  take 

Ne  may  his  herte  in  no  wife 

Do  it  godely,  I  commaunde  the  ; 

Mekin,  ne  fouplln  to  fervice,. 

For  men  fliuld,  where  fo  er  thei  be. 

For  pride  is  founde  in  every  parte. 

Doe  thing  that  'hem  befitting  is, 

Contrarie  unto  Lov'is  arte  ; 

For  therof  cometh  gode  loos  and  pris ; 

And  he  that  lovith  truily 

Whereof  that  thou  be  vertuous 

Should  him  conteine  jolily 

Ne  be  nat  ftraunge  ne  daungerous  ; 

Withouten  pride  in  fondry  wife, 

For  if  that  thou  gode  ridir  be 

And  him  difguifm  in  queintice  ; 

Prickle  glady  that  men  maie  the  fe  : 

For  queinte  aray,  withoutin  drcde. 

In  armis  alfo  if  thouconne 

Is  nothiu  proude,  who  takith  hede, 

Purfue  till  thou  a  name  haft  wolUie,; 

For  Freflie  aray,  as  men  may  fe, 

And  if  thy  voice  be  faire  and  clere 

Withouten  pride  may  oftin  be. 

Thou  Ihalt  makin  no  grete  daungere  ; 

Maintaine  thy  felfe  aftir  thy  rent 

Whan  the  to  fing  thei  godely  praie 

Of  rob'  and  eke  of  garment, 

It  is  thy  worfliip  for  to'  obaie  : 

For  many  a  fithe  faire  clothing 

Alio  to  you  it  longith  aie 

A  man  araendith  in  muchs  thinge. 

To  harpe  and  giterne,  daunce  and  plaic;. 
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For  IF  he  can  well  fote  and  daunce 

That  gifte  nought  to  praifm  is 

it  maie  him  gretely  doe  avaunce, 

That  a  man  gevith,mal  gre  his. 

Emong  eke  for  thy  ladie  fake 

Whan  thou  haft  yeven  thine  hert  (as  I 

^ongis  and  complaintes  that  thou  make, 

Have  faid  the  here  all  opinly) 

For  that  woll  mevin  in  her  herte 

Than  aventuris  fhuU  the  fall 

Whan  that  thei  redin  of  thy  fmerte  : 

Whiche  hard  and  hevy  ben  with  all ; 

Loke  that  no  man  for  fcarce  the  holde. 

For  ofte  whan  thou  bethinkeft  the 

For  that  maie  greve  the  manifolde  ; 

Of  thy  loving,  where  fo  thou  be, 

Refon  woll  Jhat  a  lovir  be 

Fro  folke  thou  muft  depart  in  hie. 

In  his  yeftis  more  large  and  fre 

That  none  perceive  thy  maladie, 

Than  chorles  that  ben  not  of  loving ; 

But  hide  thine  harme  thou  muft  alone 

For  who  therof  can  any  thing 

And  go  forth  fole  and  make  thy  mone. 

He  fiiall  be  lefe  aie  for  to  yeve. 

Thou  fhalt  no  while  be  in  0  ftate. 

In  londis  lore  who  fo  would  leve, 

But  whilom  colde  and  whilom  hate, 

For  he  that  through  a  fodain  fight. 

Now  red  as  rofe,  now  yelowe'  and  fade  : 

Or  for  a  killing  anon  right, 

Such  forow  I  trow  thou  ner  had ; 

Yave  whole  hie  herte  in  will  and  thought, 

Cotidien  nethe  quarteine 

And  to  himfclf  kepith  right  nought. 

It  is  not  half  fo  full  of  peine; 

Aftir  thisfwift  gift  'tis  but  reafon 

For  oftin  timis  it  ftial  fal 

He  give  his  godetoo  in  a  bandon. 

In  love,  amomg  thy  painis  al. 

That  thou  thy  felfm  all  wholly 

Foryettin  ftialt  fo  uttirly 

Now  woll  I  fliortly  here  reherce 

That  many  timis  thou  (halt  be 

Of  that  I  have  yfaied  in  verce  * 

Still  as  an  image  made  of  tre. 

Alle  the  fentence  by  and  by 

Domme  as  a  ftone,  without  ftering 

In  wordis  fewe  compendioully, 

Of  fote  or  honde,  without  fpeking. 

That  thou  the  bet  maieft  on  'hem  thinke 

And  than  fone  aftir  al  thy  paine 

Wher  fo  it  be  thou  wake  or  winke. 

To  memo'rie  ftialt  thou  come  againe, 

For  the  wordis  do  little  greve 

A  man  abaftiid  wondir  fore, 

A  man  to  kepe  whan  thei  be  breve. 

And  aftir  fighin  more  and  more  ; 

Who  fo  with  Love  woll  gon  or  ride 

For  wit  thou  wele  withoatin  wene 

He  mote  be  curteis,  voide  of  pride. 

In  fuche  a  ftate  ful  ofte  have  bene 

Merie,  and  full  of  jolite. 

That  have  the'  evill  of  love  affaide. 

And  of  largefTe  a  lolid  be. 

Where  thorough  thou  art  fo  difmaide. 

Firfl:  I  joigne  the  here  in  penaunce 

That  evir  without  repentaunce 

Thou  fet  thy  thcrught  in  thy  loving 

Aftir  a  thought  ftial  take  the  fo 

To  laft  withoutin  repenting, 

That  thy  love  is  to  feire  the  fro, 

And  think  upon  thy  mirthis  fwete 

Thou  fhalt  fa  (God)  what  may  this  be 

That  fliall  folue'  aftir  whan  ye  mete. 

That  I  ne  may  my  lady  fe  ? 

And  for  thou  true  to  Love  flialt  be 

Mine  hert  alone  is  to  her  go, 

J  will  and  eke  commaunde  the 

And  I  abide  al  fole  in  wo. 

That  in  one  place  thou  fet  all  whole 

Departid  fro  ..mine  owne  thought, 

Thine  herte,  withoutin  halfin  dole. 

And  with  mine  eyin  fe  right  nought. 

For  trecherie  and  fikirnefle, 

Alas !  mine  eien  l^ne  I  ne  may 

For  I  loved  nevir  doubleneffe. 

My  carefull  herte  to  convay  ; 

To  many'  his  herte  that  wqU  depart 

Mine  h^rt'is  guide  but  thei  be 

Everiche  fhall  have  but  little  part. 

I  praife  nothing  what  er  thei  fe ; 

But  of  him  drede  I  me  right  nought 

Shul  thei  abidin  than  ?  vvhy,  nay. 

That  in  one  place  fettith  his  thought ; 

But  gone  and  fe  without  delay 

Therefore  in  0  place  thou  it  fet. 

That  whiche  mine  hert  defirith  fo, 

And  let  it  nevir  thennis  flet. 

For  certainly  but  if  thei  go 

For  if  thou  ytveft  it  in  lening 

I  fole  my  felfe  I  may  well  holde 

I  holde  it  but  a  wretchid  thing; 

Whan  I  ne  fe  what  mine  hert  woldc 

Therfore  yevith  it  whole  and  quite. 

Wherfore  I  wol  gone  her  to  fene. 

And  thou  fhalt  have  the  more  merite  : 

Or  efid  Ihall  I  nevir  bene 

If  it  be  lent  than  aftir  fben 

But  that  I  have  fome  tokining. 

The  bounte  and  the  thanke  is  doen  ;     . 

Than  goft  thou  forth  without  dwelling 

But  in  love  a  fre  yevin  thing 

But  ofte  thou  faileft  of  thy  defire 

Requirith  a  grete  guerdoning. 

Er  thou  maijeft  come  her  any  nere, 

Yeve  it  in  yeft  all  quite  fully. 

And  waiftift  in  vaine  thy  pafTage  ; 

And  make  thy  gift  debonairly, 

Than  falift  thou  in  a  newe  rage ; 

For  men  that  yeft  holdin  more  dere 

For  want  of  fight  thou  ginnift  murne. 

That  ^evin  is  with  gladfome  chexe. 

And  homwarde  penfife  doft  returne.„ 
T  iJj 
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In  grete  mifchefe  than  flialt  thou  be, 
For  than  againe  fhal  come  to  the 
Sighis  and  plaintis,  with  newe  wo, 
That  no  itching  prickith  the  fo  ; 
Who  wote  it  nought  he  maie  go  lerc 
Of  them  that  huyin  love  fo  dere. 

No  thing  thine  hert  appefin  maie, 
That  oft  thou  wolt  gone  and  affaie 
]}f  thou  maift  fene  by  aventure 
Thy  liv'isjoye,  thine  hert'is  cure  ; 
So  that  by  grace  if  that  thou  might 
Aftaine  of  her  to  have  a  light 
Than  fhalt  thou  done  non  othirdedc 
But  with  that  fight  thine  eyin  fede. 
That  faire  frefhe  whan  thou  maift  fe 
Thine  hert  flial  fo  ravilhid  be 
That  ner  thou  woldeft  thy  thankis  letc, . 
Ne  remove  for  to  fe  that  fwete  : 
The  more  thou  feeft,  in  fothfaftneffe, 
The  more  thou  coviteft  that  fweteneffe ; 
The  more  thine  herte  brennith  in  fire 
The  more  thine  herte  is  in  defire. 
For  who  confidrith  every  dele, 
It  may  be  likened  wondir  wele 
The  paine  of  love  unto  a  fere. 
For  evirmore  thou  neighift  nere 
In  thought,  or  how  fo  that  it  be, 
(For  very  fothe  I  tel  it  the) 
The  hotter  evir  Ihalt  thou  brenne. 
As  experience  fliall  the  kenne  ; 
Where  fo  coniift  in  any  cofte 
Who  is  next  fire  he  brennith  mofle  : 
And  yet  forfothe  for  al  thine  hete, 
Though  thou  for  love  fvvelte  and  fwete, 
Ne  for  no  thing  thou  felin  may, 
Thou  flialt  not  wille  to  paffe  away ; 
And  though  thou  go,  yet  muft  the  nedc 
Thinkin  al  day  on  her  faire  hede 
Whom  thou  behelde  with  fo  gode  will. 
And  holde  thy  felfe  begilid  ill 
That  thou  ne  haddeft  none  hardiment 
To  fhewe  her  aught  of  thine  entent ; 
Thine  hert  ful  fore  thou  wolt  difpife. 
And  eke  repreve  of  cowardife, 
That  thou  fo  dull  in  every  thing 
Were  domme  for  drede  without  fpeking. 

Thou  Ihalt  eke  thinke  thou  diddeft  foly 
That  thou  were  her  fo  fafte  bie 
And  durfl  not  venture  the  to  fay 
Some  thing  er  that  thou  came  away, 
For  thou  haddift  no  more  wonne  . 
To  fpeke  of  her  whan  thou  begonne  ; 
But  yet  if  flie  would  for  thy  fake 
In  armis  godely  the  have  take. 
It  fliould  have  be  more  worthe  to  the 
Than  of  trefour  a  grete  plente. 

Thusflialtthoumorne  and  eke  complaine, 
And  get  enchefon  t'o  gon  againe 
Unto  thy  walkc  or  to  thy  place 
Where  thou  behelde  her  fleflily  face ; 
And  n'ere  for  falfe  fufpedion 
Thou  woldift  finde  occafion 
For  to  gone  in  unto  her  houfe  ; 
Thou  arne  than  fo  defirous 


A  fight  of  her  but  for  to  have, 

If  thou  thine  honour  mightift  favCj 

Or  any  erande  mightift  make, 

Thidir  for  thy  lov'is  fake, 

ful  faine  thou  woldift,  but  for  drede 

Thou  goeft  not,  left  that  men  take  hede  ; 

Wherfore  I  rede  in  thy  going. 

And  alfo'  in  thine  again  ^omming, 

Thou  be  wel  ware  that  6ien  ne  wit ; 

Fein^  the  othir  caufe  tl^an  it 

To  go  that  waie,  br  fafte  bie ; 

To  helin  wel  is  no  folic ; 

And  if  fo  be  it  happe  the 

That  thou  thy  love  there  maiftie  yfe. 

In  fikir  wife  thou  her  falewe, 

Wherwith  thy  coloure  woU  tranfmewe. 

And  eke  thy  bloud  ftial  al  to  quake. 

Thy  hewe  eke  chaungin  for  her  fake. 

But  worde  and  wit,  with  chere  ful  pale, 

Shul  want  for  to  tellin  thy  tale  ; 

And  if  thou  maift  fo  ferforth  winnc 

That  thou  to  refon  durft  beginne. 

And  woldift  faine  thre  thinges  or  mo. 

Thou  Ihalt  ful  fcarfly  faine  the  tv/o ; 

Though  thou  bethinke  the  ner  fo  welc 

Thou  flialt  foryetin  yet  fomdele. 


But  if  thou  dele  with  trechery. 
For  falfe  lovirs  mowe  all  ftdly 
Sain  what  'hem  luft  withoutin  dred, 
Thei  be  fo  double'  in  ther  falflied. 
For  thei  in  hert  can  thinke  o  thing 
And  faine  an  othre'  in  ther  fpeking  r 
And  whan  thy  fpeche  is  endid  all 
Right  thus  to  the  it  flial  befall ; 
If  any  worde  than  come  to  minde 
That  thou  to  fay  haft  left  behinde. 
Than  thou  flialt  brenne  in  grete  martire. 
For  thou  flialt  brenne  as  any  fire  : 
This  is  the  ftrife  and  eke  the'  affraie. 
And  the  batill,  that  laftith  aie  : 
This  bargaine  ende  may  nevir  take 
But  if  that  ftie  thy  pece  wil  make. 

And  whan  the  night  is  come  anon 
A  thoufande  angres  ftial  come  on  : 
To  bed  as  faft  thou  woite  the  dight, 
Where  thou  flialt  have  but  fmal  delight, 
For  whan  thou  weniil  for  to  flepe 
So  ful  of  paine  flialt  thou  crepe, 
Sterte  in  thy  bed  about  ful  wide, 
And  turne  ful  ofte  on  every  fide. 
Now  dounward  groufe,  and  now  upright, 
And  walow  in  wo  the  long  night ; 
Thine  armis  flialt  thou  fprede  abi-ede 
As  man  in  warre  were  forwerede ; 
Than  flial  the  come  a  remembraunce 
Of  her  fliap e  and  of  her  femblaunce, 
Wherto  none  othir  may  be  pere  : 
And  wete  thou  wel  withoutin  were 
That  the  flial  fe  fomtime  that  night 
That  thou  haft  her  that  is  fo  bright 
Nakid  bitwcne  thine  armis  there, 
Al  fothfaliinefie  as  though  it  were ; 
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'13*011  Ihaltinalie  caftels  than  in  Spaine, 

For  were  it  daye  I  would  up  rife :        '     ' 

And  dreme  of  joy  al  but  in  vaine, 

Ah  flow  ■  fonne !  fhewe  thine  enprife  ; 

And. the  dqlitiu  of  right  nought 

Spede  the  to  fprede  thy  bemis  bright, 

While  thou  fo  flombrift  in  that  thoiiglit 

And  chace  the  defkneffe  of  the  night, 

That  is  fo  fwete  and  delitahle. 

To  put  away  the  floundis  flrong 

Thewhichein  fothe  n'is  but  a  fabk. 

Whiche  in  me  laftin  al  to  long. 

for  it  ne  fliall  no  while  laft  : 

The  night  Ihalt  thou  continue  fo 

Than  (halt  thou  fighe  and  wepe  faft, 

Withoutin  reft,  in  paine  and  wo  ; 

And  fay,Dere-God!  what  thing  is  this? 

If  er  thou  knew  of  love  diftrefTe 

f  ■ 

,My  dreme  is  turnid  al  amis 

Thou  mowe  lerne  it  in  that  fikeneffe  j 

Whiche  was  ful  fwete  and  apparent, 

And  thus  enduring  (halt  thou  lie, 

But  now  I  wake  it  is  al  flient ; 

Andjife  on  morow  up  erly 

Kow  yede  this  mery  thought  away  ; 

Out  of  thy  bed,  and  harneis  the 

Twenty  timis  upon  a  day 

Er  evir  dawning  thou  maift  fe  : 

I  would  this  thought  would  come  againe. 

Al  privily  than  flialt  thou  gone. 

for  it  alegith  wel  jny  paine  ; 

What  wethre'  it  be,  thy  felfe  alone, 

It  maketh  me  ful  of  joyfull  thought ; 

For  reine  or  haiie,  for  fnowe  for  flete. 

It  fleeth  me  that  it  laftith  nought : 

Thidir  flie  dwelleth  that  is  fo  fwete. 

AhLorde  !  whi  n'il  ye  me  focoure^ 

The  whiche  maie  fal  a  flepe  be. 

The  joye  I  trowe  that  I  langoure, 

And  thinkith  but  lite  upon  the  : 

The  deth  I  would  me  flioulde  flo                               - 

Than  flialt  thou  go,  ful  foule  aferde. 

While  I  lie  in  ).^er  armis  two  : 

Loke  if  the  gate  be  unfperde. 

, 

Mine  harme  is  harde  withoutin  wene, 

And  waite  without  in  woe  and  palne^ 

My  gret  unefe  ful  ofte  I  mene. 

Full  ill  a  colde  in  winde  and  raine  : 
Than  flialt  thou  go  the  dore  before, 
If  thou  maifte  findin  any  ftiore. 

But  woulde  Love  do  fo  I  might 

Ox  hole,  or  refte,  what  ere  it  were  ; 

Have  fully  joye  of  her  fo  bright 

Than  flialt  thou  ftoupe  and  lay  to  ere 

My  paine  were  quitte  me  richily. 

If  they  within  a  flep^  be,  ' 

Alas !  to  gret  a  thing  aike  I  j 

I  mene  al  fave  thy  lady  fre. 

It  is  but  foly'  and  wrong  wening                , 

Whom  waking  if  thou  maifl  afpie 

To  alke  fo  outrageous  a  thing. 

Go  put  thy  felfe  in  jupardie, 

And  who  fo  afkith  folily 

To  aflcin  grace  and  the  bimene. 

He  mote  be  warnid  haliily  j 

That  {he  maie  wete  withoutin  wene 

And  I  ne  wote  what  I  may  fay, 

That  thou  all  night  no  re&  haft  had. 

I  am  fo  ferre  out  of  the  way, 

So  fore  for  her  thou  were  beftad. 

For  I  would  have  ful  grete  liking 

Women  wel  ought  pite  to  take 

And  ful  grete  joy  of  laffe  thing  ; 

Of  them  that  forowen  for  ther  fake  ; 

For  would  Ihe  of  her  gentilneffe 

And  loke  for  love  of  that  relike 

Withoutin  more  me  onis  kefle. 

That  thou  thinks  none  othir  like. 

It  were  to  me  a  grete  guerdon, 

For  whan  thou  haft  fo  gret  anney 

^elefe  of  all  my  palTion  : 

Shall  kiffe  the  er  thou  go  awcy, 

But  it  is  harde  to  come  therto ; 

And  hold  that  in  ful  grete  deinte  i 

Al  is  but  foly  that  I  do  j 

And  for  that  no  man  ihal  the  fe 

So  highe  I  have  mine  herte  fette 

Before  the  houfe  ne  in  the  way. 

Where  that  I  may  no  comfort  gette  t 

Loke  thou  be  gon  ag?,ine  er  day  : 

I  n'ote  wher  I  fay  well  or  nought. 

Suche  comming  and  fuche  going. 

But  this  I  wote  well  in  my  thought,                          ' 

Suche  hevineffe  and  fuche  walking. 

That  it  were  bette  of  her  alone 

Makith  lovirs  withoutin  wene 

Fo^r  to  ftintin  my  wo  and  mone  : 

Undir  ther  clothis  pale  and  lene. 

A  loke  on  her  }  cafl  godely 

Love  ne  leveth  coloure  ne  clereneffe  j 

Than  for  to  have  al  uttirly 

Who  lovith  trewe  hath  no  fatneffe. 

Of  an  othir  al  whole  the  play. 

I'hou  flialt  wel  by  thy  felfin  fe 

Ah  Lord !  where  I  flial  bide  the  day 

That  thou  muft  nedes  affavid  be. 

That  ere  Ihe  ftial  my  lady  be  ? 

For  men  that  fliape  'hem  othir  way 

He  is  ful  cured  that  may  her  fe. 

Falfely  ther  ladies  to  betray 

Ah  God !  whan  Ihal  the  dauning  fpringe  ? 

No  wondir  js  though  thei  be  fatte. 

To  liggin  thus  is  angry  thing; 

With  falfe  othis  ther  loves  thei  gatte, 

I  have  no  joy  thus  here  to  lie 

For  ofte  I  fe  fuch^  lofmgeours 

Whan  that  my  love  is  not  me  bie  : 

Fattir  than  abottes  or  priours. 

A  man  to  lien  hath  grete  difefe 

Yit  with  0  thing  IwoUe  the  charge. 

Which  maie  not  flepe  ne  reft  in  efe  : 

That  is  to  fay,  that  thou  be  large 

I  would  it  dawed  and  were  now  day. 

Unto  the  maide  that  her  doth  ferve ; 

4x4  that  the  night  were  >vent  away,          * 

So  beft  her  thanke  thou  flialte  deferve  { 

, 
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Yeve  her  geftis,  and  get  her  grace, 

■With  alle  this  yet  can  he  live. 

For  fo  thou  may  thanke  purchace, 

Gode  hope  fuche  comfort  hath  hip  yey&j 

'I'hat  Ihe  the  worthy  holde  and  fre. 

Whiche  makith  wene  that  he  fhal  be 

The  lady'  and  al  that  may  the  fe  : 

Relefed  and  come  to  liberte  :      . 

Alfo  her  fervauntes  worfliip  aie, 

In  Fortune  is  fully  his  truft 

And  plefin  as  muche  as  thou  maie ; 

Although  he  lie  in  flrawe  or  duft  ; 

Grete  gode  through  thepi  may  come  to  the, 

In  hope  is  al  his  fufljiining  ; 

Bicaufe  with  her  thei  ben  prive  ; 

So  fare  lovirs  in  ther  wenning 

Thei  fhal  her  tell  how  thei  the  fandc 

Whiche  L.ove  hath  fhitte  in  his  prifoun. 

Curteis  and  ^vife,  and  wel  doande, 

Gode  hope  is  ther  falvacioun ; 

And  fhe  flial  preife  the  wel  the  more  : 

Gode  hope  (how  fore  that  thei  fmerte) 

Loke  out  of  londe  thou  be  not  fore, 

Yevith  'hem  bothe  will  and  herte 

And  if  fuche  caufe  thou  have  that  the 

T'  olFre  ther  body  to  martyre, 

Behoveth  to  gone  out  of  countre, 

For  hope  fo  fore  doth  'hem  defire 

Leave  wholely  thine  hert  in  hoftage 

To  fuffre'  eche  harme  that  men  devif^ 

Til  thou  againe  make  thy  pafl'age  : 

For  joye  that  aftir warde  fhall  rife. 

Thinke  longe  to  fe  the  fwete  thing 

I'hat  hath  tfiine  hert  in  her  keping. 

Now  have  I  told  the  in  what  wife 

Hope  in  defire  catche  vifiory. 

A  lovir  ihal  do  me  feryice ; 

In  hope  of  Love'  is  al  the  glory,     i 

Do  it  than  if  that  thou  wolt  have 

For  hope  is  all  that  Love  maie  yeve  ; 

'fhe  mede  that  thou  doll  aftir  crave- 

N'ere  hope  there  fhould  no  lengir  live  : 

Bleffid  be  hope !  whiche  with  defire 

Avaunceth  lovirs  in  fuch  manire. 

^Vhan  Love  al  this  had  bodin  me 

Gode  hope  is  curteife  for  to  plefe. 

I  faid  him,  Sir,  how  may  it  be 

I'o  kepe  lovirs  from  all  difefe  : 

That  lovirs  may  in  fuche  manere 

Hope  kepeth  his  londe,  and  woll  abide 

Endure  the  paine  ye  have  faid  here  ? 

For  any  peril  maie  betide, 

J  marvaillin  me  wondir  fafle 

For  hope  to  lovirs,  as  mofl  chefc. 

How  any  man  may  live  or  lafte 

Doth  'hem  endurin  all  mifchefe  ; 

In  fuche  paine  and  in  fuch  brenning, 

Hope  is  ther  helpe  whan  miflir  is; 

in  forue'  and  thoiight,  and  fuche  fighingj 

And  I  fhal  yeve  the  eke  i-wis 

Aie  unrelefid  wo  to  jnake 

Thre  othir  thinges  that  gret  folace 

Wher  fo  it  be  thei  flepe  or  wake. 

Doth  to  them  that  be  in  my  lace. 

In  fuche  anoy  continuelly ; 

The  firft  gode  that  may  be  yfounde 

As  helpe  me  God  this  mervaile  I 

To  them  that  in  my  lace  be  bounde 

How  man,  but  he  were  made  of  flele. 

Is  fwete  thought,  for  to  recorde 

Might  live  a  monthe  fuch  paines  to  felco 

Thinge  wherwith  thpu  canfl  accords 

Befl  in  thine  herte,  whethir  fhe  be 

Thinking  in  abfence  gode  to  the. 

The  god  of  Love  than  faid  to  me. 

'Whan  any  lovir  doth  complaine. 

Frende,  by  the  feith  I  owe  to  the 

And  livith  in  diftreffe  and  paine. 

May  no  man  have  gode  but  he'  it  bie  : 

Than  fwete  thought  fhal  come  as  blive 

A  man  lovith  more  tendirlie 

Awaie  his  angre  for  to  drive  ; 

The  thing  that  he  hath  bought  moll  dere  ; 

It  makith  lovirs  have  remembraunce 

Por  wete  thou  well  withoutin  were 

Of  comforte  and  of  highe  plefaunce 

In  thanke  that  thing  is  takin  more 

That  hope  hath  hight  him  for  to  winne  5 

For  which  a  man  hath  fuffrid  fore  : 

For  thought  anone  than  fliall  beginne. 

Certis  no  wo  He  may  attaine 

As  ferre  God  wotp  as  he  can  finde. 

Unto  the  fore  of  lov'is  paine. 

To  make  a  miri;our  of  bis  minde. 

None  evil  therto  may  amopnte. 

For  to  beholde  he  wol  not  let. 

No  more  thaii  a  man  may  counte 

Her  perfon  he  fhal  force  him  fet. 

The  droppes  that  of  the  watir  bpj 

Her  laughing  eyen  perfaunt  and  clere. 

Far  drie  as  wel  the  grete  fe 

Her  fhape,  her  forme,  her  godely  chere. 

Thou  mightifl  as  the  harmis  tell 

Her  mouthej  that  is  fo  gracious. 

Of  all  them  that  with  Love  ydwell 

So  fwete,  and  eke  fo  favirous. 

In  fervice,  for  peine  them  fleeth. 

Of  al  hpr  fetirs  fhal  take  hede. 

And  that  eche  woulde  fie  the  deeth. 

His  eyen  with  all  her  limmis  fede. 

And  trewe  thei'  fliould  nevir  efcape. 

Thus  fwete  thinking  fhal  afwage 

Ne  were  that  hope  ycouth  'hem  make 

The  paine  of  lovirs  and  thet  rage ; 

Glad  as  a  man  in  prifon  fete 

Thy  joye  flial  double  without  gefle 

And  maie  riot  gettin  for  to  etc 

Whan  thou  thinkift  on  her  femelinelTe. 

But  barlie  bied  and  watir  pure. 

Or  of  her  laughing  or  her  chere,           "■ 

And  iietjj  in'  vermin  and  ordure  : 

That  to  th?  made  thy  lady  dere  : 

THE    ROMAlTNl 

'  OF    THE    ROSE.                                  apy 

•This  comfort  wol  I  that  thou  take. 

In  fikir  wife  ye  every  other 

JA-nd  if  the  neve  thou  vvolt  forfake, 

Shal  helpin  as  his  owne  brother 

\Vhiche  is  not  leffc  favirous, 

In  trouthe  withoutin  doublenefTe, 

Thou  fhouldeft.  not  ben  to  daungirous. 

And  kepin  <jlofe  in  fikirnefle  ; 
For  it  is  npble  thing  in  fay 
To  have  a  man  thou  darlte  fay 

The  fecond  fhal  be  fwete  fpeche, 

Thy  privy  counfaile  every  dele, 

That  hath  to  many  one  be  leche. 

For  that  well  comforte  the  right  wele  ; 

To  bring  'hem  out  of  wo  and  were, 

And  thou  fhalt  holde  the  wel  apaied 

And  helpe  many  a  bachilcre, 

Whan  fuche  a  frende  thou  haft  alTaied. 

And  many'  a  lady  fent  focour, 

That  had  ylovid  paramoure. 

Thorough  fpeking  (whan  thei  might  here) 

The  thirde  gode  of  grete  comfort, 

Of  their  lovirS  to  them  fo  dere  ; 

That  yevith  lovirs  mofl  difport. 

To  me  it  voidith  al  ther  fmerte 

Comith  of  fight  and  beholding'. 

The  whiche  is  clcfid  in  ther  herte  ; 

That  is  yclepid  Swete  Loking, 

In  hert  it  maketh  'hem  glad  and  light, 

The  whiche  may  none  efe  ydo 

Speche,  whan  thei  mowe  not  havin  fight ) 

Whan  thou  art  ferre  thy  lady  fro. 

And  therfore  nowe  it  cqmeth  to  minde 

M''herfore  thou  plefe  alway  to  be 

In  olde  dawis,  as  I  finde, 

In  place  where  thou  maift  her  fe. 

That  clerkis  written  that  her  knewe 

For  it  is  thipg  moft  amirous 

There  was  a  lady  frefhe  of  hewe 

Mofte  delitable'  and  favirous. 

Whiche  of  her  love  madin  a  fong, 

For  to  affwage  a  mann'is  forow 

On  him  for  to  remembre'  among, 

To  fene  his  lady  by  the  morow  ; 

In  whiche  fhe  faid,  Whan  that  I  here 

For  it  is  a  ful  noble  thing 

Spekin  of  him  that  is  fo  dere 

Whan  that  thine  eyin  have  meting 

To  me  it  voidith  alle  fmerte ; 

With  that  relike  fo  precious 

Iwis  he  fittith  fo  nere  myn  herte, 

Whereof  thei  be  fo  defirous^ 

To  fpek  of  him  at  eve  or  morowe 

But  al  dale  aftir  fothe  it  is 

It  curith  me  of  al  my  forowe  ; 

Thei  have  no  drede  to  faren  amis ; 

To  me  is  none  fo  high  plefaunce 

Thei  dredin  neither  winde  ne  raine, 

As  of  his  perfon  daliaunce. 

Ne  non  othir  manir  of  paine  ; 

She  will  ful  wel^  that  fwete  fpeking 

For  whan  thine  eyen  were  thus  in  blifle 

Comfortith  in  ful  mpchil  thing ; 

Yet  of  ther  curtifie  iwife 

Her  love  fhe  had  full  well  affaide. 

Alone  thei  can  not  have  ther  joye. 

Of  him  flie  was  ful  wel  apaide ; 

But  to  the  herte  thei  convoye 

To  fpeke  of  him  her  joye  was  fet  : 

Parte  of  ther  bliffe,  to  him  thou  fende 

Therefore  I  rede  the  that  thou  get 

Of  all  this  harme  to  make  amende. 

A  felowe  that  can  wel  concele 

The  eye  is  a  gode  meffangere. 

And  kepe  thy   counfaile,  and  welle  hele. 

Which  can  to  the'  hert  in  fuch  manere 

To  whom  go  fhewe  wholly  thine  herte, 

Tidingls  fende,  that  he  hath  fene 

Both  wele  and  woe,  and  joye  and  fmerte  ; 

To  voide  him  of  his  painis  clene. 

To  get  comforte  to  him  thou  go, 

Wherof  the  hert  rejoyfith  fo 

And  privily  bitwene  you  two 

That  a  grete  partie  of  his  wo 

Ye  flial  fpeke  of  that  godely  thing 

Is  voided,  and  put  away  to  flight  j 

That  hath  thine  hert  in  her  keping. 

Right  as  the  derkeneffe  of  the  night 

Of  her  beaute  and  her  femblaunce. 

Is  chafed  with  clereneffe  of  the  mone, 

And  of  her  godely  continuance  ; 

Right  fo  is  al  his  wo  ful  fone 

Of  al  thy  ftate  thou  flialt  him  faie. 

Devoidid  clene  whan  that  the  fight 

And  afke  him  counfaile  how  thow  male 

Behoidin  may  t:hat;  frefhe  wight 

^0  any  thing  that  maie  her  plefe, 
For  it  to  the  fhal  do  gret  efe, 

Whiche  that  the  hert  defirith  fo. 

That  al  his  derkeneffe  is  ago. 

That  he  maie  wete  thou  trufl  him  fo 

For  than  the  herte  is  all  at  efe 

Both  of  thy  wele  and  of  thy  wo ; 

When  thei  fene  that  that  maie 'hem  plefe. 

And  if  his  herte  to  love  be  fette 

Now  have  I  declared  the  al  out 

His  companie  is  moche  the  bette, 

Of  that  thou  were  in  drede  and  doute. 

For  refon  wgl  he  fhewe  to  the 

For  I  have  tolde  the  faithfully 

Al  uttirly  his  privite. 

What  the  may  curin  uttirly. 

And  what  fhe  is  he  lovith  fo 

And  all  lovirs  that  woUin  be 

To  the  plainly  he  Ihal  undo, 

Faithful  and  of  llabilite ; 

Witboutin  drede  of  any  fhame 

Gode  Hope  alway  kepe  by  thy  fide. 

Both  tell  her  renome  and  her  name ; 

And  Swete  Thought  make  eke  abide. 

Than  fhall  he  forthir  ferre  and  nere, 

Swete  Loking  and  Swete  Speche, 

And  namely  to  thy  lad.y  dere 

Of  al  thine  haroies  thei  ftial  be  kt|i(? ; 
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Of  bale  thou  flialt  have  grete  plcfaunce 

Wherof  encombrid  was  the  haie ; 

Yf  thou  canft  bide  in  fuffiraunce, 

I  was  well  plefed;  the  fothe  to  faie, 

And  fervin  wele  without  fcintife; 

To  fe  the  bothum  faire  and  fote 

Thou  fhalt  be  quite  of  thine  emprifc 

So  frelhe  yfprung  oute  of  the  rote. 

With  more  guerdoun  if  that  thou  live, 

But  al  this  time  this  I  the  yeve. 

And  Bialacoil  me  fervid  wele 
Whan  I  fo  nigh  me  mightin  fele 

The  god  of  Love,  whan  al  the  day 

Of  the  bothum  the  fwete  odoure. 

He'  had  taught  me  as  ye  have  herd  fay. 

And  fo  lufly  hewed  of  coloure  ; 

And  enformid  compendioufly, 

But  than  a  chorle,  foule  him  betide  I 

He  vanifhed  al  fodainly. 

Befide  the  rofis  gan  him  hide, 

And  I  alone  ylefte  al  fole, 

To  kepe  the  rofis  of  that  rofere, 

So  full  of  complaint  and  of  dole. 

Of  whom  the  name  was  Daungere. 

For  I  favve  no  man  there  me  by. 

This  chorle  Avas  hid  there  in  the  greves. 

My  woundcs  me  grevid  wondirDy ; 

Ycovirid  with  graffe  and  leves, 

Me  for  to  cure  nothing  I  knewe 

To  fpie  and  takg  whom  that  he  fondc 

Save  the  botlium  fo  bright  of  hewe, 

Unto  that  rofir  put  an  honde. 

Wheron  was  fette  wholly  my  thought  ; 

He  was  not  fole,  for  there  was  mo. 

Of  othir  comforte  knewe  I  nought. 

For  with  him  werin  othir  two 

But  it  were  through  the  god  of  Love ; 

Of  wickid  nianirs  and  ill  fame ; 

I  knew  nat  elfe  to  my  behove 

That  one  was  clepid  by  his  name 

That  might  me  efe  or  comfort  gette 

Wickid  Tonge,  God  yeve  him  forowe  I 

But  if  he  would  him  entermette. 

For  neither  at  eve  ne  at  morowe 

The  rofir  was  withoutin  doute 

He  can  of  no  man  gode  yfpeke ; 

Yclofid  with  an  hedge  without. 

On  many'  a  jufle  man  doth  he  wreke. 

As  ye  to  forne  have  herde  me  faine. 

There  was  a  woman  that  eke  hight 

And  fail  I  befied  and  would  faine 

Shame,  that  who  can  rekin  right 

Have  paflid  the  hay,  if  I  might 

Trefpace  ywasher  fathir's  name. 

Have  gettin  in  by  any  Height, 

Her  mothir  Refon  ;  thus  was  Shame 

To  the  bothum  fo  faire  to  fe. 

Ybrought  forth  of  thefe  ilke  two. 

But  evir  I  dradde  blamed  to  be 

And  yet  had  Trefpace  nere  adoe 

Yf  men  would  have  fufpedtion 

With  Refon,  ne  nere  leie  her  by. 

That  I  would  of  entencion 

He  was  hidous  and  fo  ugly ; 

Have  ftole  the  rofis  that  there  were. 

I  mene  this,  that  Trefpace'hight, 

Therefore  to  entre'  I  was  in  fere ; 

But  Refon  conceveth  of  a  fight 

But  at  the  lafte,  as  I  bethought 

That  Shame  of  which  I  fpake  aforne  : 

Whethir  I  fliuld?  paffe  or  nought, 

And  whan  that  Shame  was  thus  yborne 

1  fawe  come,  with  a  gladde  chere. 

It  was  ordained  that  Chaftite 

To  me  a  lufty  bachilere 

Should  of  the  rofir  lady  be, 

Of  gode  flature  and  of  gode  height, 

Whiche  of  the  bothums  more  and  las 

And  Bialacoil  forfoth  he  height ; 

With  fondrie  folke  affailid  was, 

Sonne  he  was  to  Curtifie, 

That  fhe  ne  wiftc  what  to  doe. 

And  he  me  grauntid  ful  gladlie 

For  Venus  her  affailith  fo 

The  paffage  of  the  uttir  hay. 

That  night  and  dale  fro  her  Ihc  flail ' 

And  faide.  Sir,  how  that  ye  may 

Bothoms  and  rofis  ovir  all : 

Paffe,  if  that  it  your  wille  ybe. 

To  Refon  than  praieth  Chaflite, 

The  freflie  rofir  for  lo  fe, 

Whom  Venus  hath  flemed  ore  the  fe. 

And  ye  the  fyvete  favour  fele, 

That  flie  her  doughter  would  her  lenc 

Your  warrant  I  may  be  right  welej 

To  kepe  the  rofir  f;<?!he  and  grene. 

So  thou  the  kepin  fro  folic 

Anon  Refon  to  Chafl:ite 

• 

Shal  no  man  do  the  vilanie ; 

Is  fully'  affentid  that  it  be, 

Yf  I  mai  helpin  you  in  ought 

And  grauntid  her  at  her  requeft 

I  Ihall  not  faine,  dredith  right  nought, 

That  Shame,  bicaufe  fhe  is  honeft, 

For  I  am  bounde  to  your  fervice 

Shall  kepir  of  the  rofir  be  ; 

Fully  devoidc  of  all  feintife. 

And  thus  to  kepe  it  there  were  thrc. 

Than  unto  Bialacoil  faide  I, 

That  none  fhould  hardie  be  ne  bolde' 

I  thank  you,  Sir,  ful  hertily, 

(Were  he  youge  or  were  he  olde) 

And  your  beheft  I  take  at  gre 

Again  her  \vill  awaie  to  here 

That  ye  fo  godely  profir  me  ; 

Bothoms  np  rofis  that  there  were. 

To  you  it  Cometh  of  grete  fraunchif 

I  had  well  fped  had  I  nat  ben 

That  ye  me  profir  your  fervife. 

Awaitid  with  thefe  thre  and  fene, 

Than  aftir  ful  delivirly 

For  Bialacoil,  that  was  fo  faire, 

Through  the  brcris  ansne  wen  1 1 

So  gracious  and  debonaire, 

THE    ROMAUNT 

<^Utc  him  to  me  ful  ciirtifly, 
And  me  to  plcfin  badde  that  I 
Should  drawe  to  the  bothom  nere  ; 
Frefe  in  to  touchin  the  rofere 
W'hiche  bare  the  rofc  he  yafe  me  leve ; 
This  graunt  ne  might  but  litill  greve ; 
And  for  he  fawe  it  likid  me 
Right  nigh  the  bothom  pullid  he 
A  lefe  all  grene,  and  yave  me  that, 
The  whiche  full  nigh  the  bothom  fat : 
I  madin  of  that  lefe  full  queint. 
And  whan  I  felt  I  was  aqueinte 
With  Bialacoil,  and  fo  privc, 
1  wende  all  my  -will  had  ybe, 
Than  wext  I  hardie  for  to  tell 
To  Bialacoil  how  me  befell 
Of  Love  that  toke  and  woundid  me. 
And  fayid,  Sir,  fo  mote  I  the, 
1  maie  no  joie  have  in  no  wife 
Upon  no  fide,  but  it  arife 
For  fithe  (if  I  Ihall  not  faine) 
In  herte  1  have  had  fo  grete  paine, 
So  grete  anoie,  and  foche  aifraie. 
That  I  ne  wotte  what  T  faall  faie  ; 
I  drede  your  wrothe  to  deferve  ; 
Levir  me  were  that  knivis  kerve 
My  bodie  Ihould  in  pecis  fmall 
Than  in  any  wife  it  fhould  fall 
That  ye  wrothid  fhould  ben  with  me, 

Saie  boldily  thy  will,  (quod  he) 
I  n'ill  be  wrothe,  if  that  I  maie, 
For  nought  that  thou  fhalt  to  me  faie. 


Than  faled  I,  Sir,  not  you  difplefe ' 

To  knowin  of  my  grete  unefe. 

In  which  only  Love  hath  me  brought. 

For  painis  grete,  difefe,  and  thought, 

Fro  daie  to  dale  it  doeth  me  drie ; 

Suppofith  not.  Sir,  that  I  lie  ; 

In  me  five  woundis  did  he  make. 

The  fore  of  whiche  fliall  nevir  flake 

But  ye  the  bothom  graunte  me 

Whiche  is  moft  pauffaunt  of  beaute. 

My  life,  my  deth,  and  my  martyre, 

And  trefour  that  I  mofte  defire. 

Than  Bialacoil,  affrayid  all, 

Sayid,  Sir,  it  made  not  befall 

That  ye  defire  ;  it  maie  not  rife; 

What !  would  ye  ftiende  me  in  this  wife  i 

A  mokill  fole  than  I  were 

If  1  fuffrid  you'  awaie  to  here 

The  frefhe  bothpm  fo  faire  of  light, 

For  it  were  neithir  fkill  ne  right 

Of  the  rofir  ye  broke  the  rinde, 

Or  take  the  Rofe  aforne  his  kinde : 

Ye  are  not  curteis  to  alke  it ; 

Let  it  ftill  on  the  rofir  fit ; 

Let  it  growG  till  it*  amendid  be, 

And  perfitly  come  to  beaute  ; 

I  n'olde  not  that  it  pullid  were 

Fro  the  rofir  that  doth  it  here. 

To  me  it  is  fo  lefe  and  dere. 

With  that  anoK  flejrt  out  Pauceerc 
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Out  of  the  place  where  he  was  hiddc  ; 
His  malice  in  his  chere  was  kidde  : 
Full  grete  he  was,  and  blacke  of  hewe, 
Sturdie  and  hidous,  who  fo'  him  knewe  ; 
Like  ftiarpe  urchons  his  here  was  growe, 
His  eyes  ved-fparcling  as  fire  glowe  j 
His  nofe  frouncid  full  kirkid  ftode  ; 
He  come  criande  as  he  were  wode. 
And  faied,  Bialacoil,  tel  me  why 
Thou  bringift  liidir  fo  boldely 
Him  that  fo  nigh  to  the  rofere  ? 
Thou  worchift  in  a  wrong  manere; 
He  thinkith  to  diflionour  the ; 
Thou  art  well  worthy  to  'have  malgre 
To  let  him  of  the  rofere  witte  : 
Who  fervith  Fellone  is  ill  quitte.  * 

Thou  woldift  have  doen  grete  bounte, 
And  he  with  fbame  wouldjq'aite  the. 
Flie  hens,  felowe  ;;J:6fd'e  the  go; 
It  wantith  lite  he  v/ol  the  flo. 
For  Bialacoil  ne  knewe  the  nought 
Whan  the  to  ferve  h-e  let  his  thought, 
For  thou  wolt  Ihame  him  if  thou  might 
Bothe  again  refon  and  'gainft  right  : 
I  woU  no  more  in  the  aflie 
That  comefl  fo  flightly  for  t'  efpie, 
For  it  provith  wondirly  wele 
Thy  fl  eight  and  trefon  ev^ry  dele, 

I  durft  no  more  make  there  abode 
For  the  chorle,  he  was  fo  wode  : 
So  gan  he  threttin  and  manace. 
And  through  the  haie  he  did  me  ehate, 
For  fere  of  him  I  trembled  and  quoke, 
So  chorlilhely  his  hedde  he  Ihoke, 
And  faied.  If  eft  he  might  me  take 
I  fhould  nat  from  his  hondis  fcape. 
Than  Bialacoil  is  fled  and  mate. 
And  I  all  fole  difconfolate 
Was  left  alone  in  pain  and  thought ; 
Fro  fhame  to  deth  I  was  nigh  bi  ought  : 
Than  thought  I  on  my  high  folie. 
How  that  my  bodie  uttirlie 
Was  yeve  to  paine  and  to  martire. 
And  therto  had  I  fo  grete  ire. 
That  I  ne  durft  the  hayis  pafTe  ; 
There  was  no  hope,  there  was  no  grace  r 
I  trowe  nevir  man  wifte  of  pain 
But  he  were  laced  in  Lov'is  chain, 
Ne  no  man  will,  (and  foth  it  is) 
But  if  he  love,  what  angir  is. 
Love  holdeth  his  hefte  to  me  right  wele  j 
Whan  pain  (he  fayid)  I  fhould  fele 
No  herte  maie  thinke  no  tonge  fam 
A  quartir  of  my  wo  and  pain  ; 
I  might  not  with  the  angir  lafi; 
Mine  herte  in  poind  was  for  to  braft 
Whan  I  thought  on  the  Rofe,  that  fo 
Was  thorough  Daungir  cafl:  me  fro, 
A  long  while  ftode  I  in  that  ftate. 
Till  that  me  fawe  fo  madde  and  mate 
The  ladie  of  the  highe  ward, 
Whiche  from  her  toure  lokid  thidirward. 

Refon  men  clepin  that  lady, 

Whiche  from  her  toure  deljvirjy 


'^99 


• 

'BOO                                  THE     ROMAUNT    OF    THE     ROSE. 

Came  doime  to  me  withoutin  more; 

A'f  Wickid  Tong  is  with  thefe  two. 

But  file  was  neither  yong  ne  here, 

That  fuffrith  no  man  thidir  go, 

Ne  high  ne  lowe,  ne  fatt-s  ue  lene, 

For  er  a  thing  be  doe  he  fhall. 

But  beft,  as  it  were  in  a  mene  : 

Where  that  he  comith  ovir  all,, 

Htr  eyip  two  were  clere  and  light 

In  fourtie  placis,  if  it  be  fought. 

As  a  candill  that  brennith  bright ; 

Sale  thing.that  nere  was  don  ne  wroughts 

And  on  hei  hedde  flie  had  a  croune ; 

So  raoche  traifon  is  in  his  male. 

Her  femid  well  an  high  perfoune, 

Of  falfeneffe  for  to  faine  a  tale. 

For  round  environ  her  crounet 

Thou  deleft  with  angrie  folke  i-wis. 

Was  full  of  riche  ftonis  afret; 

Wherefore  to  the  bettir  is 

Her  godely  femblaunt  by  devife 

From  thefe  folkis  awaie  to  fare. 

1  trowe  was  made  in  Paradife, 

For  thei  woll  make  the  live  in  care ; 

For  Nature  had  nevir  foche  grace 

This  is  the  ill  that  Love  thei  call. 

'     To  forge  a  worke  of  foche  compacc ; 

Wherein  there  is  but  folie  all. 

For  certain,  but  if  the'  lettir  lit, 

For  love  is  folie  every  dell ; 

Grete  God  himftlf,  that  is  fo  hie, 

Who  loveth  in  no  wife  maie  doe  well. 

P'ormid  her  aftir  his  image. 

Ne  fet  his  thought  on  no  gode  werke ; 

And  yafe  her  fithe  f(!«;be<-avauntage 

His  fchole  he  lefeth  if  he  be  clerke. 

That  flie  hath  might  aniS>feiiuorie 
To  kepe  men  from  all  folic  :'^-^        y 

Or  othir  craft  if  that  he  be 

He  fhall  not  thrive  therein,  for  he 

Who  fo  woU  trowe  wele  her  lore 

In  love  fhal  have  more  paffioun 

Ne  maie  ofFendin  nevirmore. 

Than  monke,  or  hermite,  or  chanoun. 

And  w;hile  I  ftode  thus  derke  and  pale 

This  pain  is  herd  out  of  mefure  ; 

Refon  began  to  me  her  tale  ; 

The  joie  maie  no  while  endure  ; 

She  faied,  Al  hailc,  my  fwete  frende ! 

And  eke  in  the  pofieffion 

Foiie  and  chiVlhod  woll  the  fhende, 

Is  mochil  tribulacioun  ; 

Whiche  the  have  put  in  grete  afraie  ; 

The  joie  it  is  fo  fhort  lafting. 

Thou  haft  bought  dere  the  time  oF  Maie, 

And  but  in  hape  is  the  getting  ; 

That  made  thin  herte  merie  to  be  ; 

I  fe  there  many  in  travaile 

In  evill  time  thou  wenteft  to  fe 

That  at  the  laft  fliall  fouly  faile ; 

The  gardin  whereof  Idilneffe 

I  was  nothing  thy  counfailer. 

Ybare  the  keie  and  was  rfiaiftrefle. 

Whan  thou  were  made  the  homager 

Whan  that  thou  yedift  in  the  daunce 

Of  god  of  Love  to  haftily. 

With  her,  and  haddin  acquaintaunce; 

Where  was  np  wifedome  but  folie  ; 

Hsr  acquaintaunce  is  perillous. 

Thine  harte  was  jolie  but  not  fage 

Firft  foft,  and  aftir  full  noio^s; 

Whan  thou  were  brought  in  foche  a  rage 

She  hath  the  trafhid  without  wene ; 

To  yelde  the  up  fo  redily 

The  god  of  Love  had  the  nat  fene. 

To  Love  of  his  grete  maiftiry. 

Ne  had  Idilneffe  the  conveide 

Within  thevergewhere  Mirthe  himpleide; 

I£  Folie  have  furprifid  the 

I  rede  the  Love  awaie  to  drive. 

Doe  fo  that  it  recovered  be. 

That  maketh  the  reche  not  of  thy  live  ; 

And  be  well  ware  to  take  no  more 

The  folie  more  fro  dai  to  dale 

Counfaile  that  grevith  aftir  fore  : 

Shall  growe  but  thou  it  put  awaie  ; 

He'  is  wife  that  woll  himfelf  chaftife. 

Take  with  thy  tethe  the  bridill  fafte 

Though  a  yong  man  in  any  wife 

To  daunt  thy  herte,  and  eke  the  cafte. 

Trefpaffe  emong  end  doe  folie. 

If  that  thou  maieft ,  to  get  defence 

Let  him  nat  d;velle,  but  haflilie 

For  to  redreffe  thy  firft  offence  ; 

Let  him  amende  what  fo  be  mis ; 

Who  fo  his  herte  alwaie  woll  leve 

And  eke  I  counfaile  the  i-wis 

Shall  finde  emong  that  fhall  him  greve. 

The  god  of  Love  wholly  foryete, 

Whan  I  her  herd  thus  me  chaftife 

That  hath  the  in  foche  pain  yfete. 

I  anfwerde  in  full  angrie  wife. 

And  the  in  herte  tourmentid  fo  ; 

I  prayid  her  ceffe  of  her  fpeche 

I  can  not  fene  how  thou  maieft  go 

Eithir  to  chaftife  me  or  teche. 

Othir  waies  the  to  garifoun. 

To  bidde  me  my  thought  refrein. 

For  Daungere,  that  is  fo  feloun, 

Whiche  Love  Jiath  caught  in  his  demeb  : 

Fellie  purpofeth  the  to  werreie, 

What  wenin  ye  Love  woll  confent 

Whiche  is  fulle  cruill,  fothe  to  feie. 

(That  me  affeyith  with  bowe  bent) 

To  drawe  mine  herte  out  of  his  honde. 

Whiche  is  fo  quickly  in  his  bonde  i 

And  yet  of  Daungere  cometh  no  blame  j 

That  ye  counfaile  maie  nevir  be. 

Iti  reward  of  my  daughtir  Shame, 

For  whan  he  firft  areftid  me 

Whiche  hath  the  rofis  in  her  warde, 

He  toke  mine  herte  fo  fore  him  till 

As  ftie  that  maie  be  no  mufarde, 

That  it  is  nothing  at  my  will  j 
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Me  taught  it  fo  him  for  to'  obeie 

Of  herte  praie  him  fpecialiy 

That  he  it  fparrid  with  a  keie. 

Of  thy  trcfpace  to  have  mercie, 

I  praie  you  let  me  be  all  flill, 

And  hotia  him  well  here  to  plefe. 

per  ye  male  well,  if  that  ye  will. 

That  thou  Ihalt  ner  more  him  difplefe  : 

Your  wordis  wafte  in  idilneiTe, 

Who  can  bell  ferve  of  flatiry 

For  uttirly,  withoutin  gefle. 

Shall  plefe  Daungir  moft  uttirly. 

All  that  ye  faine  is  but  in  vain  ; 

My  frende  hath  faied  to  me  fo  wele 

Me  were  levir  die  in  the  pain 

That  he  me  efid  hath  fomedele. 

Than  Love  to  meward  ffiould  arette, 

And  eke  allegged  of  my  tourment. 

1 

f  alihede  or  trefon  on  me  fette  : 

For  through  him  had  I  hardiment 

I  woll  me  gettin  pris  or  blame, 

Again  to  Daungir  for  to  go. 

And  love  true  for  to  fave  ray  name  : 

To  preve  if  I  might  make  him  fo. 

"Who  me  chaftifith  I  him  hate. 

With  that  worde  Refon  went  her  gate, 

Whan  fhe  fawe  for  no  fermoning 

To  Daungir  cafti  I  all  afhanjed. 

She  might  me  fro  my  folie  bring  : 

The  whiche  aforne  me  had  ybiamed. 

Than  difmayid  I  left  all  fole. 

Defiring  for  t'  apefe  my  wo. 

For-werie,  for-wandred,  as  a  fole. 

But  over  hedge  durfl  I  nat  go. 

For  I  ne  knewe  no  cherifaunce  : 

For  he  forbode  me  the  paffage  : 

Than  fell  into  my  remembraunce 

I  founde  him  cruill  in  his  rage. 

How  Love  ybadde  me  to  purveie 

And  in  his  honde  a  grete  bourdoun  : 

A  felawe  to  whom  I  might  feie 

To  him  1  knelid  lowe  adoun, 

My  counfaile  and  my  privite, 

Full  meke  of  port  and  fimple'  of  chere. 

For  that  fhould  moche  availin  me. 

And  faied.  Sir,  I  am  comin  here 

With  that  bethought  I  me  that  I 

Only  to  alk  of  you  mercie ; 

Yhad  a  felaw  fafte  by 

It  grevith  me  full  gretily 

True  and  fikir,  curteis  and  hende, 

That  evir  I  liave  wrathid  you. 

And  he  called  was  by  name  a  Frende ;. 

But  for  to'  amende  I  am  come  now. 

A  truer  Felawe  was  no  where  none. 

With  all  my  might  bothe  loude  and  flill 

- 

In  hafte  to  him  I  went  anone, 

To  doin  right  at  your  own  will, 

And  to  him  all  my  wo  I  told. 

For  Love  madin  me  for  to  do 

Fro  him  right  nought  I  would  withold, 

That  I  have  trefpaffed  hidirto. 

I  tolde  him  all  withoutin  were, 

Fro  whome  I  ne  male  drawe  mine  herte, 

And  made  my  compleint  on  Daungere, 

Yet  fhall  I  nere  for  joie  ne  fmerte 

How  for  to  feie  he  was  hidous. 

(What  fo  befall  me,  gode  or  ill) 

And  to  meward  contrarious. 

OfFendin  more  again  your  will ; 

The  which*  through  his  cruilte 

Levir  I  have  endure  difefe 

Was  in  poind  to  have  meimid  me. 

Than  doe  that  whiche  Ihould  you  difplefe. 

With  Bialacoil  whan  he  me  fere 

Within  the  gardin  walke  and  pleie 

Fro  me  he  made  him  for  to  go. 

I  you  require  and  praie  that  ye 

And  I  be  left  alone  in  wc^; 

Of  me  have  mercie  and  pite. 

I  durft  no  lengir  with  him  fpeke. 

To  flint  your  ire  that  grevith  fo. 

For  Daungir  faied  he  would  be  wrefee 

That  I  woll  fwere  for  evirmo 

Whan  that  he  fawe  how  that  I  went 

To  be  redrefled  at  your  liking 

The  frelhe  bothom  for  to  hent. 

If  I  trefpace  in  any  thing. 

If  I  were  bardie  to  come  nere 

Save  that  (I  praie  the)  graunte  me 

Bitwene  the  haie  and  the  rofere. 

A  thing  that  male  nat  warnid  be. 

This  frende,  whan  he  wift  of  my  thought. 

That  I  male  love  all  onity. 

He  difcomfortid  me  right  nought ! 

None  othir  thing  of  you  alke  I ; 

But  faied,  Felawe,  be  nat  fo  madde. 

I  fhall  doin  all  wele  i-wis. 

Ne  fo  abafhid  nor  beftadde  ; 

If  of  your  grace  you  graunt  me  this. 

My  felfe  I  knowe  fujl  well  Daungere, 

And  that  ye  maie  nat  lettin  me. 

And  how  that  he  is  fiers  of  chere. 

For  well  wote  ye  that  love  is  fre. 

At  prime  temps.  Love  to  manace ; 

And  I    fhall  loven  foche  that  I  will, 

Full  oft  I  have  ben  in  his  cafe  } 

Who  evir  like  it  well  or  ill. 

A  felon  firfl  though  that  he  be, 

And  yet  ne  would  I  for  all  Fraunce 

Aftir  thou  flialt  him  fouple  fe  : 

Doe  thing  to  doe  you  difplefaunce. 

Of  long  paflid  I  knewe  him  wele  ; 

Than  Daungir  fill  in  his  entent 

' 

Ungodelie  firfl:  though  men  him  feic 

For  to  foryeve  his  male  talent,. 

He  woll  meke  aftre'  in  his  bering 

But  all  his  wrathe  yet  at  the  lall 

Ben  for  fervice  and  obeifing  : 

He  hath  relefed,  I  praied  fo  fafl. 

I  fliall  the  tell  what  thou  flialt  doo  -^ 

Shortly,  (he  fayid)  thy  requcIL 

Mckely  I  rede  thou  go  him  to^ 

Is  nat  to  mokiil  diflionell, 
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Ne  I  woll  nat  wernin  it  the, 

And  helpe  me  in  worde  and  in  deJc, 

Por  yet  notJiing  engrevith  me  ; 

For  weli  thei  fawe  that  it  was  nede. 

' 

For  though  thou  love  thus  evirmore 

Firft  of  her  grace  Dame  Fraunchife 

To  me  is  neithir  foft  ne  fore  : 

Ytakin  hath  of  this  emprife  ; 

Love  where  the  lift,  what  rechith  me  ? 

She  faied  Daungir,  grete  wrong  ye  doc 

So  ferre  thou  fro  my  rofis  be ; 

To  worch  this  man  fo  mochil  woe, 

Truft  not  on  me  for  none  affaie 

Or  pinin  him  fo  angirlie. 

In  any  time  to  pafle  the  haie. 

It  is  to  you  grete  vilanie  ; 

Thus  hath  he  grauntid  my  praiere  : 

I  can  not  fe  ne  why  ne  how 

Than  went  I  forthe  withoutin  were 

That  he  hath  trefpaffed  again  you, 

Unto  my  frende,  and  told  him  all 

Save  that  he  loveth,  wherefore  ye  {hold 

Whiche  was  right  j'oifuU  of  my  talc. 

The  more  in  charite'  of  him  hold  : 

(He  faied)  Now  goeth  well  thine  aifaire, 

The  force  of  Love  maketh  him  do  this  ; 

He  fnall  to  the  be  debonaire  ; 

Who  would  him  blame  he  did  amis  : 

Though  he  aforne  was  difpitous 

He  levith  more  than  he  male  doe; 

He  fliall  hereaftir  be  gracious  ; 

His  pain  is  harde  ye  male  fe  lo  ! 

If  he  were  touched  on  fome  gode  vein 

And  Love  in  no  wife  would  confent 

He  Ihould  yet  rewin  on  thy  pein  : 

That  he  have  powir  to  repent, 

Suffir,  I  rede,  and  no  bofte  make 

For  though  that  quicke  ye  would  him  fl» 

Till  thou  at  gode  mes  maieft  him  take. 

Fro  Love  his  herte  ne  maie  nat  go. 

By  fuffraunce  and  by  wordis  foft 

Now,  fwet'i  Sir,  it  is  your  efe 

A  man  male  ovircomin  oft 

Him  for  to  angir  or  difefe. 

Him  that  aforne  he  had  in  di  ?de, 

Alas  !  what  may  it  you  avaunce 

In  bokis  fothly  as  T  rede. 

To  doen  to  him  fo  grete  grevaimce  ? 

1                 Thus  hath  my  frende  with  grete  comfort 

What  worfliip  is'  it  again  him  take, 

Avauncid  me  with  high  difport, 

Or  on  your  man  a  werre  make. 

Whiche  would  me  gode  as  moche  as  I ; 

Sithe  he  fo  lowlie  every  wife 

And  than  anon  full  fodainly 

Is  redy  as  ye  lufte  devife  ? 

1  toke  my  leve,  and  ftreight  I  went 

If  Love  have  caught  him  in  his  lacc. 

Unto  the  haie,  for  grete  talent 

You  fort'  obaie  in  every  cace. 

I  had  to  fene  the  frelhe  bothom 

And  ben  your  ful5je6t  at  your  will. 

Wherein  laie  my  falvacion, 

Should  ye  therfore  willin  him  ill  f 

And  Daungir  toke  kepe  if  that  I 

Ye  ftiould  him  fparin  more  all  out 

Kepe  him  covinaunt  truily  : 

Than  him  that  is  bothe  proude  and  ftontt 

So  fore  I  drede  his  manafing 

Curtefie  Avould  that  ye  fuccoure 

I  durft  not  brekin  his  bidding,   v" 

Them  that  ben  meke  undir  your  cure  ; 

For  left  that  I  were  of  him  fhcnt 

His  herte  is  hard  that  tveli  not  meke 

1  brake  not  his  commaundiment. 

Whan  men  of  mekeneJJ'e  him  befeke. 

For  to  purchafm  his  gode  will 

It  was  for  to  comin  there  till ; 

His  mercie  was  to  ferre  behindc 

This  is  certain,  fayid  Pite, 

Ykept,  for  I  ne  might  it  finde  : 

We  fe  oft  that  humilitc 

1  complainid  and  fighid  fore, 

Bothe  ire  and  alfo  felonie 

And  languiftiid  evir  the  more, 

Venquifti'eth,  and  alfo'  melancolie. 

For  I  ne  durft  nat  ovir  go 

To  ftondin  forthe  in  foche  dwefTe 

Unto  the  Rofe  I  lovid  fo. 

This  cruilte  and  wickednefFe  ; 

Throughout  my  deming  uttirly 

Wherefore  I  praie  you,  Sir  Daungerc, 

That  he  had  knowlege  certainly  : 

For  to  maintein  no  lengir  here 

Than  Love  me  ladde  in  foche  wife 

Soche  cruill  werre  again  your  man. 

That  in  me  there  was  no  feintife 

As  wholly  your's  as  er  he  can. 

Ne  falftiedde,  ne  no  trecherie, 

Nor  that  ye  worchln  no  more  wo 

And  yet  he  full  of  villanie. 

On  this  caitiie  languifliing  fo. 

And  of  difdaine  and  cruilte, 

Whiche  woll  no  more  to  you  trefpace. 

On  me  ne  would  have  no  pite 

But  put  him  wholly  in  your  grace  : 

His  cruill  will  for  to  refrain, 

And  his  offence  ne  was  but  lite  ; 

Tho  I  wept  aie  and  me  complain. 

The  god  of  Love  it  was  to  wite 
That  he  your  thrall  fo  gretely  is  : 
If  ye  him  harme  ye  doen  amis. 

And  while  I  was  in  this  turment 

For  he  hath  had  full  hard  pcnaunce 

Were  come  of  grace,  by  G»d  yfent,'^ 

Sith  that  ye  reft  him  th'  aquaintaunce 

Dame  Fraunchife,  and  with  her  Pite, 

Of  Bialacoil,  his  mofte  joie. 

Fulfilde  the  bothom  of  bounte  : 

Whiche  all  his  pains  might  acoie  : 

Tliei  go  to  Daungir  anon  right 

He  was  before  anoyid  fore, 

To  ferthy-  me  with  aU  ther  might, 

But  than  yc  doublid  him  well  more. 
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for  he  of  tliffe  hath  ben  ful  bare 

Frelhe  and  roddy,  and  faire  of  hewc. 

Sith  Bialacoil  was  fro  him  fare  : 

Of  colour  evir  illiche  newe  I 

Love  hath  to  him  done  grete  diftreffe,. 

And  whan  I  had  it  longe  fene 

He  hath  no  nede  of  more  dureffe  : 

I  fawe  that  through  the  levis  grene 

Voidith  from  him  your  ire  I  rede  j 

The  Rofe  fprcd  to  fpannifliing, 

Ye  maie  not  winnin  in  this  dede  : 

To  fene  it  was  a  godely  thing. 

Maketh  Bialacoil  repaire  ■again 

But  it  ne  was  fo  fprede  on  brede 

And  havith  pite  on  his  pain, 

That  men  within  might  knowe  the  fecfc. 

For  Fraunchife  woll,  and  I  Pite^ 

For  it  covert  ywas  and  clofe 

That  merciful!  to  him  ye  be  ; 

Bothe  with  the  levcs  and  with  the  Rofe  j 

And  fithe  that  flie  and  I  accorde 

The  flalkc  was  even'  and  grene  upright. 

Have  upon  him  mifericorde. 

It  was  thereon  a  godely  fight. 

For  I  you  praie,  and  eke  moHefle, 

And  well  the  bettir  without  wene 

Nought  to  refufin  our  requefle^ 

For  that  the  fede  was  not  yfene  r 

For  he  is  hard  and  fell  of  thought, 

Full  faire  it  fprad,  the  god  of  Blefle, 

That  for  us  two  woll  doe  right  nought. 

Forfocbe  an  othir  a«  I  geffe 

Daungir  ne  might  no  more  tndure. 

Aforne  ne  was,  ne  more  vermaiJe  ; 

He  mekid  him  unto  mefure. 

T  was  abawed  for  marverlc. 

I  woll  in  no  wife,  faieth  Daungere,, 

For  er  the  fairir  that  it  was 

Denie  fhat  ye  have  afkid  here. 

The  more  I'am  boundin  in  Love's  luai* 

It  were  to  grete  uncurtifie  ; 

Long  I  abode  there,  fothe  to  faie. 

I  woll  ye  have  the  companie 

Til  Bialacoil  I  gan  to  praie. 

Of  Bialacoil,  as  ye  devife  ; 

Whan  that  1  fawe  him  in  no  wife 

I  woll  him  lettin  in  no  wife. 

To  me  to  warnin  his  fervice, 

To  Bialacoil  than  went  in  hie 

That  he  to  me  would  graunt  a  thing 

Fraunchife,  and  faied  full  curtiflie, 

Whiche  to  remembre'  is  well  fitting. 

Ye  have  to  long  yben  deignous 

This  is  to  faine,  that  of  his  grace 

Unto  this  lovir  and  daunge'rous, 

He  would  me  yeve  leifar  and  fpace. 

Fro  him  to  withdrawe  your  prefence. 

To  me  that  was  fo  defiious 

Whiche  hath  doe  to  him  grete  offence^ 

To  have  a  kiffing  precious 

That  ye  not  would  upon  him  fe. 

Of  the  fo  godely  freftie  rofe 

Wherfore  a  forowfull  man  is  he  : 

That  fo  fwetely  fmelleth  in  my  nofe. 

Shape  ye  to  paie  him  and  to  plefe. 

For  if  it  you  difplefid  nought 

Of  my  love  if  ye  woll  have  efe  : 

I  woll  gladly,  as  I  have  fought. 

Fulfill  his  will :  fith  that  ye  knowe 

Havin  a  kiffe  therof  frely 

Daungir  is  dauntid  and  brought  lowe 

Of  your  yefte,  for  certainly 

Through  helpe  of  me  and  of  Pite 

I  woll  none  have  but  by  your  leve. 

You  dare  no  more  aferde  to  be. 

So  lothe  me  werre  you  for  to  greve. 

1  fhall  doin  right  as  ye  will. 

Saieth  Bialacoil,  for  it  is  fkill, 

Sith  Daungir  woll  that  it  fo  be  ; 

He  fayld,  Frende,  fo  God  me  fpede. 

Than  Fraunchife  hath  him  fent  to  me. 

Of  Chaftite  I  have  foche  drede. 

Thou  ftiouldeft  not  warnid  be  for  me,- 

But  I  dare  not  for  Chaflite  ; 

Bialacoil  at  the  beginning 

Again  her  dare  I  not  mifdoe. 

Saluid  me  in  his  comming  ; 

For  alwaie  biddith  ihe  me  fo 

No  ftraungeneffe  was  in  him  fene 

To  yeve  no  lovir  leve  to  kifTe, 

No  more  than  he  ne'  had  wrathid  ben ; 

For  who  thereto  may  winnen,  i-wifTs: 

As  faire  femblaunt  than  (hewed  he  me. 

He  of  the  furplus  of  the  praie 

And  godely,  as  aforne  did  he. 

May  live  in  hope  to  get  fomc  dale  ; 

And  by  the  honde  withoutin  doubt 

For  who  fo  kiffing  maie  attain 

Within  the  haie  right  all  about 

Of  lov'is  pain  ha:h  (foth  to  fain) 

He  lad  me  with  a  right  gode  cherc. 

The  beft  and  the  mofte  avinaunt. 

All  environ  on  the  vergere 

And  ernefl  of  the  reminaunt. 

That  Daungere  had  me  chafid  fro. 

:  Of  his  anfwere  I  fighid  fore. 

Now  have  1  leve  ovre'  all  to  go, 

I  durfte  aflaie  him  tho  no  more. 

Now  am  I  raifed  at  my  devife 

I  had  fuche  drede  to  greve  him  alej 

Fro  hell  up  unto  paradife. 

A  man  fhould  not  to  muche  affaie 

Thus  Bialacoil  of  gentilneffe 

To  chafe  his  frende  out  of  mefure^ 

With  all  his  pain  and  bufineffe 

Nor  put  his  life  in  avinture ; 

Hath  ftiewid  me  onely  of  grace 

For  no  man  at  the  firfl  flroke 

The  eftirs  of  the  iote  place. 

Ne  may  not  fel  adouhe  ah  oke. 

I  fawe  the  Rofe,  whan  1  was  nigh,, 

,  Nor  of  the  reifms  have  the  wine 

'^as  gretir  woxin  an4  more  bigh^ 

Till  grapes  be  ripe  and  well  a-fiae» 

.■ 
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Be  fore  empreffed,  I  you  enfure, 

Had  Bialacoil  with  his  hete  fmetc 

And  drawin  out  of  the  prefTure  : 

Anone  he  bade  me  without  lete. 

■' 

But  I,  forpeinid  wondir  ftrong, 

And  grauntid  me  the  Rofe  to  kiffe, 

Thoughte  that  I  abode  right  long 

Than  of  my  paine  I  ganne  to  liffc. 

Aftir  the  kiffe  in  paine  and  wo. 

And  to  the  Rofe  anon  went  I, 

Sith  I  to  kiffe  defirid  fo  ; 

And  kiffid  it  ful  faithfully. 

Till  that  rewing  on  my  diftreffe 

Nede  no  man  aflce  if  I  vrns  blith 

There  comin  Venus  the  goddeffcj 

Whan  the  favour  fo  fofte  and  lith 

(Whiche  aie  weryith  Chaftite) 

Stroke  to  mine  hert  withoutin  more/ 

Came  of  her  grace  to  focour  me, 

And  me  alleggid  of  my  fore. 

Whofe  might  is  knowin  ferre  and  wide. 

So  was  I  ful  of  joye  and  bliffe ; 

For  fhe  is  niothir  of  Cupide, 

It  is  faire  fuche  a  floure  to  kiffe  ; 

,     The  god  of  Love,  as  bUnde  as  ftone. 

It  was  fo  fote  and  favirous 

That  helpith  lovirs  many  one. 

I  might  not  be  fo  anguiflious 

This  lady  brought  in  her  right  honde 

Irhat  I  mote  glad  and  joly  be ; 

Of  brenning  fire  a  blafing  bronde. 

Whan  that  I  do  remembre  me 

Whereof  the  flame  and  bote  fire 

Yet  evre'  among  (fothly  to  faine) 

Hath  many'  a  lady  in  defire 

I  fuffre  noie  and  mochil  paine. 

Of  love  ybrought,  and  fore  yhette. 

And  in  her  fervice  her  herte  fette. 

This  lady  was  of  gode  entaile. 

The  fe  may  nevif  be  fo  ftill 

Ri^t  wondirful  of  apparaile  ; 

But  with  a  litill  winde  at  will 

By  her  atire  fo  bright  and  ftiene 

May  ovirwhelme  and  tourne  alfo 

Men  might  perceivin  well  and  fene 

As  it  were  wode  in  wawis  go  ; 

She  was  not  of  religioun ; 

Aftir  the  calme  the  trouble  fone 

Nor  I  n'il  makin  mencioun 

Mote  folow,  and  chaunge  as  the  mone. 

Nor  of  her  robe  nor  of  trefour. 

Right  fo  fareth  Love,  that  felde  in  one 

Of  broche  ne  of  her  riche  attour. 

Holdeth  his  ancre,  for  right  anone 

Ne  of  her  girdle'  about  her  fide. 

Whan  thei  in  efe  wene  befl  to  live 

For  that  I  n'il  not  long  abide ; 

They  ben  with  tempeft  all  fordrive. 

But  knowith  well  that  certainly 

Who  fervith  Love  can  tell  of  wo 

She  was  arrayid  richily ; 

The  lloundmele  joye  mote  ovirgo ; 

Devoide  of  pride  certaine  flie  was; 

Now  he  hurtith  and  now  he  cureth. 

To  Bialacoil  fhe  went  apaas. 

For  felde  in  o  pointe  Love  endureth. 

And  to  him  fhortely  in  a  claufe 

Now  it  is  right  me  to  procede 

She  fayid.  Sir,  what  is  the  caufe 

How  Shame  gan  medle  and  take  hede. 

Ye  ben  of  porte  fo  daungirous 

Through  whom  fel  angirs  I  have  hade. 

Unto  this  lovir  and  dainous. 

And  how  the  firoage  wall  was  made, 

To  graunt  him  nothing  but  a  kiffe  ? 

And  the  caftell  of  brede  and  length. 

To  warne  it  him  ye  done  amiffe. 

That  god  of  Love  wan  with  his  ftrength : 

Sithe  well  ye  wotin  how  that  he 

Al  this  in  Romaunce  will  I  fet. 

Is  Love's  fervaunt,  as  ye  may  fe,. 

And  for  no  thing  ne  will  I  let. 

And  hath  beaute,  wher  through  he  is 

•So  that  it  liking  to  her  be 

Worthy  of  love  to  have  the  blis. 

That  is  the  floure  of  all  beaute, 

How  he'  is  femely  beholde  and  fe. 

For  fhe  may  heft  my  labour'  quite 

How  he  is  faire,  how  he  is  fre. 

That  I  for  her  love  fhal  endite. 

How  he  is  fote  and  debonaire. 

Wickid  Tonge,  ■n^'hiche  that  the  covirtc 

Of  age  yonge,  lufty  and  faire  : 

Of  every  lovir  can  devine 

There  is  no  lady  fo  hauteine, 

Worfte,  and,  aie  addith  more  fomdele. 

Ducheffe,  counteffe,  ne  chaftelalne. 

(For  wickid  tonge  faith  nevir  wele) 

That  I  n'olde  her  ungodely 

To  mewarde  bare  he  right  grete  hate, 

For  to  refufe  him  uttirly. 

Efpying  me  erly  and  late. 

His  brethe  is  alfo  gode  and  fwete. 

Til  he  hath  fene  the  grete  chere 

And  his  Uppes  roddy ;  are  thei  mete 

Of  Bialacoil  and  me  ifere  : 

Only  to  plaine  and  not  to  kiffe  ? 

He  ne  might  not  his'  tonge  withftonde 

Graunt  him  a  kiffe  of  gentilneffe. 

Worfe  to  reportin  than  he  fonde, 

His  teth  arne  alfo  white  and  clene ; 

He  was  fo  ful  of  curfid  rage  : 

Me  thinkith  wrong  withoutin  wene 

It  fat  him  wele  of  his  linage. 

If  ye  now  warne  him,  truftith  me, 

For  him  an  Irifhe  woman  bare  : 

To  graunte  that  a  kiffe  have  he  ; 

His  tonge  was  fihd  (harpe  and  fquarc, 

The  laffe  ye  helpe  him  that  ye  hafte. 

And  right  poignaunt,  and  right  kerving,. 

And  the  more  time  fliul  ye  wafte.                         * 

And  wondir  bittir  in  fpeking  ; 

Whan  the  flame  of  the  very  bronde 

For  whan  that  he  me  gan  efpie 

That  Venus  brought  in  her  right  hondc 

'  He  fwore  (affirming  fikirly) 
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Bitwene  Bialacoil  and  me 

This  nc  is  not  the  firfte  dale. 

Was  ill  aquaintaunce  and  pirive  J 

For  Wickid.Tonge  hath  cuftome  aie 

He  fpake  therof  fo  folilic 

The  yonge  folkis  tobewriCj 

That  he  awakid  Jeloufie, 

And  falfe  lefingis  fjn  'hem  lie. 

Whiche  all  afraied  in  his  riling, 

Yet  nere-theleffe  I  fe  among 

-Whan  that  he  herde  the  jangling. 

That  the  foigna  it  is  fo  long 

He  ran  anon  as  he  were  wode 

Of  Bialacoil,  hertis  to  lure 

To  Bialacoil  there  that  he  ftode. 

In  Lov'is  fervicc  for  to'  endure. 

WhichC  had  levir  in  this  casf 

Ydrawing  fuche  folke  him  to 

Have  ben  at  Reines  or  Amias 

That  he  hath  nothing  with  to  do, 

For  fote-hote  in  his  felonie 

But  in  fothneffe  I  trowe  nought 

To  him  thus  faide  Jeloufie ; 

That  Bialacoil  had  er  in  thought 

,  "  Why  haft  thou  ben  fo  negligent 

To  do  trefpace  or  vilanie. 

"  To  kepin,  whan  I  was  abfent, 

But  for  his  mothir  Curtifie 

"  This  vergir  here  lefte  in  thy  warde  ? 

Hath  taught  him  evir  for  to  be 

"  1 0  me  thou  haddiil  no  regarde 

Gode  of  aqueintaunce  and  prive. 

"  To  truft  (to  thy  confufion) 

For  he  lovith  none  hevinefie, 

"  Him  thus,  to  whom  fufpection 

But  mirth  and  play,  and  all  gladneffc  | 

"  I  have  right  grete,  for  it  is  nede, 

He  hatith  eke  alle  trechours, 

"  It  is  well  fliewid  by  the  dede  : 

And  foleine  folke  and  envious, 

"  Grete  faute  in  the  now  have  I  founde } 

For  ye  wele  wetin  how  that  he 

"  By  God  anon  thou  ihalt  be  bounde, 

Wol  evir  glad  and  joyful  be 

"  And  fafte  lockin  in  a  taure. 

Honeftly  with  folk^  to  pley  : 

"  Withoutin  riefuite  or  focoure. 

I  have  be  negligent  in  fey 

To  chaftife  him,  therfore  now  I 

Of  herte  ycrie  you  here  mercy. 

"  For  Shame  to  long  hath  be  the  fro ; 

That  I  have  ben  fo  rechiles 

"  Ovir  fonj  Ihe  was  ago  » 

To  tamin  him  withouten  lees; 

"  Whan  thou  haft  loft  boch  drede  and  fere 

Of  my  foly  I  me  repent ; 

"  It  femid  v^ell  fhe  was  not  here, 

Now  wol  I  whole  fet  mine  entent 

"-* 

"  For  ftie  was  befy  in  no  wife 

To  kepin  bothe  low  and  ftill 

"  To  kepin  the  and  to  chaftice. 

Bialacoil  to  do  your  will. 

"  And  for  to  helpin  Chaftite 

0  Shame  !  0  Shame  !  faide  Jeloufie, 

"  To  kepe  the  rofir,  as  thinketh  me^ 

To  be  bitraflied  grete  drede  have  I ; 

"  For  than  this-boie  knave  fo  boldly 

Lecherie  hath  yclombe  fo  hie, 

''  Ne  fiiouldi  nat  have  be  hardy, 

That  almoft  blerid  is  mine  eie  : 

"  Ne  in  this  vergir  bad  fuche  game, 

No  wondir  is  if  drede  have  I, 

,, 

'*  Which  now  me  tournith  to, grete  fhame." 

Ovir  all  reignith  Lechery, 

Whofe  might  ygrov/ith  night  and  dey 

But  in  cloiftre  and  in  abbey  ; 

Bialacoil  n'is  what  to  faie. 

Chaftite'  iswerried  ovir  all, 

Ful  faine  he  would  have  fled  awaie; 

Therefore  I  woll  with  fikir  wall 

For  fere  have  hyid,  ne'ere  that  he 

Clofe  both  the  rojis  and  refer e ; 

All  fbdainly  toke  him  with  me  5 

I  have  to  long  in  this  manere 

And  whan  I  fawe  that  he  had  fo 

Lefte  'hem  unclofid  wilfully. 

.    This  jeloufie  takin  us  two. 

Wherfore  I  am  right  inwardly 

I  was  aftoned^  and  knewe  no  rede, 

Sorowfull,  and  repente  me  ; 

But  fledde  away  for  vei-y  drede. 

But  now  thei  fliall  no  lengir  be 

Than  Shame  came  forth  ful  fimpilly ; 

Unclofid  ;  and  yet  I  drede  fore 

She  wende  have  trefpaced  ful  gretely, 

I  fftall  repente  ferthirmore, 

Humble'  of  her  porte,  and  made  it  fimple. 

For  the  game  goith  all  amis ; 

Wering  a  vaile  in  ftede  of  wmiple, 

Counfaile  I  mufte  newe  i-wis  ; 

As  nonnis  done  in  ther  abbey  : 

I  have  to  long  ytruftid  the, 

Bicaufe  her  hert  was  in  affray 

But  now  it  fhal  no  lengir  be. 

She  gan  to  fpeke  within  a  throwe 
To  Jeloufie  right  wondir  lowe. 

Firft  of  his  grace  flie  him  befbught^ 

For  he  may  beft  in  every  cofte 

Decevin  that  men  truftin  mofte  % 

V  fe  well  that  I  am  nigh  fiient 

And  fayid,  Sir,  ne  levith  nought 

But  if  I  fet  my  full  entent 

Wickid  Tonge,  that  falfe  efpie, 
Which  ii;  fo  glad  to  faine  and  lie  ; 
He  hath  you  made  through  flatiring 

Some  remedie  for  to  purveie, 

Wherfore  clofin  I  fliall  the  wcy 

From  them  that  woll  the  Rofe  efpie  ; 

On  Bialacoil  a  falfe  lefing ; 

And  come  to  waitc  me  vilonie; 

His  falfneffe  is  not  nowe  a  newe, 

For  now  in  gode  faith  and  in  trouth 

it  is  to  longe  that  he  him  koewe ; 

I  wol  not  lettin  for  i:o  f.outh, 

Vou  I, 
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To  live  the  more  in  fikemeiTe, 

Undir  his  hede  no  pilowe  Was                   -^ 

Do  make  anon  a  fortireffe, 

But  in  the  ftede  a  truffe  of  gras ; 

Than  clofe  the  rofis  of  gode  favour; 

He  llombrid,  and  a  knappe  he  toke, 

In  middis  fhal  I  make  a  tour    ' 

Til  Shame  pitoufly  him  ftioke, 

To  put  Bialacoil  in  prifon^ 

And  grete  manace  on  him  gan  make. 

For  evir  1  drede  me  of  trefon  : 

Why  flepift  thou  whan  thou  ihould  wake  ? 

I  trow  1  flial  him  kepe  fo 

(Quod  Shame)  thou  doeft  us  vilanie 

That  he  fiial  have  no  might  to  go 

Who  truftith  the  he  doth  folic 

About  to  makin  companie 

To  kepe  rofis  or  bothoms 

To  them  that  thinke  of  vilanie, 

Whan  thei  ben  faire  in  ther  fefons  : 

Ne  to  no  fuche  as  hath  hen  here 

Thou  arte  woxe  to  familiere 

Aforne,  and  found  in  him  gode  chere. 

Wher  thou  fliould  be  ftraunge  of  chere 

Whiche  han  affailid  him  to  fhende. 

Stoute  of  thy  porte,  redy  to  greve  : 

And  with  ther  toWandife  to  blonde  : 

Thou  doeft  gret  foUe  for  to  leve 

A  fole  is  eith  to  begilc  ; 

Bialacoil  here  inne  to  call 

But  may  I  live  a  litil  while 

The  yongir  man  to  fhenden  us  all  : 

He  flial  forthinke  his  faire  femblaunt ; 

Though  that  thou  flepe  we  mowin  here 

And  with  that  worde  came  Drede  Avaunt, 

Of  Jeloufie  grete  noife  here  : 

Which  was  abafhed,  and  in  grete  fere 

Art  thou  now  late  ?  rife  up  an  hie. 

Whan  he  will  Jeloufie  was  there ; 

And  ftoppe  fone  and  delivirly 

He  was  for  drede  in  fuche  affray 

AUe  the  gappis  of  the  hay  ; 

That  not  a  worde  durfte  he  fay,.- 

Do  no  favour  I  do  the  pray  : 

But  quaking  ftode  ful  ftil  alone^ 

It  fallith  nothing  to  thy  name 

(Til  Jeloufie  his  way  was  gone) 

To'  make  fay  re  femblaunt  where  thou  mayftc  blame . 

Save  Shame,  that  him  not  forfoke  j 

Botli  Drede  and  Ihe  ful  fore  quoke, 

That  at  the  lafle  Drede  abraide, 

If  Bialacoil  be  fwete  and  fre, 

And  to  his  cofm  Sliame  faide  : 

Doggid  and  fel  thou  fli  vildifl  be. 

Shame,  (he  faid)  in  fothfaftneffe 

Forward  and  outragious  i-wis  ; 

To  me  it  is  gret  hevineffe 

A  chorle  chaungith  that  curteis  is  : 

That  the  noifeisfo  ferreygo, 

This  have  I  herde  oft  in  faying, 

And  eke  the  fclaundir,  of  us  two  j  , 

That  man  ne  maie  for  no  daunting 

But  fithin  that  it  is  befall. 

Make  a  fperhauke  of  a  bofarde  : 

We  maie  it  not  againe  call 

Al  men  wol  hold  the  for  mufarde 

Whan  onis  fprongin  is  a  fame  j 

That  debonaire  have  foundin  the  : 

"ior  many'  a  yerc  withoutin  blame 

It  fitteth  the  nought  curteis  to  be  : 

V/e  have  ben,  and  many  a  day. 

To  do  men  plefaunce  or  fervife 

For  many'  an  Aprill,  many'  a  May,. 

In  the  it  is  recreaundife  : 

We  han  ypaffid  nothing  ftiamed. 

Let  thy  werkis  ferr    and  nere 

Til  Jeloufie  hath  us  yblamed. 

Be  like  thy  name,  whiche  is  Daungere,- 

Of  miflruft  and  fufpeiftion 

Than  als  abafliid  in  fliewing 

Caufeleffe,  without  enchefon  : 

Anon  fpake  Drede,  right  thus  faying, 

Go  we  to  Daungir  hafiily, 

And  fayid,  Daungir,  I  drede  me 

And  let  us  fnewe  him  opinly 

That  thou  ne  wolte  befy  be 

That  he  hath  not  aright  ywrought 

To  kepin  that  thou  haft  to  kepe  : 

Wlian  that  he  fettc  not  his  thought 

Whan  thou  fhouldeft  wake  thou  art  a-flepe 

To  kepin  bettir  the  purprife  ; 

Thou  flialt  be  grevid  certainly 

In  his  doing  he  is  not  wife  ; 

If  the  afpyin  Jeloufie, 

He  hath  to  us  do  grete  wrong, 

Or  if  he  finde  the  in  blame  ; 

That  hath  fuffirid  nov/  fa  long. 

He  hath  to  day  affaihd  Shame, 

Biaiacoil  to  have  his  will 

And  chafed  away  with  grete  manace 

Alie  his  luftis  to  fulfill : 

Bialacoil  out  of  this  place. 

He  mull  amende  ituttirly, 

And  fwerith  fhortly  that  he  fhall 

Or  els  Ihal  he  vilainoufly 

Enclofe  him  in  a  fturdy  wall ; 

Exilid  be  out  of  this  londe  ; 

A  nd  al  is  for  thy  wickidneffe. 

For  he  the  werre  maie  not  withftonde 

For  that  the  failith  ftraung^neffe  ; 

Of  Jeloufie,  nor  here  the  grefe, 

Thine  hert.I  trowe  be  failid  all ; 

fjithe  Bialacoile  is  at  mifchefe. 

Thou  ftialt  repent  in  fpeciall, 

If  Jeloufie  the  fothe  knewe. 

Thou  fhalt  forthinke  and  fore  rewe. 

To  Daungir,  Shame  and  Drede  ano« 

With  that  the  chorle  his  clubbe  gon  Ihake, 

The  righte  way  ben  both  ygon  ; 

Frowning  his  eyin  gan  to  make. 

The  chorle  thei  foundin  'hem  aforne 

And  hidous  chere,  as  man  in  rage ; 
For  yre  he  brent  in  his  vifage  : 

Ligging  undir  an  hawethorne  ; 
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Whan  that  he  herde  him  blamid  fo 

That  onis  I  touche  ipaie  and  kifle 

.He  faid,  Out  of  my  wit  I  go, 

I  trow  my  paine  flial  nevir  lilTe  ;  , 

To  be  difcomfite  I'  have  grete  wrong  ; 

Theron  is  all  my  covetife. 

Certis  I  have  now  lived  to  lono- 

Whiche  brent  my  hart  in  any  wife  ; 

Sithe  I  may  not  this  clofir  kepe  : 

Nowlhalrepaire  againc  fighing, 

Al  quicke  I  woftld  de  dolvin  depe 

Long  watche  on  nightes,  and  no  fleping^, 

Yf  any  man  fliall  more  repayre 

Thought  in  wifliing,  turment,  and  wo, 

Thisgardin  f^rfoule  orfayre; 

With  many'  a  tourning  to  and  fro. 

Mine  hert  for  ire  goith  a-fere 

That  halfe  my  paine  I  cannot  tell, 

That  I  let  any  entre  here  : 

For  I  am  fallin  into  hell 

I  have  do  foly  how  1  fe, 

From  paradife  and  welthe  ;  the  more 

But  now  it  flial  amended  be  : 

My  turment  grevith,  more  and  more 

Who  fettith  fote  here  any  more 

Aftoyith  now  the  bittirneffe 

Truly  he  Ihall  repeht  it  fore. 

That  I  to  forne  have  felte  fwetneffe  : 

For  no  man  more  intb  this  place 

And  Wickid  Tonge  throughe  his  falfliede 

Of  me  to  entre  fliall  have  grace  ; 

Ycaufith  all  my  wo  and  drede  ; 

Levir  I  had  with  fwerdis  twaine 

On  me  he  lieth  a  pitous  charge. 

Throughout  mine  hert  in  every  vaine. 

Bicaufe  his  tonge  was  to  large. 

Percid  to  be  with  many'  a  wounde 

Now  is  it  time  fliortly  that  I 

Than  flouth.;  Ihojiid  irt  me  be  founde  : 

Tel  youfomthing  of  Jeloufy, 

From  hennisforth  by  night  or  dey 

That  was  in  grete  fufpedliqjj: 

I  fhall  defende  it  if  I  may 

About  hinl  lefte  he  no  mafon 

Withoutin  any  excepcion 

That  ftone  could  laie,  ne  no  querrour^ 

Of  eche  manir  condlcion, 

He  hirid  'hem  to  make  a  tour  ; 

And  if  I  it  any  man  graunte 

And  firfl:  the  rofis  for  to  kepe 

There  holdith  me  for  recreaunte. 

About  'hem  mede  he  a  diche  depe. 
Right  wondir  large,  and  alfo  brode^ 
Upon  the  whiche  alf©  ftode 

Than  Daungir  on  his  fete  gan  flonde 

Of  fquarid  ftone  a  fturdy  wall, 

And  hent  a  burdon  in  his  honde ; 

Whiche  on  a  cragge  v/as  foundin  all, 

Wroth  in  his  lire  ne  left  he  nought, 

And  right  rfrete  thicknefle  eke  it  bare ; 

But  through  the  vergir  he  hath  fought 

About  it  was  yfoundid  fquare 

If  he  might  findin  hole  or  trace 

An  hundrid  fadome'  on  every  fide ; 

Where  through  that  me  mote  forth  by  pacfij 

It  was  al  licKe  both  long  and  wide  ; 

Or  any  gappe,  he  did  it  clofe ; 

Left  any  time  it  were  affailed 

That  no  man  might  touchin  a  Rofe 

Ful  wel  about  it  was  batailedi 

Of  the  rofir  alle  about, 

And  rounde  environ  eke  were  fet 

He  fliittith  every  man  without. 

Ful  many  a  riche  and  faire  tournet  : 

.    Thus  day  by  day  Daungir  is  wers, 

At  every  cornir  of  this  wall 

More  wondirfuU  and  more  divers, 

Was  fet  a  tour,  full  prinijipall. 

And  fellir  eke  than  evre^  he  was, 

And  everiche  had  without  fable 

For  him  ful  oft  I  finge  alas ! 

A  portcolife  defenfable, 

For  I  ne  may  nought  through  his  ire 

To  kepe  of  en'emies,  and  to  greve 

Recovir  that  I  mofte  defire ; 

That  there  ther  force  would  ypravc. 

Mine  hert,  alas  !  wol  breft  a-two. 

And  eke  amidde  this  purprife 
Was  made  a  tour  of  grete  maiftrife. 

For  Bialaeoil  I  wrathid  fo  j 

For  certainly  in  every  membre 

A  fairir  faugh  no  man  with  fight. 

I  quake  whan  that  I  itie  remembre 

Large  and  wide,  and  of  grate  might  ; 

Of  the  bothoffl  whiche  that  I  wolde 

Thei  dradde  nought  none  affaut 

Ful  oft  a  day  fene  and  beholde ; 

Of  ginn  or  gonn,  nor  of  ficaffaut : 

And  when  I  thinke  upon  the  kiffe. 

The  tempereure  of  the  mortere 

And  how  rriuch  joie  and  how  mucbblifle, 

Was  made  of  lycoure  wondir  dere, 

I  hadde  through  the  favour  fw;ete. 

Of  quicklime  perfaunt  and  egre, 

For  want  of  it  I  grone  and  grete  : 

Which  temprid  was  with  vinegre. 

Me  thinketh  I  fele  yet  in  my  nofe 

The  ftone  was  harde  of  adamaunt 

The  fote  favour  of  the  Rofe, 

Wherof  thei  made  the  foundemaunt ; 

And  now  I  wote  that  I  mote  go 

The  tour  vvas  rounde  made  in  compass 

* 

So  ferre  the  frefhe  fiouris  fro, 

In  al  this  world  no  richir  was, 

To  me  ful  welcome  were  the  dethe, 

Ne  bettir  ordained  therewithal! : 

Abfence  therof  (alas !  me  flethe ; 

About  the  tour  viras  made  a  wall. 

For  whilom  with  this  Rofe,  alas  ! 

So  that  betwixt  that  and  the  toure 

I  touchid  nofe,  and  mouthe,  and  face, 

Rofis  were  fet  of  fvVete  favourcy 

But  now  the  deth  I  muft  abide  : 

With  many  rofis  that  thei  here  : 

But  Love  confent  an  othir  tide 

And  eke  within  the  caftil  wers 
Uij 
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Sptingoldis,  gonnes,  bowes,  and  archers, 

In  floitis  made  he  difcordauncc. 

And  eke  about  at  the  corners 

And  in  his  mufike,  with  mifchauncci 

Men  feinin  ovir  the  wall  ftonde 

He  woulde  feine  with  notis  ncvve 

Gret  engins,  which  yvvere  nere  honde, 

That  he  ne  fonde  no  woman  trewe. 

And  in  the  kernils  here  and  there 

Ne  that  he  fawe  nere  in  his  life 

Of  arblaftirs  grete  plentie  were ; 

Unto  her  hufbonde  a  trewe  wife. 

None  armour  mighte  ther  ftroke  withftonde, 

Ne  none  fo  ful  of  honeftc 

It  were  foly  to  prefe  to  honde  ; 

That  fhe  n'il  laugh  and  mery  be 

Without  the  diche  were  liftis  made 

Whan  that  Ihe  hereth  or  may  efpid* 

With  wal  batailid  large  and  brade, 

A  man  fpekin  of  lecherie  ; 

For  men  and  horfe  fhould  not  attains 

Everiche  of  'hem  bath  fome  vice  ; 

To  nigh  the  diche  ovir  the  plaine. 

One  is  diflioneft,  t'other  nice  ; 

Thus  Jelofie  hath  environ 

Yf  one  be  ful  of  vilanie. 

Yfett  about  his  garnifon 

An  othir  hath  a  lico'rous  eie ; 

'    With  wallis  rounde  and  diche  depe. 

If  one  be  ful  of  wantonefTe, 

Onely  the  rofir  for  to  •feepe, 

Anothir  Is  a  chidirefie, 

And  Daungir  bothe  erly  and  late 

Thus  Wickid  Tonge,  God  yeve  him  fiiame  1 

The  keys  kept  of  the  uttir  gate, 

Can  put  'hem  everichone  in  blame 

The  whiche  opened  towarde  the  eft. 

Without  defert,  and  caufileffe  :- 

And  he  had  with  him  at  the  left 

He  lieth  though  thei  ben  giltileffe  : 

Tliurty  fervauntes  echone  by  name. 

1  have  pity  to  fene  the  forowe' 

That  othir  gate  wOs  kept  by  Shame, 

That  wakith  bothe  evin  and  morowe 

Whiche  opinid,  as  it  was  couthe. 

To  innocentes  doth  fuche  grevaunce. 

Towardis  the  parte  of  the  fouthe, 

I  pray  God  yeve  him  evil  chaunce  ! 

Sergeauntes  afiignid  were  here  to 

That  he  evir  fo  befy  is 

Full  many,  her  will  for  to  do  : 

Of  any  woman  to'  feine  amis. 

Than  Dredt  had  in  her  baillie 

Eke  Jelouiie  may  God  confounde  ! 

The  keping  of  the  cgnftable'rie 

That  hath  makid  a  toure  fo  rounde. 

Towarde  the  north  I  underftonde. 

And  made  about  a  garifon. 

That  opened  upon  the  lefte  honde. 

To  fette  Bialacoil  in  prifon. 

The  whiche  for  nothing  may  be  fure 

The  whiche  is  fhette  there  in  the  tour^ 

But  if  fhe  do  her  befy  cure 

Ful  long  to  holde  ther  fojour. 

Erly  on  mor Ve',  and  alfo  late , 

There  for  to  livin  in  penaunce ; 

Strongly  to  fhette  and  barre  the  gate. 

And  for  to  do  him  more  grevaunce. 

Of  every  thing  that  fhe  may  fe 

Whiche  hath  ordainid  Jeloufie,                                    ' 

Drede  is  aferde  where  fo  flie  be. 

An  oldc  vecke  for  to  elpie 

Por  with  a  puffe  of  litill  winde 

The  manir  of  his  governaunce,     - 

Drede  is  aftonied  in  her  minde. 

The  whiche  devil  in  her  infaunce 

Therfore  for  fteling  of  the  liLofe 

^  Had  lernid  all  of  Lov'is  arte. 

1  rede  her  nat  the  yate  unclofe  : 

'  And  of  his  pleyis  take  her  parte  : 

A  foul'is  flight  would  make  her  fle^ 

She  was  expert  in  his  fervife  ; 

And  eke  a  fhadowe,  if  fhe*  it  fe. 

1  She  knewe  eche  wrenche  and  every  gifc 

1  Of  Love,  and  every  fecret  wile  ; 

j  It  was  right  harde  her  to  begile. 

Than  Wickid  Tonge,  full  of  envy. 

j      Of  Bialacoil  flie  toke  aie  hede, 

With  foudiers  of  Normandy, 

!  Tlrat  er  he  liveth  in  wo  and  drede 

As  he  that  caufith  all  debate. 

;  He  kepte  him  coye  and  eke  prive. 

Was  kepir  of  the  foprthe  gate. 

^Left  thatinliim  fne  hadde  fe 

And  alfo  to  the  tothir  thre 

'Any  lite  foly  count!  aiiurce-. 

He  went  ful  oft .  for  to  fe. 

For  Ihe  knew  all  tlie  olde  daunce. 

Whan  his  lotte  was  to  walke  a  nighc 

And  aftir  this  whan  Jeloufie 

His  inftrumentis  would  be  dight 

-  Had  Bialacoil  in  his  bail'.'e. 

'             For  to  blowin  and  makin  foune 

And  fhette  him  up  that  was  fo  fre. 

Oftir  than  he  hath  enchefoune. 

For  fure  of  him  he  would  ybe. 

Andwalkin  oft  upon  the  wall,' 

{He  truflith  fore  hi  his  caftell. 

Coniirs  and  wickittes  ovir  ail 

il'he  ftronge  werke  him  likith  wellj 

Ful  narowe  ferchin  and  efpie  : 

iHedradde  nat  that  noglotons 

Though  he  nought  fonde  yet  would  he  lie 

■  Should  dele  his  rods  or  bethoms  ; 

Difcordaunt  er  fro  armonie. 

The  rofis  weren  affurld  all. 

And  diffonid  fro  melodic  ; 

Defencid  with  the  flronge  wall : 

Controve  he  would,  and  foul';  failc 

'Now  Jeloufie  full  well  may  be 

•    With  hornpipis  of-Ccrnswaile  ; 

5  .        * 

Of  drede  devoide  in  liberte  ; 

THE    ROMAUNT 

OF    THE    ROSE. 

:^'^ 

Whether  that  he  or  flepe  or  wake 

Of  the  painis  that  I  endure. 

Of  his  rofis  may  none  be  take. 

Nor  of  my  cruill  nvinturCi^ 

But  I  (alas  !)  now  niorne  fhall 

Ah,  Bialacoil,  mine  own  dere  1 

Bicaufe  I  was  without  the  wall : 

Though  thou  be  now  a  prifonere. 

Ful  mochil  dole  and  nione  I  made  ; 

Kepith  at  left  thine  herte  to  me ; 

Who  fo  had  wift  what  wo  1  had 

Suffir  not  that  it  dauntid  be. 

I  trowe  he  would  have  had  pite ; 

Ne  let  not  Jeloufie'  in  his  rage 

Love  all  to  dere  had  folde  me  ; 

Puttin  thine  herte  in  no  fervage  : 

The  gode  that  of  his  love  had  I 

Althoug-li  he  chaftice  the  without, 

I  went  aboijt  it  al  queintly, 

And  make  thy  bodic  to  him  lout, 

But  nowe  through  dubling  of  my  paine 

Have  herte  as  harde  as  diamaunt,  '' 

1  fe  he  woll  it  fell  again, 

Stedfaft  and  ftout,  and  naught  pliaunt  : 

And  me  a  newe  bargain  lerc, 

Jn  prifon  though  thy  bodie  be 

The  whiche  all  out  the  more  is  dere 

At  large  kepe  thine  herte  fre  : 

For  the  folace  that  I  have  lorne 

A  trewe  hert  ne  will  not  plie 

Than  I  had  it  nevir  aforne  : 

For  no  manace  that  it  maie  drie: 

Certain  I  am  full  like  in  dede 

Jf  Jeloufie  doith  the  pain 

To  him  that  cafte  in  yerth  his  fede. 

Quite  him  his  wile  thus  again, 

And  hath  joie  of  the  newe  fpringin* 

To  vengc  the  at  left  in  thought. 

Whan  it  grenith  in  the  ginfling, 

If  othir  v/aie  thou  mayift  nought, 

And  is  fo  faire  and  frefhe  of  floure. 

And  in  this  wife  full  fubtillje 

Luflie  to  fene,  fote  of  odoure, 

Worchin  and  winne  the  maiftlry. 

But  er  he  it  in  fhevis  ftiere 

But  yet  I  am  i;i  grete  iiffraie 

Male  fall  wethir  that  fliall  it  dere. 

Left  thou  Iholdeft  nat  doe  as  I  faie  5 

And  makin  it  to  fade  and  fall 

1  drede  thou  canft  me  grete  maugre 

The  ftalke,  the  greine,  and  flouris  all. 

That  thou  enprifoned  art  for  me. 

That  to  the  tiller  is  fordoen, 

But  yet  right  nought  for  my  trefpas. 

The  hope  he  had  conceved  to  fone. 

For  through  me  nere  difcovered  was 

I  drede  certaine  that  fo  fare  I, 

Yet  thing  that  ought  to  be  fecre  : 

For  hope  and  travaile  fikirly 

Well  more  annoie  is  in  me 

Ben  me  birafte.  all  with  a  ftorme  : 

Than  is  in  the  .of  this  mifchaunce. 

The  floure  n'ill  fedin  of  my  come. 

For  I  endure  more  hard  penauncc 

For  Love  hath  fo  avauncid  me, 

Than  any  man  can  faine  or  thinke. 

Whan  I  began  my  privite 

That  for  the  forowe'  ajmofte  I  fmke  : 

To  Bialacoil  all  for  to  tell, 

Whan  I  remembir  me'  of  my  wo 

Whom  I  ne  founde  froward  ne  fell, 

Full  nigh  out  of  my  witte  I  go. 

But  toke  agre  all  whole  my  plaie ; 

Inward  mine  herte  I  fele  blede. 

But  Love  is  of  fo  harde  affaie. 

For  comfortleffe  the  deth  I  drede  : 

That  all  at  ones  he  revid  me 

Owe  I  nat  well  to  have  diftreffe 

Whan  I  wened  beft  above  to'  have  be. 

Whan  falfe  through  ther  wickidnelTe, 

It  is  of  Love  as  of  Fortune, 

And  traitours,  that  arne  envious, 

That  chaungith  oft,  and  n'ill  contune, 

To  noien  me  be  fo  coragious  ? 

Whiche  whilom  will  on  folk^  fmile. 

Ah,  Bialacoil !  full  well  I  fe 

And  glombe  on  'hem  an  othir  while ;     , 

That  thei  'hem  Ihape  to  deceve  the, 

Now  frende  now  foe  thou  ihalt  her  fele, 

To  make  the  buxum  to  ther  lawe, 

For  a  tVifincling  tournith  her  whele. 

And  with  ther  corde  the  to  drawe 

She  can  writhin  her  hedde  awaie ; 

Where  fo  'hem  luft,  right  at  ther  will; 

This  is  the  concourfe  of  her  plaie, 

T  drede  thei  have  the  brought  there  till  c 

She  can  areife  that  doith  mourne, 

Withoutin  comfort  thought  me  flaeth ; 

A.nd  whirle  adoune  and  ovirtoui-ne 

This  game  would  bring  me  to  my  dethj,    ' 

Who  Cttith  hieft  but  as  her  luft  : 

For  if  that  I  your  gode  will  lefe 

A  fole  is  he  that  woll  her  trufl:, 

I  mote  be  dedde,  I  maie  not  chefe. 

For  it  is  I  that  am  come  doune 

And  if  that  thou  foi-yetS  me 

Through  cliarge  and  revolucioun ; 

Mine  herte  fhall  nere  in  liking  be, 

Sithe  Bialacoil  mote  fro  me  twin, 

Uor  olhfwhere  findin  folace  : 

Shette  in  her  prifon  yonde  within, 

If  I  be  put  out  of  your  grace, 

His  abfence  at  mine  herte  I  fele, 

As  it  fhall  nevir  ben  I  hope, 

For  all  my  joie  and  all  mine  hele 

Than  fhuldin  I  fall  in  wanhope. 

Twas  in  him  and  in  the  Rofe, 

Alas,  in  wanhope  !  naie,  parde, 

That  but  you  woll.whiche  him  doeth  clofe, 

For  I  woll  nere  difpeirid  be  : 

Opin,  that  fo  I  maie  him  fe. 

If  Hope  me  faile,  than  alle  ami 

Love  woll  not  that  I  cuj-id  bs 

Ungracious  and  unworthy  : 
U  iij 
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In  Hope  T  woll  comfortid  be, 

Whiche  in  awaite  lieth  dale  and  nigh|. 

For  Love,  whan  he  betaught  her  me, 

That  none  of  him  maie  have  a  fight. 

Sayid  that  Hope  where  fo  I  go 

Should  aie  be  relefe  to  my  wo. 

But  what  and  ftie  my  balls  hete. 

Now  mote  my  forowe  enforced  be 

And  be  to  me  curteis  and  fwete .' 

Ful  fothe  it  is  that  Love  yafe  me 

She  is  in  nothing  full  certain; 

Thre  wondir  yeftis  of  his  grace. 

Lovirs  file  put  in  full  grete  pain, 

Whiche  I  have  I'orne  novy  in  this  place^ 

And  makith  'hem  with  wo  to  dele  ; 

Sithe  thei  ne  maie  withoutin  drede 

Her  faire  behcfle  decevith  (ele, 

Helpin  but  lite  who  takith  hede, 

For  ftie  woll  behote  fikirly 

For  here  availith  no  Swete  Thought, 

And  failin  aftir  uttirly. 

And  Swete  Speche  helpith  right  nought^ 

Ah!  that  is  a  full  noious  things 

The  tliirde  was  pallid  Swete  Loking, 

For  mony'  a  lovir  in  loving 

That  now  is  lorne  without  lefing. 

Hangeth  upon  her,  and  truflith  fafl, 

Yeftis  were  faire,  but  nat  for  thy 

Whiche  lefe  ther  travaile  at  the  laft. 

Thei  helpin  me  but  fimpilly 

Of  thing  to  commefliewote  right  noughts 

But  Bialacoil  lofid  be 

Therefore  if  it  be  wifely  fought 

To  gone  at  large  and  to  befre; 

H:r  counfaile  folie  is  to  take  ; 

For  him  my  life  lieth  all  in  dout 

For  many  times  whan  flie  woll  make 

But  if  he  come  the  rathir  out. 

A  full  gode  fyllogifme,  I  drede 

Alas  I  I  trowe  it  woll  nat  ben. 

That  aftirwarde  there  fhall  in  dede 

For  how  Ihould  I  ere  more  him  fene  ? 

Folowe  an  ill  conclufion  : 

He  maie  nat  out,  and  that  is  wrong, 

This  put  me  in  confufion. 

Bicaufe  the  toure  is  fo  ftrong  : 

For  many  times  I  have  it  fene 

How  fhould  he'  out,  or  by  whofe  prowefle. 

That  many  have  begilid  bene 

Out  of  fp  ftrong  a  fortirefl"e  ? 

For  truft  that  thei  have  fet  in  Hope, 

By  me  certain  it  n'ill  be  doe. 

Whiche  fell  'hem  aftirward  a-Hope,  ' 

God'wotte  I  have  no  witte  therto. 
But  well  I  wote  I  was  in  rage 
Whan  I  to  Love  did  my  homage  ; 

But  nath'lefs  yet  gladly  fhe  wold 

Who  was  the  caufe  (in  fothfaftnelTe) 

That  he  that  woll  him  with  her  hold 

But  her  felf  Dame  IdilnefTe, 

Had  all  timis  her  purpofe  clere 

Whiche  me  conveide  through  faire  pralerc 

Withoutin  dcceipt  any  where  ; 

To'  entir  into  that  faire  vergexe  ? 

That  fhe  defirith  fikirly; 

She  was  to  blame  me  to  leve. 

Whan  I  her  blamed  I  did  foly. 

The  whiche  now  doeth  me  fore  greve  : 

But  what  availith  her  gode  will 

A  fol'is  worde  is  nought  to  trowe, 

Whan  flie  ne  male  ftaunche  my  flound  ill  ?, 

Ne  worthe  an  apple  for  to  lowe ; 

That  helpith  lite  tbat  Ihe  male  doe, 

Men  ftiould  him  fnibbe  bittirlie 

Out  take  behefte  unto  my  wo, 

At  prime  temps  of  his  folie  : 

And  hefte  certain  in  no  wife 

I  was  a  fole,  and  flie  me  leved. 

Without  ifete  is  not  to  preife. 

Through  whom  I  am  right  nought  releved ; 

Whan  hefte  and  dede  a  fondir  vary 

She  accompliftiid  all  my  will 

Thei  doin  a  grete  contrary  : 

That  now  me  grevitli  wondir  ill. , 

Thus  am  I  poffid  up  and  doune 

With  dole,  thought,  and  confufioune  : 

Of  my  difefe  there  is  no  nomber. 

Refon  me  fayid,  What  fhould  fall 

Daungir  and  Shame  me  encomber, 

A  fole  my  felf  I  maie  well  call,    ' 

" 

Drede  alfo  and  Jelofie, 

That  Love  afide  I  had  not  laied. 

And  Wickid  Tong,  full  of  envie. 

And  trowid  that  Dame  Refon  faied  • 

Of  whiche  the  fliarpe  and  cruill  ire 

Refon  had  bothe  fkill  and  right 

Full  oft  me  put  in  grete  martire  : 

Whan  flie  me  blamed  with  all  her  mio-ht 

Thei  have  niy  joic  fully  let, 

To  medle'  of  Love,  that  hath  me  flientj, 

* 

Sith  Bialacoil  thei  have  befliet 

But  certain  now  I  woll  repent. 

Fro  me  in  prifori  wickidly, 

TWhom  I  love  fo  entjerly. 

That  it  woUin  rhy  bane  be 

And  fhould  I  repent  ?  naie,  parde. 

But  I  the  fonir  male  him  fe. 

A  falfe  traitour  than  fhould  I  b^  : 

And  yet  moreovir,  Worft  of  all. 

The  devil's  engins  would  me  take 

There'  is  fet  to  kepe,  fbule  her  befall !, 

If  evir  I  Love  would  forfake 

A  rimplid  vecke  ferre  rofioe  in  age. 

Or  Bialacoil  falily  bctraie. 

Frouning  and  yel'we'  in  lier  vifage. 

•  Should  I  at  mifchief  hate  him  ?  naie 

^HE    ROMAUNT 

OF  THE    ROSE.                                   311 

Slthehenow  for  his  curtifie' 

/                          Coment  Raifon  vienta  L'amant, 

Is  in  prifon  of  Jeloufie ; 

Thus  as  I  madin  my  paffage 

Curtifie  certain  did  he  me 

In  compleint  and  in  cruill  rage, 

So  raoche  it  maie  not  yoldin  be  : 

And  I  n'ot  where  to  find  a  Icche 

Whan  he  the  haie  paffin  me  lete 

That  couthe  unto  mine  helping  eche, 

To  kilTethe  Rofe  faire  andfwete 

Sodainly  again  comin  U'Jun 

Should  I  therefore  conne  him  maugre  ? 

Out  of  her  toure  I  fawe  Refoun, 

Naie,  certainly,  it  fhall  nat  be, 

Difcrete  and  wife,  and  full  plefaunt, 

for  Love  fliall  nevir,  fave  gode  will, 

And  of  her  porte  full  avenaunt  : 

Here  of  me  ne  through  worde  or  will 

The  right  waie  flae  toke  unto  me,.. 

Offence  or  complaint  more  or  leffe 

Whiche  ftode  in  grete  perplexite, 

Neithir  of  Hope  nor  Idleneffe ; 

That  was  po-fliid  in  every  fide. 

For  certis  it  were  wrong  that  I 

That  I  n'ift  where  I  might  abide. 

Hatid  'hem  for  ther  curtifie. 

Till  flie,  demurely  fadde  of  chere, 

TheVe  is  not  els  but  fuffre'  and  thinke, 

■Sayid  to  me  as  Ihe  came  nere ; 

And  wakin  whan  I  fhouldc  winke, 

Mine  owne  frende,  art  thou  agreved  ? 

Abide  in  hope  till  Love  through  chaunce 

How  is  this  quareli  yet  acheved 

Sende  me  foccour  or  allega.unce, 

Of  Lov'is  fide  ?  anon  me  tell 

Expeftaunt  aie  till  I  maie  mete 

Haft  thou  not  yet  of  love  thy  fill  ? 

To  gettin  mercie  of  that  fwete. 

Art  thou  nat  werie'  of  thy  fervice 

Whilom  I  thinke  how  Love  to  me 

That  the  hath  grevid  in  foche  wife  ? 

Sayid  that  he  would  take  at  gre 

What  joie  hafte  thou  in  thy  loving  ? 

My  fervice  if  uijpacience 

Js  it  a  fwete  or  bittir  thmg? 

Ycaufid  me  to  doen  offence  ; 

Canft  thou  yet  chefin,  let  me  fe. 

He  faied,  In  thanke  I  fliall  it  take, 

What  beftthy  fuccour  mightin  be  ? 

And  high  maiftir  eke  they  make, 

Thou  fervift  a  full  noble  lorde. 

If  Wickidneffe  ne  reve  it  the, 

That  maketh  the  thrall  for  thy  rewarde. 

But,  fone,  I  trowe  that  fhall  nat  be. 

Whiche  aie  reneweth  thy  tourment, 

Thefe  were  his  wordis  by  and  by. 

With  folie  fo  he  hath  the  blent  : 

It  femed  he  lovid  me  truely. 

Thou  fell  in  mifchief  thilke  dale 

Now  is  there  not  but  ferve  him  wele 

Whau  thou  diddift,  the  fothe  to  faic. 

If  that  I  thinke  his  thanke  to  fele  : 

To  him  obeifaunce  and  homage  : 

My  gode,  mine  harme,  lithe  whole  in  me. 

Thou  wroughtift  nothing  as  the  fagc 

In  Love  maie  no  defaute  ybe, 

Whan  thou  became  his  liege  man  ; 

Por  true  Love  ne  failed  nevir  man ; 

Thou  diddift  a  grete  folie  than  : 

Sothly  the  faute  mote  nedis  than, 

Thou  wiftift  nat  what  fell  therto, 

As  God  forbide,  be  founde  in  me, 

With  what  lorde  thou  haddift  to  doe  : 

And  how  it  cometh  I  can  not  fe. 

If  that  thou  haddift  him  well  knowe 

Now  let  it  gone  as  it  maie  go, 

Thou  haddift  nought  be  brought  fo  lowCj 

Wher  Love  woll  foccour  me  or  flo, 

For  if  that  thou  wifte  what  it  were 

He  maie  do  wholly  on  me  his  will ; 

Thou  n'oldift  ferve  hirh  halfe  a  yere. 

I  am  fo  fore  ybounde  him  till 

^0,  nat  a  weke  nor  halfe  a  dale, 

From  his  fervice  I  maie  not  flene, 

Ne  yet  an  houre  without  delaie  ; 

For  life  and  deth  withoutin  wene 

,Ne  nevir  I  lovid  paramours. 

Is  in  his  hande  ;  I  maie  nat  chefe  ; 

His  lordlhip  is  fo  full  of  Ihours : 

He  maie  me  doe  bothe  winne  and  lefe  : 

Knowift  him  ought  ?— -- 

And  lithe  fo  fore  he  doeth  me  grcve, 

Uamanut.  Ye,  Dame,  parde. — 

Yet  if  my  lull  he  would  acheve, 

itaifoun.  Naie,  naie. — L'amaunt.  Yes  L — ■ 

To  Bialacoil  godely  to  be, 

Rglfoun    Wherefore,  let  fe. — 

I  yeve  no  force  what  fell  on  me ; 

Vamaniit.     Of  that  he  fayid  I  ftiould  be 

For  though  1  die,  as  I  mote  nede, 

Glad  to  have  foche  a  lorde  as  he,                                    ' 

I  praie  Love  of  his  godelihede 

And  maiftir  of  foche  feignorie. — 

To  Bialacoil  doe  gentilneffe. 

Raifoun.     Knowift  him  no  more  .'— 

For  whom  I  live  in  fpche  diftreffe 

L'amaiiiit.     Naie,  certis,  I, 

That  I  mote  dyin  for  pena-ance  : 

Save  that  he  yafe  me  rulis  there, 

But  firft  withoutin  repentaunce 

And  went  his  waie  I  ne  wift  where, 

r  will  me  confeffe  in  gode  entent, 

And  I  abode  bounde  ip  balaunce  : 

And  make  in  hafte  my  teflament. 

Lo,  there  a  noble  cognifaunce  ! 

As  lovirs  doin  that  felen  fmerte. 

Raifoun. 

To  Bialacoil  leve  I  mine  herte 

But  I  woll  that  thou  knowe  him  now 

All  whole,  withoutin  departing 

Ginning  and  ende,  fithin  that  thou 

Or  doubleneffe  or  repenting. 

I                                  U  iiij 

1 

5ia                               THE  ROMAUNT 

OF    THE    ROSE, 

Art  fo  anguifhous  and  fo  mate, 

A  fm  that  pardone  hath  withinne. 

Disfigurid  out  of  aftate. 

And  pardone  fpottid  without  finne. 

There  maie  no  wreche  have  more  of  wo, 

A  paine  alfo  it  is  joious. 

Ne  catife  non  endurin  fo  ; 

And  felonie  right-  pitdous, 

It  were  to  every  man  fitting 

Alfo  a  plaie  that  felde  is  ftable. 

Of  his  lorde  to  have  knowic^ing, 

And  ftedfaftnefs  right  mevable. 

For  if  thou  knewe  him  out  of  dout 

A  ftrength  weikid  to  ftonde  upright, 

Lightly  thou  fhouldifl  fcapin  out 

And  a  febleneffe  full  of  might. 

Of  thy  prifon  that  niarrith  the. 

Witte  unaviiid,  fage  folie. 

L'amaunt, 

And  joie  full  of  tourmentrie. 

Ye,  Dame,  fithin  my  lorde  is  he, 

A  laughtir  it  is  weping  aie. 

And  I  his  man  made  with  mine  honde 

Reft  that  travailith  night  and  dale. 

I  woulde  right  faine  undirflonde 

Alfo  a  fwete  hell  it  is. 

To  knowin  of  what  liinde  he  he, 

And  a  forowfuU  paradis. 

H  any  would  enformc  me. 

A  plefaunt  gaile  and  efie  prifoun. 

Raifoiin.. 

And  full  of  froftis  fomir  fefoun, 

1  would  (fayid  Refon)  the  lere, 

Prime  temps  faU  of  froftis  white, 

Sithe  thou  to  lerne  hafl:  foche  defire. 

And  Maie  devoide  of  all  dehte. 

And  fhewin  the  withoatin  fable 

With  fere  braunchis  bloffoms  ungrene. 

A  thing  that  is  not  dempnftrable. 

And  newe  fruidt  filled  with  wintir  tone  ; 

Thon  flialt  knowe  withoutin  fcience 

It  is  a  flowe  maie  not  forbere. 

And  withoutin  experience 

Ragges  ribanid  with  gold  to  were. 

The  thing  that  maie  not  knowin  be, 

For  all  fo  well  woll  Love  be  fette 

Ne  will  ne  fliewed  in  no  degre, 

Undir  raggis  as  riche  rotchette. 

Thou  maieft  the  fothe  of  it  not  witten 

And  eke  as  well  by  amorettes 

Although  ip  the  it  v/ere  ywritten  ; 

In  mourning  blacke  as  bright  burnetteSj 

Thou  Ihalt  not  knowin  therof  more 

For  none  is  of  fo  mokill  prife. 

While  thou  art  rulid  by  his  lore. 

Ne  no  man  foundin  is  fo  wife, 

But  unto  him  that  Love  will  flie 

Ne  no  man  fo  high  of  parage. 

The  knotte  maie  unclofid  be 

Ne  no  man  foundf  of  witte  fo  fage, 

"Whiche  hath  to  the,  as  it  is  founde, 

No  man  fo  hardie  ne  fo  wight. 

So  longe  to  knitte  and  not  unbounde  % 

Ne  no  man  of  fo  mokill  might. 

Now  fet  well  thine  entencion 

None  fo  fullfillid  of  bounte, 

To  here  of  love  the  defcripcion. 

That  he  with  love  maie  dauntid  be  ; 

All  the  worlde  holdith  this  waie, 

Love  makith  all  to  gone  mifwaie 

Love  it  is  an  hateful  pefe. 

But  if  it  be  thei  of  evill  life, 

A  fre'  acquitance  without  relefe. 

Whom  Genius  curfid,  man  and  wife^ 
That  wrongly  werke  again  Nature  ; 

And  through  the  fret  full  of  falftied^ 

A  fikerneffe  all  fet  in  drede ; 

None  foche  I  love,  ne  have  no  cure 

In  herte  is  a  difpering  hope. 

Of  foche  as  Lov'is  fervauntes  ben, 

And  full  of  hope  it  is  wanhppe ; 

And  woll  nat  by  my  counfaile  Seen, 

A  wife  wodneffe,  and  void  refon, 

For  I  nc  preifm  that  loving 

A  fwete  perill  in  to  droun. 

Where  through  man  at  the  laft  ending 

And  hevie  burthin  light  to  here. 

Shall  call  'hem  wretchis  full  of  wo. 

A  wickid  wawe  awaie  to  were  ; 

Love  grevith  'hem  and  fhendith  fo ; 

It  is  Charybdis  perilous. 

But  if  thou  wolt  well  Love  efchewe 

Difagreable  and  gracious ; 

For  to  efcape  out  of  his  mewe. 

\C  is  difcordaunce  that  can  acorde, 

And  make  alj  whole  the  forowe  flake, 

And  accordaunce  unto  difcorde  ; 

No  bettir  counfaile  maieft  thou  take 

It  is  conning  without  fcience, 

Than  thinke  to  flein  wel  i-wis. 

And  wifedome  without  fapience. 

Maie  nought  helpe  els,  for  wit  thou  this^ 

Witte  withoutin  difcrecion. 

If  thou  flie  it  fliall  flie  the,     , 

Havoire  without  polTeflion  ; 

Folowe'  it  and  folowen  fhall  it  the. 

It  is  like  hele  and  whole  fickeneffe, 

^ 

A  truft  drounid  and  dronkineffe, 

JWamavnt, 

And  helth  all  full  of  maladie, 

Whan  I  had  herid  Refon  fain. 

And  charite  full  of  envie. 

Whiche  had  yfplit  her  fpeche  in  vain. 

And  angre  full  of  aboundaunce. 

Dame,  (fayid  I)  1  dare  well  faie 

And  a  full  gredie  fuffifaunce. 

Of  thi?  avaunt  me  well  I  maie. 

Pelitc  right  full  of  hevineffe. 

That  from  your  fcole  fo  deviaunt 

And  drerinefs-full  of  gladnefle. 

I  am,  that  nere  the  more  avaunt 

Uittir  fweteneffe  and  (wete  errour^ 

:  Right  nought  I  am  through  your  doodHcg 

|light  evill  fayoui  ed  gode  favour. 

I  duUe  undir  your  difcipline  j 
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I  wot  no  more  than  t  wifte  ever, 

His  owne  likeneffe  and  feniblablc ; 

To'  me  fo  contrarie  and  fo  fer 

For  bicaufe  all'  is  corrufnpuble. 

Is  every  thing  that  ye  me  lere. 

And  failin  ftiould  fucceffioun. 

And  yet  I  can  it  all  by  partiverc  ; 

Ne  were  the  generacioun. 

Mine  herte  foryeteth  thereof  right  nought ; 

Our  fed.' is  ftrcne  for  to  fave. 

It  is  fo  writtin  in  my  thought, 

Whan  fadre'  or  mothir  arne  in  grave 

And  depe  gravin  it  is  fo  tender. 

Ther  childrin  ftiulde  whan  they  ben  deda 

That  all  mine  herte  1  can  it  rendef, 

Full  diligent  ben  in  ther  ftede 

^\nd  rede  it  pvir  communely, 

To  ufe  that  worke  on  foche  a  wife 

But  to  my  felf  lewdift  am  I. 

That  one  male  through  an  othir  rile; 

- 

Therefore  fet  kinde  therein  delite. 

For  men  therein  flaould  'hem  delite. 

But  fithe  ye  love  difcrivin  fo, 

And  of  that  dede  be  not  erke. 

And  lacke  and  preife  it  bothe  two, 

But  ofte  fithis  haunt  that  werke, 

Definith  it  into  this  letter, 

For  none  would  drawe  thereof  a  draugTit 

That  1  male  thinke  on  it  the  better. 

Ne  v/ere  delite  whiche  hath  him  caught  i 

For  I  herd  nevir  defined  here. 

This  had  fubtiU  Dame  Nature, 

And  wilfully  I  would  it  lere. — 

For  none  goeth  right  I  the  enfure. 

Maifon.     If  love  be  ferchid  well  and  fought, 

Ne  hath  entten  whole  ne  parfite. 

it  is  a  fickenelTe  of  the  thought. 

For  ther  defire  is  for  delite. 

Annexid  and  knedde  betwixt  tweine. 

The  whiche  fortenid  crefe,  and  eke 

Which  male  and  female  with  o  chfiine. 

1  he  plaie  of  love,  fo'r  oft  thei  feke 

So  frele  bindeth,  that  thei  n'ill  twinne 

And  thrall  'hem  felf,  thei  be  fo  nice. 

Wedir  thereof  thei  lefe  or  winne  : 

Unto  the  prince  of  every  vice, 

The  rote  fpringith  through  bote  brenning 

For  of  eche  fmne  it  is  the  rote 

In  to  difordinate  defiring 

Unlefull  luft,  though  it  be  fote, 

For  to  kiffin  and  to  embrace. 

And  of  all  evill  the  racine. 

And  at  ther  luft  them  to  folace ; 

As  TuUius  can  determine. 

Of  othir  thing  Love  retchith  nought. 

Whiche  in  his  time  was  full  fage, 

But  fetteth  ther  herte  and  all  th§r  thought 

In  a  boke  whiche  he  made  of  age. 

More  for  ther  delecftacioun 

Where  that  more  he  ypraifith  Eid«, 

Than  any  procreacioun 

Though  he  be  crokid  and  unwelde. 

Of  other  fruid:  by  engendrure, 

And  more  of  commendacioun 

Whiche  love  to  God  is  nat  plefure. 

Than  youth  in  his  difcripcioun  ; 

For  of  ther  bodie  fruidte  to  get 

For  youth  fet  bothe  man  and  wife 

Thei  yeve  no  force,  thei  are  fo  fet 

In  all  perill  of  foule  and  life. 

Upon  dehte  to  plaie  in  fere  ; 

And  perill  is,  but  men  have  grace. 

And  fome  have  alfo  this  manere 

The  perill  of  youth  for  to  pace         ' 

To  fainin  'hem  for  love  feke ; 

Without  any  deth  or  diftreffe, 

Soche  love  I  prefe  not  at  a  leke. 

It  is  fo  full  of  wildeneffe. 

For  paramours  thei  do  but  faine. 

So  oft  it  doeth  ftiame  and  domage 

To  lovin  truely  thei  difdaine ; 

To  him  or  unto  his  linage, 

Thei  falfm  ladies  traitourfly. 

It  ledith  man  now  up  now  doun. 

And  fwerne  'hem  othis  uttirly. 

In  mokill  diffolucioun,- 

With  many'  a  lefing,  many'  a  fable, 

And  maketh  him  love  ill  companie. 

And  all  thei  findin  difceivable. 

And  lede  his  life  difrulilie. 

And  whan  thei  han  ther  luft  ygetten 

And  hake  him  paied  with  none  eftate  5 

The  hote  ernes  thei  all  foryetten  ; 

Within  himfelf  is  foche  debate 

Women  the  harme  byin  full  fore  ; 

He  chaungith  purpofe  and  entent. 

But  men  this  thinkin  evirmore. 

And  yalte  into  fome  covent. 

The  lafle  harme  is,  fo  mote  I  the. 

To  livin  aftir  ther  emprife,' 

Difceive  them  than  difceivid  be, 

And  lefith  fredome  and  fraunchife 

And  namily  where  thei  ne  male 

That  Nature  i"  him  had  yfet. 

Findin  none  othir  mene  ne  waie. 

The  whiche  again  |he  male  not  get. 

For  I  wote  well  in  fothfaflneffe. 

If  there  he  make  his  manfion, 

That  who  doeth  now  his  bufineffe 

For  to  abide  profeflion  ; 

With  any  woman  for  to  dele 

Though  for  a  time  his  herte  abfent 

For  any  luft  that  he  male  fele. 

It  male  not  faile  he  fhall  repent, 

But  if  it  be  for  engendrure 

And  eke  abidin'thilke  daie 

Pe  doeth  trefpafTe  I  you  enfure. 

To  leve*  his  abite  and  gon  his  waie» 

For  he  fliould  fettin  all  his  will 

And  lefeth  his  worfliip  and  his  name. 

To  getten  a  likely  thing  him  till, 

And  dare  not  come  again  for  fiiame. 

And  to  fuftain,  if  that  he  might. 

Put  all  his  life  he  doeth  fo  mourne. 

lAnd  kepin  iot%h.  by  kipd'is  right 

Bicaufe  he  dare  not  home  retourne, 

i 
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Fredome  of  kinde  fo  loft  hath  he 

As  longe  as  Youthe  is  in  fefort 

That  nevir  maie  recurid  be, 

Thei  dwellin  in  one  manfion  : 

But  that  if  God  him  grauntin  grace, 

Delite  of  Youth  woll  have  fervicc 

That  he  maie,  er  he  hennis  pace. 

To  do  what  fo  he  woll  devife, 

Contein  undir  obedience,                   . 

And  youth  is  redy  evirmore 

Through  the  vertue  of  pacienee  ; 

For  to  obey  for  fmerte  or  fore 

For  youth  fet  man  in  all  folie, 

Unto  Dtlite,  and  him  to  ye*e 

In  unthrift  and  in  ribaudrie, 

Her  fervice  while  that  {he  maie  live. 

In  lecherie  and  in  outrage, 

Where  Elde  abitte  I  wol  the  tell                 . 

So  oft  it  chauugith  of  corage  : 

Shortily,  and  no  while  ydwelle. 

Youth  ginnith  oft  ibche  a  bargain    ' 

For  thidir  behoveth  the  to  go. 

That  maie  not  end  withoutin  pain  ; 

Yf  Deth  in  youthe  the  not  Ho ; 

In  grete  perill  is  Youth-hede, 

Of  this  journey  thou  maifte  not  failc. 

Delite  fo  doeth  his  bridill  lede  : 

With  her  Labour  and  eke  Travaile 

Iklite  this  laangith,  drede  the  nought. 

Lodgid  ben,  with  Sorow  and  Wo, 

Bothe  mann'is  bodie  and  his  thought ; 

That  nevir  out  of  her  court  go. 

Onily  through  youth'is  chambere, 

Paine  and  Diftreffe,  Sickeneffe  and  Ire, 

That  to  doen  ill  is  cuftoniere, 

And  Melan'coly,  that  angry  fire. 

And  of  naught  ellis  takith  hedc 

Ben  of  her  paleis  fenatours, 

But  onely  folkis  for  to  lede 

Groning  and  grutching  her  herbegeouis  S 

Into  difport  and  wildeneffe 

The  day  and  night  her  to  tourment 

So^  froward  is  it  from  fadneffe. 

With  cruill  Deth  thei  her  prefent, 

But  elde  ydrawith  'hem  therfro ; 

And  tellin  her  erliche  and  late 

Who  wote  it  not  he  maie  well  go, 

That  Death  flondcth  armid  at  her  gate  ; 

And  mo  of  'hem  that  now  arne  old, 

Than  bring  thei  to  her  remembraunce 

That  whilom  youth  yhad  in  hold. 

,  The  foly  dedes  of  her  enfaunce. 

Whiche  yet  remembre'  of  tendir  age 

Whiche  caufin  her  to  mourne  in  wo 

How  it  'hem  brought  in  many'  a  rage, 

That  youth  hath  her  begilid  fo, 

And  many'  a  folie  therin  wrought, 

Whiche  fodainly  awaie  is  hafted  ; 

But  now  that  elde  hath  'hem  through  fought 

She  weped  the  time  that  Ihe  hath  walled. 

Thei  repent  'hem  of  ther  folie 

Complaining  of  the  preteritte 

That  youth  'hem  put  in  jeopardie. 

And  the  prefent,  that  nat  abitte, 

In  perill  and  in  mokill  woe. 

And  of  her  olde  vanite. 

And  made  'hem  oft  amiffe  to  doe. 

That  but  aforne  her  flie  maie  fe 

And  fewin  evill  companie 

In  the  future  fome  fmale  focoure 

^d  riot  and  advouterie* 

To  leggin  her  of  her  doloure, 

To  graunt  her  time  of  repentaunce. 

For  her  fmnis  to  do  penaunce. 

But  Elde  gan  againe  reftraine 

And  at  the  laft  fo  her  governe, 

From  fuche  foly  and  refraine. 

To  winne  the  joye  that  is  eterne,  ■ 

And  fet  men  by  her  ordinauncg 

Fro  whiche  go1)ackwarde  youth  her  made, 

In  gode  rule  and  in  governaunce  5 

In  vanite  to  drowne  and  wade ; 

]put  ill  flie  fpendith  her  fervife. 

For  prefent  time  abidith  nought. 

For  no  man  wol  her  love  ne  preife; 

It  is  more  fwifte  than  any  thought ; 

She  is  hatid,  this  wot  I  wele, 

So  litill  while  it  doth  endure 

Her  acqueintaunce  would  no  man  fele, 

That  there  is  ne  compte  ne  mefure. 

]Me  han  of  Elde  companie. 

But  how  that  evir  the  game  go. 

Men  hate  to  be  of  her  alie. 

Who  lift  love  joye  and  mirth  alfo 

For  no  man  wold  becomin  olde, 

Of  love,  be  it  he  or  flie. 

iJJe  die  whan  he  is  yonge  and  boldc ; 

Or  hie  or  lowe,  who  fo  it  be. 

And  Elde  mcrvailith  right  gretely 

In  frute  thei  fhouldin  'hem  delite. 

Whan  thei  remembre  'hem  inwardly 

Ther  parte  thei  maie  not  ellis  quite. 

Of  many'  a  perilious  emprife 

To  fave  'hem  felf  in  honefte ; 

Whiche  that  thei  wrought  in  fondry  wife. 

And  yet  full  many  one  I  fe 

How  evir  thei  might  without  blame 

Of  women,  fothly  for  to  faine, 

Efcape  awaie  withoutin  flianie. 

That  defirin  and  wouldin  faine 

In  youth  ■without  any  domage. 

The  plaic  of  love,  thei  be  fo  wilde. 

Without  reprefe  of  ther  linage, 

And  not  coveite  to  go  with  childe  ; 

Leffe  of  membre,  fheding  of  blode, 

And  if  with  childe  thei  be  perchaunce. 

Perill  of  deth,  or  loffe  of  gode. 

Thei  wol  it  holde  a  grete  mifchaunce  ; 

Wotift  thou  nat  where  Youth  abit. 

But  wliat  fo  evir  wo  thei  fele 

That  men  fo  preifm  in  ther  wit  ? 

Thei  wol  not  plainln,  but  conccle. 

With  Delite  ftie  yhalte  fojour, 

But  it  be  any  fole  or  nice, 

For  both  thei  dwellin  in  0  tour  : 

In  whome  that  fliame  hath  no  jufticc: 
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f03-  to  delite  echone  thei  drawe           .   •, 

Wherfore  I  rede  thou  fliette  him  oute, ' 

That  haunt  this  worke,  both  hie  and  lawe, 

Or  he  ftial  greve  the  out  of  doute, 

Save  fuche  that  arnc  worth  right  nought, 

For  to  thy  profite  it  wol  turne, 

That  for  money  wol  be  ybought ; 

If  he  no  more  with  the  fojourne. 

Suche  love  I  preifin  in  no  wife 

In  grete  mifchefe  and  forow  fonken 

Whan  it  is  given  for  covetife ; 

Ben  hertis  that  of  love  arne  dronkeOj 

I  preife  no  woman,  though  ftie'  is  vvode, 

As  thou  peraventure  knowen  fhall 

That  yeveth  her  felfe  for  any  gode, 

Whan  thou  haft  loft  thy  time  all. 

For  litill  fliould  a  man  ytelle 

And  fpent  thy  thought  in  idilnefTe, 

Of  her  that  wil  her  body  felle, 

In  wafte,  and  woful-luftinefTe. 

Be  fhe  a  maide  or  be  ihe  \vife, 

Yf  thou  maift  live  the  time  to  fe 

That  quicke  wol  fellc  her  by  her  life, 

Of  love  for  to  delivered  be 

How  faire  chere  that  ever  fhe  make. 

Thy  time  thou  (halt  bewepe  fore. 

He  is  a  wretche  I  undirtake 

The  whiche  nevir  thou  maift  reftore. 

That  love  fuche  one,  for  fwete  or  foure. 

For  time  yloft,  as  men  may  fe. 

Though  flie  him  called  her  paramoure, 

For  nothing  may  recovered  be  : 

jA.nd  laughcth  on  him,  and  maketh  him  fell:, 

And  if  thou  fcape  yet  at  the  laftc 

For  certainly  no  fuche  befl 

Fro  Love  that  hath  the  fo  fafte 

'To  be  lovid  is  nat  worthy. 

Yknitte  and  boundin  in  his  lace. 

Or  berin  the  name  of  Drury  ; 

Certaine  I  holde  it  but  a  grace ; 

None  fliould  her  plefe,  but  he  war  wode, 

For  many  one,  as  it  is  feine. 

That  wol  difpoile  him  of  his  gode  : 

Have  lofte  and  fpent  alfo  in  veinc 

Yet  nath.leffe  I  wol  not  faie 

In  his  fervice  without  focour 

That  flie  for  folace  and  for  plaie 

Body  and  foule,  gode  and  trefour, 

Male  a  jewil  or  othir  thing 

And  witte  and  ftrength,  and  eke  richefTej 

Take  of  her  lov'is  fre  yeving, 

Of  whiche  thei  had  nevir  redreffe. 

But  that  fhe  alke  it  in  no  wife 

L'amant. 

For  drede  of  ftiame  or  covetife  ; 

Thus  taught  and  prechid  hath  Refon. 

And  flie  of  hers  male  him  certaine 

But  Love  yfpilte  hath  her  fermon. 

Without  fclaundir  yevin  againe. 

That  was  fo  impid  in  my  thought 

And  joyne  ther  hertes  togidir  fo 

That  her  dodirine  I  fet  at  nought. 

In  love,  and  take  and  yeve  alfo  : 

And  yet  ne  faide  ftie  nevre'  a  dele 

Trowe  nat  tliat  I  woUin  'hem  twinne 

That  I  ne  underftode  it  wele 

Whan  in  ther  love  there  is  no  linne  ; 

Wordi  by  worde  the  matir  all ; 

I  wol  that  thei  togidir  go, 

But  unto  Love  I  was  fo  thrall. 

And  done  al  that  thei  han  ado, 

Whiche  callith  ovir  all  his  praie. 

As  Curtis  fliould  and  debonairc, 

He  chafith  fo  my  thoughtis  aie, 

And  in  ther  love  berin  'hem  faire. 

And  holdeth  min  herrte  undir  his  fele 

Withoutin  vice,  both  he  and  flie, 

As  trufty   and  trewe  as  any  ftele,                                           ' 

So  that  alwaie  in  honefte 

So  that  I  no  devocion 

Fro  foly  Love  to  kepe  'hem  clefe. 

Ne  hadde  in  the  wife  fermon 

That  brennith  hertis  with  his  fere. 

Of  Dame  Refon,  ne  of  her  rede 

And  that  ther  love  in  any  wife 

I  toke  no  fojour  in  mine  hede. 

Be  devoide  of  all  covetife. 

For  alle  yede  out  at  one  ere 

Gode  love  fliould  engendrid  be 

That  in  that  othir  ftie  did  lere ; 

Of  trewe  hert,  jufte  and  fecre, 

Fully  on  me  fhe  loft  her  lore  ; 

And  not  of  fuche  as  fet  ther  thought 

Her  fpeche  me  grevid  wondir  fore. 

To  have  their  lufl:  and  ellis  nought. 

So  are  thei  caught  in  Lov'is  lace 

That  unto  her  for  ire  I  faide, 

Trewly  for  bodily  folace  ; 

For  angir  as  I  did  abraide. 

Flefliely  delite  is  fo  prefent 

Dame,  and  as  it  your  will  ajgate 

With  the,  that  fet  al  thine  entent 

That  I  not  love  but  that  I  hate 

Withoutin  more,  whti*  Ihould  I  glofe  ? 

All  men,  as  ye  me  now  do  teche  ? 

For  to  gettin  and  have  the  Rofe, 

For  if  I  do  aftir  your  fpeche. 

Whiche  makith  the  fo  mate  and  wode 

Sith  that  you  feine  love  is  not  gode, 

That  thou  defireft  none  other  gode  : 

Than  muft  I  nedis  fay  with  mode. 

But  thou  art  not  an  inchethe  nerre, 

Yf  I  it  leve,  in  hatrid  aie 

But  evre'  abidefl;  in  forroue'  and  werre, 

Livin,  and  voidin  love  awaie 

As  in  thy  face  it  is  yfene  ; 

It  makith  the  bothe  pale  and  lene  ; 

Ferre  from  me  a  finful  wretche, 

Yhatid  of  alle  that  tetche, 

Thy  might,  thy  vertue,  gothe  awaie. 

I  may  not  go  noqe  othir  gate, 

A  fory  gefl:  in  god>;  faie 

For  either  muft  I  love  or  hate. 

'i  hou  harbcrift  than  in  thine  Inne, 

And  if  I  hatia  men  of  newe 

The  god  of  Love  vyhan  thou  kt  inne  5 

More  than  love  it  wol  me  rcwe, 
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As  by  yourpreching^  femith  me. 

Of  his  helping  doth  him  require, 

For  Love  nothing  ne  praifith  the  % 

For  goide  dede  done  thorough  prayira 

Ye  yeve  gode  counfaiie  fikirly 

Is  fokle  and  bought  to  dere  i-wis 

That  prechith  me  al  day  that  I 

To  hert  that  of  grete  valure  is, 

Ne  ftiould  not  Lov'is  lore  alowe; 

For  hert  fulfilled  of  gentilneffe 

He  were  a  fole  woulde  you  not  trowe  ; 

Can  evil  demene  his  diftrefle  ; 

In  Ipeche  alfo  ye  han  me  taught 

And  man  that  worthy  is  of  name 

Anothir  love  that  knowen  is  naught, 

To  afkin  oftin  hath  grete  Ihame. 

Whiche  I  have  herde  you  not  repreve  : 

A  gode  man  brennith  in  his  thought 

To  love  eche  othir,  by  your  Icve, 

For  fhame  whan  that  he  alkith  ought ; 

If  ye  would  definin  it  me. 

,  He  hath  grete  thought,  and  dredith  aie 

I  wouldin  gladly  here,  to  fa 

For  his  difefe  whan  he  ihal  praie 

At  the  left  if  I  mowin  lere 

His  frende  left  that  he  warnid  be 

OX  fondry  lovis  the  manere. 

,  Till  he  preve  his  ftabilite  ; 

Raifon. 

But  whan  that  he  hath  foundin  one 

Certis,  frende,  a  gretefole  art  thou, 

That  trufty  is  and  trewe  as  ftone. 

Whan  that  thou  pothing  wolt  alow 

And  hath  aifayid  him  at  all. 

Whiche  that  I  for  thy  profite  faie  ; 

And  founde  him  ftedfaft  as  a  wall. 

Yet  wol  I  faie  the  more  in  faie, 

And  of  his  frendfliippe  be  certaine. 

For  I  am  redy  at  the  kft 

He  ftial  him  Ihewe  bothe  joie  and  paine. 

To  accomplifhin  thy  requeft  ; 

And  all  that  he  dare  thinke  or  faie. 

But  I  n'ot  where  it  wolaveile  ; 

Withoutin  fliame,  as  he  well  male. 

Jn  vaine  perav'enture  I  travaile. 

.  For  how  ftiould  he  afliamid  be 

I^ovi  there  is  in  fondrie  wife, 

Of  fuche  an  one  as  I  tolde  the  ? 

Right  as  1  fliall  the  here  devife. 

For  whan  he  wot  his  fecret  thought 

For  fonie  love  leful  is  and  gode. 

The  third  Ihall  know  therof  right  nought, 

I  mene  not  that  whidie  maketh  the  wode, 

For  twey  in  nombre'  is  bet  than  thre 

;And  bringith  the  in  many'  a  fitte, 

In  every  counfaiie  and  fecre  : 

And  ravifheth  fro  the  al  thy  witte, 

Repreve  he  dredith  nevre'  a  dele 

It  is  fo  marveilous  and  queint ; 

Who  that  befet  his  wordis  wele, 

With  fuche  love  be  no  more  aqueint. 

For  every  wife  man  out  of  drede 

Camment  Raifih  diffnijl  Aunfete.          'i 

Can  kepe  his  tong  till  he  fe  nede. 

Love  of  frendfliippe  alfo  there  is                     ' 

And  fobs  can  not  holde  ther  tonge; 

Whiche  makith  no  man  don  amis. 

A  fol'is  belle  is  fone  yro'nge ; 

Of  will  yknitte  betwixintwo, 

Yet  fliall  a  trewe  frende  doin  more 

'                That  w^ol  not  breke  for  wele  ne  wOp 

To  helpe  his  felowe  of  his  fore. 

Y/hiche  longe  is  likely  to  contune. 

And  focour  him  whan  he  hath  nede 

Whan  wiland  godes  ben  in  communej 

In  all  that  he  may  done  in  dede. 

Groundid  by  Go^d'is  ordinaunce. 

And  gladdir  that  he  him  plefith 

All  whole  withoutin  difcordaunce. 

Than  his  felowe  that  he  efith  : 

With  them  yholding  commaunce. 

And  if  he  do  nat  his  requeft 

Of  al  ther  gode  in  charite. 

He  flial  as  mochil  him  moleft: 

That  there  be  none  exceptioun 

As  his  felowe, bicaufe  that  he 

Through  chaunging  of  ententioun. 

Male  not  fulfill  his  volume 

That  eche  helpe  othir  at  ther  nede. 

All  fully  as  he  hath  required. 

And  wifely  hele  both  worde  and  dede. 

If  both  the  hertis  Love  hath  fired 

Trewe  of  mening,  devoide  of  flouthe, 

Bothe  joye  and  wo  thei  fliall  departe. 

For  wit  is  nought  withoutin  trouthe. 

And  take  evinly  eche  his  parte, 

So  that  the  t'  one  dare  all  his  thought 

Halfe  his  anoye  he  fhal  have  aie. 

Saine  to  his  frende,  and  fparin  nought. 

And  comforte  him  what  that  he  maie, 

As  to  him  felfe,  without  dreding 

And  of  his  bliffc-  parte  Ihal  he, 

To  be  difcovered  by  wreying. 

If  love  wollin  departid  be. 

For  glad  is  that  conjunflioun 

Whan  there  is  none  fufpedlioun 

' 

Betwixin  'hem  whome  thei  wold  prove, 

And  whilom  of  this  unite 

That  trewe  and  parfite  weren  in  love  ; 

Spake  Tullius  in  a  dite. 

Por  no  man  may  be  amiable 

A  man  Ihould  makin  this  requeft 

But  if  he  be  fo  ferme  and  ftable 

Unto  his  frende  that  is  honeft. 

That  Fortune  chaunge  him  not  ne  blinde, 

And  he  godely  ihould  it  fulfill. 

But  that  his  frende  alway  him  finde 

But  it  the  more  were  out  of  Ikill, 

Bothe  pore  and  riche  in  one  eftate. 

And  otherwife  not  graunt  therto, 

For  if  his  frende  through  any  gate 

Except  only  in  caufis  two. 

Wol  complaine  of  his  poverte 

Yf  men  his  frende  to  deth  would  drivs 

fie  iUould  not  bide  Xo  long  til  he 

Let  hiai  be  bcfy  to'  fave  his  iive« 
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Alfo  if  men  woUen  him  aflaile. 

And  whan  it  failith  he  wol  flff. 

Of  his  \7or{hip  to  make  him  faile, 

And  as  fhe  grevith  fo  grevith  it. 

And  hindrin  him  of  his  renoun, 

Of  this  love  herith  what  I  faie  : 

Let  him  with  ful  entencioun 

The  riche  men  are  ylovid  aie, 

His  devir  done  in  eche  degre. 

And  namely  tho  that  fparandc  bene. 

That  his  frendo  ne  fhamid  be. 

That  wol  not  wafhe  ther  hertis  clene 

In  thefe  two  cafis  with  his  mighty 

Of  the  filthe  nor  of  the  vice 

Taking  no  kepe  to  flcill  nor  right,                               : 

Of  gredy  brenning  avarice. 

, 

As  ferre  as  love  may  him  excufe,                               j 

The  liche  man  ful  fond  is  i-wis 

This  ought  no  man  for  to  refufe.                               i 

That  wenith  that  he  lovid  is ; 

This  love  that  I  have  told  to  the                           i 

If  that  his  hert  it  undirftode 

is  nothing  contirarie  to  me  ;                                          i 

It  is  not  he  ;  it  is  his  gode  : 

This  wol  I  that  thou  folowe  wele. 

He  may  vv^el  wetin  in  his  thought 

And  leve  the  t'othir  every  dele ; 

His  gode  is  loved  and  he  right  nought; 

This  love  to  vertue  al  entendeth, 

For  if  he  be  a  nigarde  eke 

The  t'othir  folis  hlent  and  fliendetli. 

Men  wol  not  fet  by  him  a  leke. 

An  othir  love  alfo  there  is 

But  hatin  him,  this  is  the  fothe. 

That  is  contrary  unto  this, 

Lo  what  profite  his  catil  dothe ! 

Which  delire  is  fo  conftrainid 

Of  every  man  that  may  him  fe 

That  it  ne  is  but  will  fainid ; 

It  getteth  him  nought  but  enmity 

Away  fro  trouth  it  doth  fo  varie 

But  he  amende  him  of  that  vice, 

That  to  gode  love  it  is  contrarie. 

And  know  himfelfe  he  is  not  wife. 

For  it  maymith  in  many  wife 

Certis  he  ftiould  aie  frendly  be 

Sike  hertis  with  covetife; 

To  get  him  love,  alfo  ben  frc, 

All  in  winning  and  in  profite 

Or  els  he  is  not  wife  ne  fage. 

Suche  love  yfettith  his  delite  : 

No  more  than  is  a  gote  ramage. 

This  love  fo  haungith  in  balaunce, 

'  That  he  not  lovith  his  dede  provetb, 

That  if  it  lefe  his  hope  perchauncc 

Whan  he  his  richeffe  fo  well  loveth 

Of  lucre  that  he'  is  fet  upon 

That  he  wol  hide  it  aie  and  fpare, 

It  well  failin  and  quench  anon. 

His  pore  frendis  fene  forfare. 

Tor  no  man  male  be  amorous, 

To  kepin  aie  his  ill  purpofe. 

Ne  in  his  living  vertuous. 

Till  that  for  drede  his  eyin  clofe, 

But  if  he  lovin  more  in  mode 

And  til  a  wickid  deth  him  take 

Men  for  'hem  felfe  than  for  ther  gode ; 

Him  had  levir  a  fondre  fhake. 

For  love  that  profite  doth  abide 

And  let  al'  his  limmes  a  fondre  rivCj 

Is  falfe,  and  bidith  not  to  tide  : 

Than  leve  his  richeffe  in  his  live ;  . 

Soche  love  comith  of  Dame  Fortune, 

He  thinketh  to  part  it  with  no  man  ; 

That  litil  while  woU  contune, 

Certain  no  love  is  in  him  than, 

For  it  fhall  chaungin  wondir  fone. 

For  hovi/-  fhould  love  within  him  be 

And  take  eclips  as  doth  the  mone. 

Whan  in  his  hert  is  no  pite  ? 

Whan  that  fhe  is  from  us  ylet 

That  he  trefpafith  well  I  wate. 

Through  erth,  that  betwixin  is  fet 

For  eche  man  knowith  his  eftate. 

The  fonne  and  her,  as  it  may  fall. 

For  wel  him  ought  to  be  reproved 

Be  it  in  partie  or  in  all  : 

That  lovith  nought  ne  is  not  loved. 

The  fhadowe  makith  her  hemes  merke. 

But  fithe  we  arne  to  Fortune  conien, 

And  her  hornis  to  fhewin  derke 

And  hath  our  fermon  of  her  nomen. 

Tuat  part  where  fhe  bath  loft  her  light 

A  wondir  will  I  tell  the  now. 

Of  Fhebus  fully  and  the  fight. 

Thou  herdift  nere  fuche  one  I  trow?" 

Till  whan  the  fliadowe'  is  ovir  pafte 

I  n'ot  where  thou  me  levin  Ihall, 

She'  is  enlumined  agein  as  fafle 

Although  fothfafteneffe  it  be  ail. 

Through  the  brightnesof  the  fonne  hemes. 

As  it  is  writtin,  and  is  fothe. 

That  yevith  to'  her  again  her  lemes  : 

That  unto  men  more  profite  dothe 

That  i,;ve  is  right  of  fuch  nature, 

The  frowarde  fortune  and  contraire 

Now  it  is  faire  and  now  obfcure, 

Than  doth  the  fote  and  debonaire ; 

Now  bright,  now  tlipfy  of  manere. 

And  if  the  thinke  it  is  doutable. 

And  whilom  dimme  and  whilom  clere. 

It  is  through  argument  provable. 

As  fone  as  poverte  ginnith  take, 

For  Fortune  debonaire  and  fofte 

With  mantil  and  with  wedis  blake 

Yfalfifh  and  begilith  ofte. 

Hidith  of  love  the  light  away, 

For  liche  a  mothir  Ihe  can  cherilhe. 

Th<<.t  into  night  it  tournith  day, 

And  milkin  as  doth  a  norice, 

It  ray  not  fein  Richeffe  fhine 

And  of  her  gode  to  him  ydeles, 

Till  that  the  blache  fliadowis  fine, 

And  yeveth  'hem  parte  of  her  jeweleSj 

For  whan  that  Richeffe  ihinith  blight 

With  grete  richis  and  dignite, 

Love  recovercth  aven  his  light. 

And  'hem  fhe  hoteth  flabilite 
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tn  a  ftate  that  is  nothing  fiable, 

And  wiiiche  in  love  weren  trew  and  flabk, 

!But  chaunging  aie  and  variable, 

And  whiche  alfo  weren  variable, 

And  fedith  him  Vvith  glory  veine. 

Aftir  Fortune  ther  goddeffe. 

And  worldely  bliffe  nothing  cerreine  : 

In  poverte',  either  in  richeffe, 

Whan  file  'hem  ff  ttith  on  her  whelc 

For  all  that  yeveth  Here  out  of  dfede 

•fhan  wenin  thei  to  be  right  wele. 

Unhappy  yberith  it  in  dede^ 

And  in  fo  ftable  flate  withall 

For  InfortunF  ktte  not  one 

That  nevir  thei  wene  for  to  fall  ■ 

Of  frendis  whan  Fortune  is  gone, 

And  whan  thei  fette  fo  high  to  be 

I  mene  tho  frendis  that  woll  fie 

Thei  wene  to  have  in  certainte 

Anone  as  entrith  poverte ; 

Of  hertly  frendis  to  grete  nombre, 

And  yet  thei  wol  not  leve  'hem  fo. 

That  nothing  might  their  flate  encombre ; 

But  in  eche  place  where  that  thei  go 

Theitruft  'hem  fo  on  every  fide, 

Thei  callin  'hem  wretche,  fcorne,  and  blame," 

"Wening  with  'hem  thei  woidd  abide 

And  of  ther  mifnappe"hem  difFame, 

In  every  pcrill  and  mifchaunce 

And  namely  fuche  as  in  richeffe 

Withoutin  chaunce  or  variaunce 

Pretendith  mofle  of  ftableneffe. 

Bothe  of  catil  and  of  gode, 

Whan  that  they  fawe  'hem  fet  on  loftCj 

And  alfo  for  to  fpende  thet  blode, 

And  werin  of  hem  fucoured  ofte. 

And  al  ther  membris  for  to  fpill, 

And  moll  iholpe  in  al  ther  nede. 

Onily  to  fulfill  ther  will : 

But  now  thei  take  no  maner  hede, 

Thei  maken  it  whole  in  many  wife, 

But  feine  in.  voice  of  flatirie 

And  hotin  'hetti  their  full  fervice, 

That  now  appereth  ther  folic 

How  fore  fo  that  it  do  'hem  fmerte 

Ovir  al  wher  fo  that  thei  fare. 

Into  ther  very  nakid  Iherte ; 

And  fmge,  Go,  farev/el,  Feldefare. 

Herte  and  hande  alfo  whole  thei  give". 

Alle  fuche  frendis  I  befhrewe, 

For  al  the  time  that  thei  may  live,                             1 

For  of  trewe  frendis  ther  be  to  fewe. 

So  that  with  this  ther  flaiiry 

But  fothfafl  frendes,  what  fo  betide. 

Thei  makin  folis  glorifie 

In  every  fortune  woUen  abide  ; 

Onely  of  ther  wordis  fpeking. 

Thei  han  their  hertes  in  fuch  nobleffe 

And  han  chere  of  a  rejoyCng, 

That  thei  n'il  love  for  no  richeffe. 

And  trow  'hem  as  the  Evangile ; 

Nor  for  that  Fortune  may  'hem  fende 

And  it  is  al  falfliede  and  gile, 

Thei  wollen  'hem  focour  and  defende,- 

As  thei  fhal  afterwardis  fe  ; 

And  chaungin  for  fofte  ne  for  fore ; 

Whan  thei  arne  fal  in  poverte. 

For  who  his  frende  loveth  evirmorc,                , 

And  ben  of  gode  and  catil  bare. 

Though  men  drawe  fweidis  him  to  flo. 

Than  Ihould  thei  fene  who  frendis  v^are, 

Thei  may  not  hewe  ther  love  a  two; 

For  of  an  hundrid  certainly. 

But  if  in  cafe  that  I  fhall  fay. 

Nor  of  a  thoufande  full  fcarfly. 

For  pride  and  ire  lefc  it  he  may^ 

Ne  fhall  thei  finde  unnethis  one 

And  for  reprove  by  nicete,   - 

Whan  poverte  is  comen  upon. 

And  difcovering  of  privite 

For  thus  Fortune  that  I  of  tell. 

With  tonge  wounding,  as  felon, 

With  men  whan  that  her  lufl  to  dwell. 

Through  venemous  detraccion. 

Maketh  'heni  to  lefe  ther  conifaunce. 

Frende  in  this  Cafe  wol  gon  his  way," 

And  norilbeth  'hem  in  ignoraunce. 

For  nothing  greve  him  more  ne  may,' 

But-frowarde  Fortune  and  perverfe, 

And  for  nought  ellis  wol  he  fie 

,,  Whan  high  eltates  fhe  doth  reverfe. 

If  he  love  in  flabilite  : 

And  makith  'hem  to  toum.ble  doune 

And  certaihe  he  is  well  begone 

Of  her  whele  with  a  fodaine  tourne, 

Among  a  thoufande  that  findeth  one,' 

And  from  ther  richefte  dothe  'hem  fie. 

For  there  ne  may  be  no  richeffe. 

And  plongith  'hem  in  poverte, 

Ayenll  fvendfhip  of  worthinefie. 

, 

As  a  ftepmothir  envious, 

For  it  ni  may  fo  high  attaine 

And  laieth  a  plaillir  dolorous 

As  may  the  valoure,  fothe  to  faine. 

Unto  ther  hertis  woundid  egre. 

Of  him  that  lovith  trewe  and  well  :' 

Whiche  is  not  tempered  with  vlnegrCt 

Frendfliip  is  more  than  is  catell. 

But  with  poverte'  and  indigence. 

For  frende  in  cOurte  aie  bettir  is 

For  to  Ihewe  by  experience 

Than  penyisin  purfe  certis. 

That  fhe  is  Fortune  verilie. 

And  than  is  Fortune  mifhaping. 

In  wh6m  no  man  ne  fhould  aSie, 

Wlian  upon  meA  fhe  is  fabling 

Nor  inher  yeftis  have  fiaunce. 

Thorough  miflurning  of  her  chaiinc^' 

She  is  fo  ful  of  variaunce. 

And  caflith  'hem  Out  of  balaunce. 

Thus  can  flie  makin  hie  and  lowc, 

She  maketh  through  her  adverfite 

Whan  thei  from  richeffe  arne  throwc^, 

Men  ful  and  clerly  for  to  fe 

Fully  to  knowin  without  were 

Him  that  is  frende  in  exiflence 

Freede  of  afifecfte  andfrende  of  chere. 

From  him  that  is  by  apparence,' 
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For  Infortune  makith  anone 

To  put  him  out  of  all  daungere, 

^0  know  thy  frendis  fro  thy  fone 

That  he  of  mete  hath  no  mifl:ere, 

By  experleirce  right  as  it  is, 

Or  that  he  maie  with  little  eke 

The  whiche  is  more  to  praife  i-wis 

Be  foundin  while  that  he  is  feke. 

Than  in  muche  richefle  and  trefour. 

Or  that  men  fliall  him  berne  in  hafle 

For  more  depe  profite  and  valour 

To  live  till  his  fickneffe  be  parte 

Poverte',  and  fuche  adverfite 

Unto  fome  maifondewe  befide  : 

Before,  than  doeth  profperite, 

He  cafl;e  nought  what  (hall  him  betide; 

For  that  one  yev€th  conifaunce, 

He  thinkith  nought  that  evre'  he  fhall 

, 

And  t'othir  gevith  ignoraunce. 

Into  any  fickeneffe  yfall. 

And  thus  in  poverte'  is  in  dede 

Trouthe  declarid  fro  falfhede, 

For  faint  frendis  it  wol  declare, 

And  though  it  fall,  as  it  maie  be, 

And  trewe  alfo,  what  way  they  fare  i 

That  all  betime  fparin  fliail  he 

For  whan  he  was  in  his  richefle 

As  mokill  as  fliall  to'  him  fuflice 

Thefe  frendis  ful  of  doubleneflie 

While  he  is  ficke  in  any  wife. 

Offirid  him  in  many  wife 

He  doith  for  that  he  woll  be 

Ther  herte  and  body,  and  fervice, 

Contentid  with  his  poverte 

What  would  he  then  have  you  to  'have  brought 

Withoutein  nede  of  any  man  : 

To  knowin  opinly  ther  thought. 

So  moche  in  little  have  he  can 

That  he  now  hath  fo  clerely  fene  ? 

He  is  apaide  with  his  fortune. 

The  lafle  begiled  he  Ihould  have  bene 

And  for  he  n'ill  be  importune 

And  he  had  than  percevid  it, 

Unto  no  wight  ne  onerous. 

Bat  Richeffe  n'olde  not  let  him  wit ; 

Nor  of  ther  godefie  covetous, 

Wei  more  avauntage  doeth  him  than, 

Therfore  he  fpareth,  it  mai  well  ben, 

•  Sithe  that  it  makith  him  a  wife  man. 

His  pore  eflate  for  to  fuftene. 

The  grete  mifchefe  that  he  perceveth 

Than  doeth  richeffe,  that  him  deceveth  : 

Richefle  riche  ne  ymakith  nought 

Or  if  him  lufl:e  not  for  to  fpare, 

Him  that  on  trefour  fet  his  thought, 

But  fuffrith  forthe  as  nat  yet  ware, 

For  richefle  ftonte  in  fuflifaunce. 

At  lafte  it  happeneth,  as  it  maie, 

And  nothing  ftonte  in  haboundaunce. 

All  right  unto  his  hafte  dale. 

Eor  fuflifaunce  all  onily 

And  take  the  worlde  as  it  would  be  j 

Makith  menne  to  live  richily. 

For  evir  in  herte  thinkith  he 
The  fonir  that  Deth  him  yflo 
To  paradife  the  fonir  go 

For  he  that  hath  but  mitchis  twelne. 

He  fliall,  there  for  to  live  in  blifle 

Ne  value  in  his  whole  demeine, 

Where  that  he  fliall  no  godis  mifle  : 

Liveth  more  at  efe,  and  more  is  riche. 

Thidir  he  hopeth  God  fliall  him  fende 

Than  doith  he  whiche  that  is  chiche, 

Aftir  this  wretchid  liv'is  ende. 

And  in  his  barne  hath,  foth  to  faine, 

Pythagoras  himfelf  reherfes. 

Ah  hundrid  mavis  of  whete  graine. 

In  a  boke  that  The  Goldin  Verfes 

Though  he  be  chapman  or  marchaunt, 

Is  cleped,  for  the  nobilite 

And  have  of  golde  many  befaunt, 

Of  the  honorable  dite. 

For  in  the  getting  he  'hath  fuche  wo, 

Than  whan  thou  goeft  thy  body  fro 

And  in  the  keping  drede  alfo. 

Fre  in  the  ayre  thou  flialt  up  go. 

And  fette  ere  more  his  befinefle 

And  levin  all  humanite. 

For  to  encrefeaad  nat  to  lefle, 

And  purely  live  in  diete. 

For  to  augment  and  multiply  ; 

He  is  a  fole  withoutin  were 

:  , 

And  though  on  hepes  that  lie  him  by, 

That  trowith  have  his  countrey  here. 

Yet  nevir  ftiall  make  his  richefl"e 

In  yerth  is  not  our  countere, 

Afleth  unto  his  gredinefle ; 

That  maie  thefe  clerkis  feine  and  fe 

But  the  pore  man  that  retchith  nought 

In  Boece  of  Confolacion, 

Save  of  his  livelode  in  his  thought, 

Where  it  is  makid  mencion 

Whiche  that  he  gettethwith  his  travaile. 

Of  our  contre  plaine  at  the  eye 

He  dredith  nought  that  it  fhall  faile. 

By  teching  of  phifofophie, 

Though  he  have  little  world'is  gode, 

Where  leude  men  mightin  lerin  wit, 

Mete  and  drinke,  and  efje  fode, 

Who  fo  that  would  tranflatin  it. 

Upon  his  travaile  and  living, 

If  he  be  fuche  that  can  well  live 

And  alfo  fufiifaunt  clothing, 

Aftir  his  rente  maie  him  yevc, 

Or  if  in  fickenefTe  -that  he  fall. 

And  not  defirith  more  to  have 

And  lothe  mete  and  drinke  withall, 

Than  maie  fro  poverte  him  fave. 

Though  he  ha.ve  not  his  niete  to  buie. 

A  wifeman  faicd,  as  we  maie  fene, 

« 

He  fhall  bethipke  kirn  haftiljf  - 

Is  no  man  wretched  but  he  it  wens, 
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Be  he  a  lunjj,  knight,  or  ribau<^.e  : 

1       Thei  woll  not  worchin  in  no  -KiK 

Many'  a  ribaudc  is  merie'  and  baude 

'    But  for  lucre  and  covetife, 

That  fwinketh  and  berith  daie  and  night 

For  phyficke  ginnith  firft  by  (phi) 

Miny  a  burthin  of  grete  might, 

The  phificien  alfo  fothly  ; 

TMe  vvhiche  doith  him  lafle  offence 

And  fithen  it  goeth  fro  fie  to  fie 

For  he  that  fuffrith  in  pacience  : 

To  truft  on  'hem  it  is  folic. 

Thei  laugh  arid  daunce,  thei  trippe  apd  flng, 

For  fhei  n'il  in  no  mandr  gre 

And  laie  aouglit  up  tor  ther  living, 

Doin  right  nought  for  charite. 

But  in  the  taverne  all  djfpendeth 

Eke  in  the  fame  fedle  are  fet 

The  winning  whiche  that  God  'hem  fendeth  ; 

All  tho  that  prechin  for  to  get 

Tlian  goeth  he  fardils  for  to  here 

Worfhips,  and  honour,  and  richeffe  | 

With  as  gode  chere  as  he  did  ere  : 

Ther  hertis  arne  in  grete  diftreffc 

To  fwinke  and  travaile'  he  not  fainithj 

That  folke  livin  not  holily, 

Foi  to  robbin  he  difdajnith. 

But  abovin  all  fpeciaily 

But  right  anon  after  his  fwinke 

Soche  as  yprechin  veingloric. 

H"  goeth  to  taverne  for  to  drinke. 

And  towarde  God  have  no  mem'oriej 

A'i  ihefe  are  riche  in  haboundaunce 

But  forthe  as  ipocritis  trace. 

Ti'at  can  thus  havin  fuffifaunce 

And  to  ther  foulis  deth  purchace, 

"Well  more  than  can  an  uferere. 

And  outwcird  fhewing  holineffe, 

As  God  well  knowith,  without  were, 

Though  thei  be  full  of  curfidneffe  y 

For  'an  ufurere,  fo  God  me  fe, 

Nat  liche  to  the  apoftlis  twelve, 

Shall  nevir  for  richeffe  riche  be. 

Thei  deceive  othir  and  'hem  felve  : 

But  er  more  pore  and  indigent. 

Begilid  is  the  gilir  than 

Scarce,  and  gredy  in  his  entent. 

For  preching  of  a  curfid  man  : 

For  fothe  it  is,  whom  it  difplefe, 

Though  it  to  othir  maie  profile 

There  maie  no  marchaunt  live  at  efe. 

Himfelf  it  availeth  not  a  mite, 

His  herte  in  foche  a  where  is  fet 

For  oft  gode  predicacioun 

That  it  quicke  brennith  for  to  get, 

Cometh  of  evill  entencioun  : 

Ne  nevir  Ihall  though  he  hath  getten. 

To  him  nat  availeth  his  preching. 

Though  he  have  golde  in  garnirs  yeten^ 

All  helpe  he  othir  with  his  teching. 

For  to  be  nedy  he  dredeth  fore, 

For  where  thei  gode  example  take 

Wherefore  to  gettin  liiore  and  more 

There  is  he  with  veinglorie  fliake. 

He  fet  his  herte  and  his  defire  : 

But  let  us  leven  thefe  prechours,  . 

So  bote  he  brennith  in  the  fire 

And  fpeke  of  'hem  that  in  their  tours 

Of  covetife,  that  maketh  him  wode 

Hepe  up  ther  golde  and  faft  yfliet, 

To  purchace  othir  mennis  gode. 

And  fore  thereon  ther  hertis  fet  : 

JHe  undirfongith  a  grete  pain 

Thei  neither  lovin  God  ne  drede;  • 

That  undertaketh  to  drinke  up  Sain, 

Thei  kepin  more  than  it  is  nede. 

For  the  more  that  he  drinkith  aie 

And  in  ther  haggis  fore  it  binde 

The  more  he  levith,  fothe  to  faie. 

Out  of  the  funne  and  of  the  winde ; 

Thus  is  the  thruft  of  falfe  getting, 

Thei  puttin  up  more  than  nede  ward 

Tbai.  lafteevir  in  coviting, 

Whan  thei  fene  povir  folk  forfare. 

And  the  anguifhe  and  the  diftrefle, 

For  hungre  die, and  for  cold  quake; 

With  the  fire  of  gredineffe  ; 

God  can  well  vengeaunce  thereof  take  ; 

She  fightith  with  him  aie  and  ftrivethj 

The  grete  mifchivis  'hem  affaileth. 

So  that  his  herte  a  fondir  riveth  : 

And  thus  in  gadring  aie  travaileth  ; 

Soche  gredineffe  him  affailith 

That  whan'  he  mofte  hath  mofte  he  fallitli. 

With  mochil  pain  thei  winne  richeffe. 

And  drede  'hem  holdith  in  diftreffe 

.   Phificiens  and  advocates 

To  kepin  that  thei  gathir  faft  : 

Coin  right  by  the  famfe  yates ; 

With  forowe  thei  leve  it  at  laft. 

Thei  fell  ther  fcience  for  winning, 

With  forowe  thei  bothe  die  and  live 

And  haunte  ther  crafte  for  grete  getting : 

That  unto  richeffe  ther  hertes  yeve. 

Ther  winning  is  of  foche  fvveteiieffe 

And  m  defaute  of  love  it  is. 

That  if  a  man  fall  in  fickeneffe 

As  it  Ihewith  full  well  i-wis. 

1                 Thei  are  full  glad  for  ther  encrece,- 

For  If  thefe  gredy,  fothe  to  fainc, 

For  by  ther  will  withoutin  lefe 

Lovidia  and  were  loved  agjane, 

Everiche  man  (houldin  be  feke; 

And  gode  love  reignid  ovir  all. 

Though  thei  die  thei  fet  not  a  leke ;    , 

Soche  wickidneffe  ne  fhould  yfall,. 

Aftir  whan  thei  the  golde  have  take 

But  he  fhould  yeve  that  mofte  gode  had 

Full  liti  le  care  for  him  thei  make  : 

To  'hem  that  weren  in  nede  beftad, 

Thei  would  fowertie  were  ficke  at  ones. 

And  Hve  withoutin  falfe  ufure. 

Yeytvvo  hundrid,  in  flelbe  and  bones, 

For  charite  fulclene  and  pure  ;                         . 

And  yet  two  thoufande,  as  I  geffe, 

If  thei  'hem  yeve  unto  godeneffe. 

For  to  encrefiq  tjipr  richefle. 

1  ' 

Defending  'hem  from  idilneffe^ 

The   romaunt 

In  all  this  worlde  than  povir  none 
"We  fhouldin  finde  1  trowe  not  one, 
Butchaungid  is  this  worlde  unliable. 
For  love  is  ovir  all  vendable  : 
We  fe  that  no  man  lovith  now 
But  for  his  winning  and  for  prowe  ; 
And  love  is  thrallid  in  .fervage 
Whan  it  is  fold  for  avaunta^e ; 
Yet  women  wol  ther  bodies  fell : 
Soche  foules  goith  to  the  devill  of  helL 

Whan  Love  had  tolde  'hem  his  enteni 
The  baronage  to  counfaile  went. 
In  many  fentencis  thei  fill, 
And  diverfly  thei  faied  ther  will ; 
But  aftir  difcorde  thei  accorded, 
And  ther  accorde  to  Love  recorded  : 
Sir,faidin  thei,  we  ben  at  one,  * 

By  even  accorde  of  everichone. 
Out  take  Richeffe  all  onily, 
That  fworne  hath  full  hauteinly 
That  Ihe  the  caftill  n'ill  aflaile, 
Ne  fmite  a  flroke  in  this  battaile 
With  darte  ne  mace,  ne  fpere,  ne  knife, 
For  man  that  fpeketh  or  bereth  life. 
And  blamith  your  emprife  iwis, 
And  from  our  hofte  departid  is. 
At  lefle  waie,  as  in  this  plite, 
So  hath  Ihe  this  man  in  difpite  ; 
For  Ihe  faieth  he  ne  loved  her  never. 
And  therefore  fhe  woU  hate  him  ever ; 
For  he  woU  gathir  no  trefore 
He  hath  her  wrathe  for  evirmore ; 
He'  agilte  her  nere  in  othir  cafe, 
Lo  here  all  wholly  his  trefpafe  ! 
She  faieth  well  that  tliis  othir  dale 
He  aiked  her  leve  to  gon  the  waie 
That  is  clepid  to  moche  yeving, 
And  fpake  full  faire  in  his  praying. 
But  whan  he  praied  her  poore  was  he, 
Therefore  fhe  warned  him  the  entre, 
Ne  yet  is  he  not  thrivin  fo 
That  he  hath  gettin  a  penie  or  two 
That  quietly'  is  his  owne  in  hoide  : 
Thus  hath  Richeffe  us  all  ytolde, 
And  whan  Richeffe  us  this  recorded 
Withoutin  her  we  ben  acorded. 

And  we  finde  in  our  accordaunce 
That  Falfe  Semblant  and  Abftinaunce, 
With  all  the  folke  of  ther  battaile, 
Shull  at  the  hindir  gate  affaile 
That  Wickid  Tong  hath  in  keping, 
With  his  Normans  full  of  jangling. 
And  v/ith  him  Curtefie  and  Largeffe, 
That  fliuUin  Ihewe  ther  hardineile 
To  the  old  wife  that  kept  fo  hard 
Faire  Welcoming  within  her  ward, 
Than  fliall  Delite  and  Well-Heiing 
Yfondin  Shame  adoun  to  bring 
With  all  her  hofle  erly  and  late, 
Thei  fliull  affaihn  that  ilke  gate; 
Aycrall  Drede  fnall  Hardineffe 
Affaiic  and  alfo  Sikirneffe, 
With  all  the  folke  of  ther  ledtng. 
That  nevir  wifte  what  was  Having, 
Vot.  1, 
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Fraunchife  fliall  fight  and  ekfi  Plie 
With  Daungir  ful  of  cruilte,  ' 

Thus  is  your  hoite  ordainid  wcle  ; 
i)oune  fhall  the  caflill  every  dele 
If  everiche  doe  his  entcnt. 
So  that  Venus  ybe  prcfent. 
Your  mothir,  full  of  veffelage, 
That  can  inough  of  foche  ufage ; 
Withoutin  her  male  no  wight  fpede 
This  werke  neither  for  worde  ne  dedcj 
Therefore  is  gode  ye  for  her  fcnde, 
For  through  her  maie  this  worke  amendcv. 


Lordinges,  my  mothir  the  goddes^ 
That  is  my  ladie  and  maiftrcs, 
Ne  is  nat  all  at  my  willing, 
Ne  doeth  nat  all  my  defiring; 
Yet  can  fhe  fometime  doen  labhur 
Whan  that  her  lufte  in  my  focour^ 
As  my  nede  is  for  to  atcheve, 
But  now  I  thinke  her' nat  to  grave  ; 
My  mothir  is  fhe',  and  of  childhede 
I  both  worfhip  her  and  eke  drede. 
For  who  that  dredeth  fire  ne  dame 
Shall  it  abic  in  bodie'  or  name  : 
And  nathcleffe  yet  conne  we 
Sende  aftir  her  if  nede  ybe^ 
And  were  file  nigh  fhe  commin  wold  J 
I  trowe  that  nothing  might  her  hold. 

My  mothii  is  of  grete  proweffe, 
She  hath  tane  many  a  fortreffe 
That  coft  hath  many'  a  pound  er  this 
There  I  n'as  not  prefent  iwis, 
And  yet  men  faied  it  was  rhy  dede  : 
But  I  come  nevir  in  that  flede, 
Ne  me  ne  liketh,  fo  mote  I  the, 
That  foche  tours  ben  ytake  With  me  ; 
For  why  ?  me  thinluth  that  in  no  wife 
It  maie  be  cleped  but  Marchatindife. 


Qd  buie  a  cotsrfir  blacke  of"  white, 
Andpaie  therefore,  than  aft  thou  quite  S 
The  marchaunt  owith  the  right  nought 
Ne  thou  him  whan  thou  haft  it  bought, 
I  woll  not  felling  clepe  Yeving, 
For  felling  aiketh  no  guerdoning ; 
Here  lithe  ne  thanke  ne  no  merite. 
That  one  goth  from  that  othre'  all  cjuitei 
But  this  felling  is  not  femblable  ; 

For  whan  his  horfe  is  in  the  ftaWe 
He  male  it  fell  again  parde, 
And  winnen  on  it,  foche  happe  maie'be. 
All  maie  the  manne  nat  lefe  iwis, 
For  at  the  left  the  flcinne  is  his; 

Or  ellis,  if  it  fo  betide 
That  he  woll  kepe  his  horfe  to  ride. 
Yet  is  he  lorde  aie  of  his  horfe ; 
But-thilke  chafare  i's  well  worfe 
There  Venus  entremetith  ought. 
For  who  fo  foche  chaffare  hath  bought 
He  fhall  not  worchin  fo  wifely 
That  he  ne  fliali  lefe  uttirly 
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Bothe  his  money  and  his  chaffare  ; 

I  fhall  him  make  his  pens  out  fling' 

But  the  feller  of  thilke  ware 

But  that  thei  in  his  garnir  fpring  ; 

The  prife  and  profite  havin  fhall ; 

Our  raaidins  fhall  eke  plucke  him  fo 

Certaine  the  buier  ftiall  lefe  all, 

That  him  fhall  nedin  fethirs  mo. 

For  he  ne  can  fo  dere  it  buie 

And  make  him  fell  his  londe  to  fpende 

To  have  lordfhip  and  full  maiftrie. 

But  he  the  bet  conne  him  defende. 

Ne  havin  power  to  make  letting 

Neither  for  yefte  ne  for  preehing. 

That  of  his  chaffare  maugre  his 

Pore  men  ban  made  ther  lorde  of  me  ; 

An  other  fhall  have  as  moche  iwis, 

Although  thei  nat  (o  mightie  be 

If  he  well  yeve  as  moche'  as  he. 

That  thei  male  fede  me  in  delite 

Of  what  countrey  fo  that  he  be. 

I  woll  not  have  'hem  in  difpite  : 

Or  for  right  nought,  fo  happe  ymaie. 

No  gode  man  hateth  'hem  as  I  gefTc, 

If  he  can  flattir  her  to'  her  paie. 

For  chinche  and  feloun  is  Richeffe, 

And  ben  than  foclie  marchauntis  wife  ? 

That  fo  can  chafe  'hem  and  defpife. 

No,  but  folis  in  every  wife  : 

And  'hem  defoule  in  fondrie  wife  : 

Whan  thei  buie  foclie  thing  wilfully 

Thei  loven  full  bette,  fo  God  me  fpede^ 

There  thei  lefe  ther  gode  folily  ; 

Than  doith  the  riche  chinchy  grede. 

But  natlielefle  this  dare  I  faie, 

And  ben  (in  gode  faith)  more  flable. 

My  mothir  is  not  wont  to  paie. 

And  truir  and  more  ferviable, 

For  file'  is  neither  fo  fole  ne  nice 

And  therefore  it  fufEfith  me 

To  entremete  her  of  foche  vice ; 

Ther  gode  hertis  and  ther  beaute  : 

But  truflith  well  he  fliall  paie  all 

Thei  han  on  me  fet  all  their  thought,. 

That  repente  of  his  bargame  fhall, 

And  therefore  I  foryete  'hem  nought. 

Whan  Poverte'  put  him  in  diflreffej, 

I  woll  'hem  bring  in  grete  noblefle. 

All  were  he  fcholir  to  Richeffe, 

If  that  I  were  god  of  Richeffe, 

That  is  for  me  in  grete  yerning 

As  I  am  god  of  Love  fothely, 

Whan  fhe  affenteth  to  my  willing. 

Soche  rutbe  upon  ther  plaint  have  I ; 

Therefore  I  muft  his  fuccour  be 

That  painith  him  to  fervin  me, 

B>ut  by  my  mothir  Saind  Venusj 

For  if  he  deied  for  love  of  this 

And  by  her  fathir  Saturnus, 

Than  femith  in  me  no  love  there  is» 

That  her  engendrid  by  his  life. 

Sir,  faied  thei,  fothe  is  every  dele 

But  nat  upon  his  weddid  wife, 

That  ye  reherce,  and  we  wote  wele 

Yet  woll  1  more  unto  you  fwere. 

Thilke  othe  to  holde  is  refonable, 

To  makin  this  thing  the  furere. 

For  it  is  gode  and  covenable 

Now  by  that  faithe  and  that  beaute 

That  ye  on  riche  men  han  yfworne  j 

That  I  owe  to'  all  my  brethrin  fre, 

For,  Sir,  this  wote  we  well  beforne^ 

Of  whiche  ther  n'is  wight  undir  heven 

If  riche  men  doin  you  homage 

That  cant  her  fadir's  namis  neven, 

That  is  as  fobs  doen  outrage ; 

So  divers  and  many  there  be 

But  ye  fhull  not  forfworne  ybe. 

That  with  my  mothre'  have  be  prive,, 

Ne  let  therefore  to  drinke  clarrie. 

Yet  woll  I  fwere  for  fikirneffe 

Or  pinient  makid  frefhe  and  newe  : 

/                The  pole  of  helle  to  my  witnefle. 

Ladies  fhull  'hem  foche  pepir  brewe 

Now  drink  I  not  this  yere  clarre 

If  that  thei  fall  into  their  laas 

If  that  I  lie  or  forfworne  be, 

That  thei  for  wo  mowe  faine  Alas  ! 

For  of  the  goddes  the  ufage  is 

Ladies  fhullen  ere  fo  curteis  be 

That  who  fo  him  forfwerith  amis 

That  thei  fliall  quite  your  othe  all  fre  j 

£hall  that  yere  drinkin  no  clarre. 

Ne  feketh  nevir  othir  vicaire. 

Now  have  I  fworne  inough  parde  j 

For  thei  fhall  fpeke  with  'hem  fo  faire 

If  I  forfwere  than  am  I  lorne ; 

That  ye  fliall  holde  you  paied  full  welc^ 

But  1  woll  neyir  be  forfworne. 

Though  ye  you  me  die  nere  a  dele. 

Sithe  Richeffe  hath  me  failid  here 

Let  ladies  worchin  with  ther  thinges. 

She  fliall  able  that  trefpas  dere 

Thei  fhall  'hem  tell  fo  fele  tidinges. 
And  move  fo  many  requeflis. 

At  lefle  waie  but  I  her  harme 

With  fwerde,  or  fparth,  or  with  gifarme» 

By  flatterie,  that  not  honeft  is. 

For  certis  fithe  fhe  lovcth  not  me. 

And  thereto  yeve  'hem  foche  thankinges. 
What  with  IdfTuig  and  with  talkinges. 
That  certis  if  thei  trowid  be 

Pro  thilke  time  that  fhe  male  fe 

/                  The  caftill  and  the  toure  to  fhake. 

In  forie  time  fhe  fhall  awake ; 

Shall  nevir  leve  'hem  londe  ne  fe 

If  I  male  gripe  a  riche  man 

That  it  n'ill  as  the  nioeble  fare 

I  fhall  fo  pulle  him  if  I  can, 

Of  whiche  thei  firft  delivered  a're. 

That  he  lliall  in  a  few  ftoundis 

Now  maie  you  tell  us  all  your  will 

Uk  all  his  aiarkcs  and  his  poundls. 

And  we  your  heUis  Ihall  fulfill.       ^ 
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feiit  talfe  Semthnt  dare  not  for  drede 
t)f  you,  Sir,  medle'  him  of  this  dede> 
For  he  faith  that  ye  ben  his  fo, 
Hen'ot  if  ye  wollworche  him  wo  ; 
Wherefore  we  praie  you  all,  beau  Sire, 
That  ye  foryeve  him  now  your  ire, 
And  that  he  male  dwell  as  your  man 
With  abflinence  his  dere  lemnian  : 
This  our  accorde  and  our  will  now. 

Parfei,  faied  Love,  T  graunt  it  you 
I  well  well  holde  him  for  my  man ; 
Now  let  him  come  :  and  he  forthe  ran. 

Falfe  Semblant,  (quod  Love)  in  this  wife 
I  take  the  here  to  my  fervice, 
That  thou  our  frendis  helpe  alwaie. 
And  hindre  'hem  neither  night  ne  dale. 
But  doe  thy  might  'hem  to  releve, 
And  eke  our  en'mies  that  thou  greve  : 
Thine  he  this  might;   I  graunt  it  the  ; 
My  king  of  Harlotes  flialt  thou  be  : 
We  woU  that  thou  have  foche  honour  : 
Certain  thou  art  a  falfe  traitour, 
And  eke  a  thief ;  fithe  thou  were  borne 
A  thoufande  times  thou  art  forfworne  : 
But  natheleffe  in  our  hering. 
To  put  our  f-olke  out  of  doubting, 
1  bidde  the  teche  'hem,  woft  thou  how  ? 
By  fome  generall  figne  now, 
In  what  place  thou  fhalt  foundin  be 
If  that  men  had  miflir  of  the, 
And  how  men  fhall  the  heft  efpie, 
For  the  to  knowe  is  grete  maiftre  : 
Tell  in  what  place  is  thine  haunting. 

Sir,  I  have  fully  divers  wonning 
That  I  kepe  not  reherfid  be. 
So  that  ye  would  refpitin  me, 
For  if  that  I  tell  you  the  fothe 
I  niaie  have  harme  and  fhame  bothe  ? 
If  that  my  felawes  wiftin  it 
My  talis  ftiouldin  me  be  quit. 
For  certaine  thei  would  hate  me 
If  er  I  knewe  ther  cruelte. 
For  thei  v/ould  ore  all  hold  'hem  ftill 
Of  trothe  that  is  again  ther  will  : 
Soche  talis  kepin  thei  not  here ; 
I  might  eftfone  buie  it  full  dere 
If  I  faied  of  'hem  any  thing 
That  difplefith  to  ther  hering, 
For  what  word  that  'hem  pricketh  or  biteth 
In  that  worde  non  of  'hem  deliteth, 
All  were  it  gofpell  the'  Evangile, 
That  would  reprove  'hem  of  ther  gile, 
For  thei  are  cruill  and  hautain ; 
And  this  thing  wote  I  well  certain, 
If  I  fpeke  ought  to  paire  or  loos 
Your  courte  fhall  not  fo  well  be  cloos 
That  thei  ne  fiiall  wite  it  at  laft  ; 
Of  gode  men  am  I  nought  agaft. 
For  thei  well  taken  on  'hem  nothing 
Whan  that  thei  knowe  all  my  mening, 
But  he  that  woll  it  on  him  take 
He  woll  himfelf  fufpecious  make 
That  he  his  life  let  covirtly 
lo  Gile  and  in  YpoQrifiej 


That  me'  engendrid  and  yave  foftrlng. 

Thei  made  a  full  gode  engendring, 
(Quod  Love)  for  who  fo  fothly  tell 
Thei  engendrid  the  divell  of  hell. 

But  nedely,  howfoere  it  be, 
(Quod  Love)  I  will  and  c'larce  the 
To  tell  anon  thy  wonning  placis 
Hering  eche  wight  that  in  this  place  is, 
And  what  life  thou  livift  alfo, 
Hide  it  no  Icngir  now  ;  wherto  ? 
Thou  mufl  difcovre'  all  thy  worching. 
How  thou  fervift,  and  of  what  thing, 
Though  that  thou  fliouldefl  for  thy  foth-favir 
Ben  all  to-betin  and  to-drawe. 
And  yet  art  thou  not  wont  parde  ; 
But  natheleffe  though  thou  betin  be 
Thou  flialt  not  be  tlie  firfl  that  fo 
Hath  for  fothfavvre  yfuffirid  wo, 

Sir,  fithe  that  it  male  llkin  you, 
Though  that  I  fliould  be  flain  right  now, 
I  Ihall  doen  your  commaundement. 
For  thereto  have  I  grete  talent. 

Withoutin  wordis-mo,  right  than 
Falfe  Semblant  his  fermon  began. 
And  faied  'hem  thus  in  audience  : 

Barons,  take  hede  of  my  fentence. 
That  wight  that  lift  to  have  knowing 
Of  Falfe  Semblant,  full  of  flatt'ring. 
He  muft  in  worldly  folke  him  feke, 
And  certis  in  the  cloiftirs  eke ; 
I  won  no  where  but  in  'hem  twaie, 
But  not  like  evin,  fothe  to  faie  : 
Shortly,  I  woll  herberowe  me 
There  I  hope  belt  to  hulftrid  be  ; 
And  certainly  fikereft  hiding 
Is  undirneth  humblift  clothing. 

Religious  folke  ben  full  covert, 
Seculer  folke  ben  more  appert ; 
But  natheleffe[_I  woll  not  blame 
Religious  folke,  ne  'hem  diffame, 
In  what  habite  that  er  thei  go  ; 
Religion  humble'  and^rue  alio 
Woll  I  not  blamin  ne  difpife. 
But  I  n'ill  love  i:  in  no  wife; 
I  mene  of  falfe  religious. 
That  flout  ben  and  malicious, 
That  wollin  in  an  habite  go 
And  fettin  not  ther  herte  thereto. 


Religious  folke  ben  all  pitous. 
Thou  flialt  not  fene  one  difpitous ; 
Thei  lovin  no  pride  ne  no  ftrife. 
But  humbly  thei  woll  lede  ther  life. 
With  whiche  folke  woll  I  nevir  be, 
And  if  I  dwell  I  faine  me 
I  male  well  their  habite  go; 
But  me  were  lever  my  neckc  a  two    • 
Then  let  a  purpofe  that  I  take. 
What  covenaunt  that  er  I  make. 

I  dwell  with  'hem  that  proude  ybe, 
And  full  of  wiles  and  fubtilte, 
That  worfliip  of  this  worlde  coveiten. 
And  grete  nede  connin  expleiten, 
Xij 
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And  gon  and  gadfin  grete  pitaunces. 
And  purchafe  'hem  the  acqueitaunces 
Of  men  that  mightie  life  maie  leden, 
And  faine  'hem  porc,and  'hem  felf  feden 
With  gode  morcils  delicious', 
Anddiinkin  gode  wine  precious, 
And  preche  us  povcrt  and  diftreffcj. 
And  filhin  'hem  felf  grete  richeffc 
With  wily  nettis  that  thei  call  : 
It  well  come  fbule  out  at  the  laft. 

Thei  ben  fro  clene  religion  went  i^- 
Thei  make  the  v/orlde  an  argumcnt- 
That  hath  a  foul  corrclufion  : 
1  have  a  robe  of  religion, 
Than  am  I  all  religious  : 
This  argument  is  all  roignous  ; 
It  is  not  worth  a  crokid  brere :  ' 

Habite  ne  makith  monke  ne  frere. 
But  clene  life  and  devocion 
Makith  gode  men  of  religion. 

Natheleffe  ih&re  can  none  anfwerCj 
How  high  that  er  his  hedde  he  Ihere 
With  rafour  whettid  nere  fo  kene, 
That  gile  in  braunchis  cutte  thurtene^ 
There  can  no  wight  diftind:  it  fo 
That  he  dare  faie  a  word  therto. 

But  what  lierb'row  that  ere  I  take, 
Gr  what  femblaunt  that  er  I  make, 
I  mene  but  gile,  and  folowe  that, 
For  right  no  more  than  Gibbe  our  cat 
(That  awaiteth  mice  and  rattes  to  killen)- 
Ne  entende  Ibut  to  bsgilen  : 
Ne  no  wight  maie  by  ray  clothing 
Wete  with  what  folfce  is  my  dwelling, 
Ne  by  my  wordis  yet  parde, 
So  foft  and  fo  plefaunt  thei  be. 
Beholde  the  dedis  that !  doe, 
But  thou  be  blinde  thou  oughtifl:  fo. 
For  varie  ther  wordes  fro  ther  dede' 
Thei  thinke  on  gile  withoutindrede,.i 
What  manir  clothing  that  thei  were^ 
Or  what  eftate  that  ere  thei  here, 
liCiid  or  leude,  lorde  or  ladie, 
Knight,  fquier,  burgeis,_or  bailie. 

Right  thus  >',  hile  Falfe  Semblant  fermonetli- 
Eft  fonis  Love  him  arefoneth, 
And  brake  his  tale  in  his  fpeking 
As  though  he'had  him  tolde  leiing, 
And  faid,  What  devill  is  that  I  here  ? 
What  folke  haft  thou  us  ncmpnid  here  ?' 
^laie  men  findin  religiourt 
In  worldly  habitacioun  ? 
Ye,  Sir,  it  foloweth  nat  that  ther 
Should  lede  a  wickid  life  parfei,. 
Ne  not  therefore  tjier  foulis  lefe 
That  'hem  to  worldly  clothis  chefe-. 
For  certis  it  were  grete  pite  ;' 
Men  raaie  iri  feciiler  cloches  fe 
Floi-jrtiin  holy  religioun 
Fulmany'  a  fainft  in  felde  andtounj. 
With  many'  a  virgine  glorious, 
"JDeVoute  and  full  religious, 
Han  died  that  commin  clothe  aie  beren, 
T€t  faindis  nerthelelfe  th^i  weren  : 
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I  could  reckin  you  many  a  teOj- 
Ye,  welnigh  all  thefe  holy  womefi 
That  men  in  churchis  herry'  and  feke, 
Bbthe  maidins  and  thefe  wivis  eke, 
That  bare  ful  many'  a  faire  childe  here, 
Werid  alway  clothis  feculere. 
And  in  the  fame  clothes  didin  they 
That  faintis  weren  and  ben  alway. 

The  ix  thoufande  maidinis  dere, 
That  beren  in  heven  ther  ciergis  clere^ 
Of  whiche  men  redein  churche  and  fing. 
Were  take  in  feculer  clothing. 
Whan  thei  recevid  martirdome, 
And  wonnin  heven  unt»  ther  home. 
Gode  hert  ymakith  the  gode  thought. 
The  clothing  yeveth  ne  revith  nought  : 
The  gode  thought  and  the  gode  worching 
That  maketh  the  religion  flouring  ; 
There  lieth  the  gode  religioun 
Aftir  the  righte  entencioun, 

Whofo  ytokea  wethir's  flcinne,. 
And  wrapped  a  gredy  woulfe  therinn, 
For  he  (hould  go  with  lambis  white, 
Wenift  thou  not  he  would  'hem  bite  ? 
Yes ;  nertheleffe  as  he  were  wode 
He  would  'hem  wirry',  and  drinte  the  blode 
And  v^rel  the  rathir  'hem  difceve, 
For  fithin  thei  coude  nat  percevd" 
His  tregette  and  his  cruilte 
Thei  would  him  folow  tho  he  flie. 


If  there  be  wolvis  of  fuche  hewe 

Amongis  thefe  apoftiis  newe,. 

Thou,  holy  churche,  thou  maifte  be  waaled; 

Sithe  that  thy  cite  is  aflailed 

Through  knightis  of  thine  owTie  table 

God  wot  thy  lordlhip  is  doutable  : 

If  thei  enforcin  it  to  win 

That  Ihould  defend  it  fro  within 

Who  might  defence  ayenfl:  'hem  make  ? 

Withoutin  ftroke  it  mote  be  take 

Of  trepeget  or  mangonell, 

Without  difplaying  of  penfell ; 

And  if  God  n'il  done  it  focour,^ 

But  let  remain  in  this  colour. 

Thou  mnft  thy  heftis  lettin  be  ; 

Than  is  there  nought  but  yelde  the. 

Or  yeve  'hem  tribute  doutilefs. 

And  holde  it  of  'hem  to  have  pees  t 

But  gretir  harme  betidith  the 

That  thei  all  maiftir  of  it  be  : 

Wei  con  thei  fcornin  the  withall, 

By  day  yftuffin  thei  the  wall. 

And  al  the  night  thei  minin  there  : 

Nay,  thou  plantin  muft  ellis  where 

Thine  impis  if  thou  wok  frutehave; 

Abide  not  there  thyfelf  to  fave. 

But  now  pece  j  here  I  turne  againe ; 
I  wol  no  more  of  this  thing  faine, 
Yf  I  may  paffin  me  hereby. 
For  I  might  makin  you  wery  j 
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But  I  wol  hetin  you  alway 

To  helpe  your  frendis  what  1  may, 

So  thei  wollin  my  company, 

For  thei  be  fhent  all  uttirly ; 

But  if  fo  fallin  that  I  be 

Oftin  with  'hem  and  thei  with  me, 

And  eke  my  lemman  mote  thei  fcrve, 

Or  thei  Ihul  not  thy  love  dcferve 

Forfoth  I  am  a  falfe  traitour; 

God  judged  me  for  a  ^efc  trechour  : 

Forfworne  I  am,  but  wel  nigh  none 

Wote  of  my  gile  til  it  be  done. 

Through  me  hath  many'  one  deth  receved 
That  my  treget  ner  aperceved. 
And  yet  recevethj  and  fhal  receve, 
That  my  faifneffe  fhal  nere  perceve  ; 
But  who  fo  doth,  if  he  wife  be. 
Him  is  right  gode  beware  of  me; 
But  fo  flighe  is  the  perceiving. 
That  al  to  late  comith  knowing. 
For  Proteus,  that  coude  him  chaunge. 
In  every  fhappe  homely  and  ftraiinge, 
Coude  nevir  fuche  gile  ne  trefoune 
As  I,  for  I  comfejnere  in  toune 
There  as  I  might  yknowin  be 
Though  men  me  both  might  here  and  fee  j 
Ful  wel  I  can  my  clothis  chaunge, 
Take  one  and  make  an  othir  ftraunge  ; 
Now  am  I  knight,  now  chaflelaine, 
iJow  prelate,  and  nowe  chap --lalne, 
2^ow  prieft,  now  clerke,  and  now  foflerej, 
Now  am  I  maiftir,  now  fcholere, 
I^ow  monke,  now  chanon,  now  baily ; 
Whatevir  miftir  manne  am  I. 

Now  am  I  prince,  now  am  I  page. 
And  can  by  hert  ev'ry  language; 
Somtimis  am  I  hore  and  olde. 
Now  I  am  yong,  and  flout,  and  bolde. 
Now  am  T  Robert,  now  Robin, 
Now  Frere  Minor,  now  Jacobin  : 
And  with  me  foloweth  my  loteby 
To  done  me  folace  and  comp'any. 
That  hight  Dame  Abftinence,  and  raigned 
In  many  a  queint  artaie  faincd  ; 
Right  as  it  commeth  so  her  liking 
1  fulfill  all  her  defiring. 

Somtime  a  woman's  cl-othe  take  I, 
Now  ami  a  maide,  now  lady  ; 

Somtime  I  am  religious. 
Now  like  an  ankir  in  an  hous  : 

Somtime  am  i  a  prioreffe. 
And  now  a  nonne,  and  now  abbefle. 
And  go  thorough  all  regiounes 
Yfeking  all  religiounes. 

But  to  what  ordir  that  I'  am  fworne 
1  take  the  ftrawe  and  bete  the  corpe  : 
To  jolie  folke  I  enhabite 
I  aflce  no  more  but  ther  habite. 

What  wol  ye  more  ?  in  every  wife 
Right  as  me  lift  I  me  difgife. 

Wel  can  I  here  me  undir  wede. 
Unlike  is  my  worde  to  my  dede. 
Thus  make  J  into  my  trappes  fall 
The  folke  tlipough  my  priv'ilegis  ^ 


That  ben  in  Chriftendome  a  live. 
1  may  aflbile  and  i  may  fliriv«, 
That  no  prelate  may  lettin  me. 
All  folke  where  evir  thei  found  be  : 
1  n'ot  no  prelate  maie  don  fo 
But  it  tlie  Pope  be,  and  no  mo. 
That  madin  thiike  eftabliftiinng  : 
Now  is  not  this  a  propre  thing  ? 
But  were  by  flightis  aperceved 


As  T  was  wont,  and  woft  thou  why  ? 
For  I  did  'hem  a  tfegetry  ; 
But  therof  yeve  I'  a  litil  tale, 
1  have  the  filvir  and  the  male. 
So  have  Iprechid  and  ake  fliriven. 
So  have  I  take,  fo  have  I  yeven. 
Through  ther  foly  hufbonde  ,and  wifeij 
That  I  lede"  right  a  joly  life  : 
Through  fimpleife  ^of  the  prelacie 
Thei  know  not  all  my  tregettrie. 
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But  for  as  moche  asman  and  wife 
Shuld  fhew  therparifh  prieft  ther  life 
Onis  a  yere,  as  faith  the  boke, 
Er  any  wight  his  houfil  toke, 
Then  have  I  >privilegis  large 
That  maie  of  mochil  thing  difcharge„ 
For  he  may  fay  right  thus  parde  : 
Sir  Prieft,  in  flirift  I  tel  it  the. 
That  he  to  whom  that  I  am  fhriven 
Hath  me  affoilid,  and  me  yeven 
Penaunce  fothly  For  alle  my  fm 
Whiche  that  I  founde  me  gikie  in  ; 
Ne  I  ne'  have  nevir  entencion 
To  make  double  confeffion, 
Ne  rcherce  efte  my  fhrift  to  the  ; 

0  flirifte  is  right  enough  to  me ; 
This  ought  the  to  fuflifm  wele, 
Ne  be  not  rebell  nere  a  dele, 

For  certis  though  thou  haddeft  it  fworne, 

1  wote  no  prieft  ne  prelate  borne 
That  maie  to  fhrift  eft  me  conftraine, 
And  if  thei  done  I  woi  me  plaice. 
For  I  wore  where  to  plainia  wele  : 
Thou  fhalt  net  ftreinin  me  a  dek, 
Ne  enforce  me  ne  not  me  trouble 
To  makin  my  confeffion  double  ; 

Ne  I  have  none  affeiSion 
To'  have  double  abfolucion; 
The  firft  is  right  inoiagh  to  me ; 
This  lettre'  affoiling -quite  I  the  : 
I  am  unbounde;  what  maift  thonndc 
More  of  my  finiies  me  to  unbinde 
For  he  that  liiight  hath  in  his  hondc 
Of  all  my  finnis  me  unbounde? 
And  if  thou  wok  me  fhus<X)nftraine 
That  me  mote  nedis  on  the  plaine 
There  fhall  no  juge  imperial], 
Ne  biftiop  ne  officiall, 
Done  judgement  on  me,  for  I 
Shal  gone  and  plaine  me  opinly 
X.ii 
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Anon  to  my  fliriftfathlr  ncwe, 

Whiche  that  hight  Frere  Wolfe  untrewCj 

And  he  ihal  chufm  him  for  me, 

For  I  tr,owe  he  can  hampir  the  ; 

But  Lord !  he  would  be  wrothe  withall 

Yf  men  would  him  Frere  Wolfe  )  call, 

For  he  would  have  no  pacience, 

But  done  all  cruill  vengience  ; 

He  would  his  might  done  at  the  left. 

Than  nothing  fpare  for  Godd'is  heft.  : 

j^\;jd  jGod  fo  wjfe  be  my  foc.our  .     ,     .     . 

But  thou  yeve  me  my  Saviour 

At  EiHr,  whan  it  likith  me, 

Withoutin  prefing  mofe  on  the, 

I  wol  forth  and  to  hipi  ygone. 

And  he  fhal  houfil  me  anone. 

For  I  am  out  of  thy  grutching; 

I  kepe  not  dele  With  the  nothing. 

Thus  may  he  fhrive  him  that  forfak.etj^ 
His  parifh  prieft  and  to  me  takcth,   ,', 
And  if  the  prleft  wol  him  refufe 
I  am  full  redy  him  to'  accufe, 
And  him  punilh  and  hampir  fo 
That  he  his  churche  fhal  forgo. 

But  who  foJiat-h  in  his  feling 
The  confequepce  of  fuche  fhriving 
Shal  fene  that  priell  male  nere  have  mighf 
To  know  the  confcience  aright 
Of  him  that  is  undir  his  cure; 
And  this  is  ayenft  holy'  fcripture, 
Th-at  biddith  eyery  herde  hoiieft 
Have  very  knowing  of  his  beft  ; 
But  povir  folke,  that  gon  by  flrete, 
Tliat  have  no  golde  ne  fummis  gretCj 
Them  would  I  let  to  ther  prelates 
Or  let  ther  prieflis  know  ther  ftates, 
For  to  me  right  nought  yeyin  thei, 
And  why  it  is,  for  thei  ne  may. 

Thei  ben  fo  bare  I  tak^e  no  kepe, 
But  1  woll  havin  the  fat  fhepe  ; 
JLet  parifli  prieftis  have  the  Jene  ; 
I  yeve  not  of  ther  harme  a  bene  : 
And  if  that  prelatis  grutche  it. 
That  oughtin  wroth  be  in  ther  wit 
To  lefin  ther  fat  beftis  fo, 
I  fhal  yeve  'hem  a  ftroke  pr  two, 
So  that  thei  fhal  lefin  with  force 
Ye,  both  ther  mitre  and  ther  croce. 

Thus  jape  L'  hem,  and  have  do  lopge,  , 
My  privilegis  ben  fo  ftrong. 

Falfe  Semblant  would  have  ftintid  here„ 
But  Love  ne  made  him.no  fuche  cherc. 
That  he  was  wery  of  his  fawe. 
But  for  to  make  him  glad  and  fawe 
He  faid,  Tell  on  more  fpecially 
How  that  thou  fervifl  untruly : 

Tel  forth,  and  fhame  the  nere  a  dele. 
|i'or  as  thine  habit  fhewith  wele,. 
'I'hou  ferveft  an  holy  heremite. 

Sothe  is  but  1'  am  but  an  ipocrite. 
Thou  goefl:  and  prechift  povertc. 

Ye,  Sir,  but  RichefTe  hath  pofte, 
Thojl  prechift  abftinence  alfo. 

i3ir,  I  woU  fiUenj  fo  mote  I  go, 
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My  paunche  of  gode  mete  and  gode  wine. 
As  fliould  a  maiftir  of  divine. 
For  how  that  I  me  povir  faine 
Yet  al  povir  folke  I  difdaine. 


I  love  bettir  the  acquelntaunce 

Ten  timis  of  the  King  of  Fraunce  * 

Than  of  a  pore  man  of  milde  mode 

Though  that  his  foule  bd^  fo  gode, 

For  whan  I  fe  beggirs  quaking, 

Nakid  on  mixins  all  ftinking, 

For  hungre  crie  and  eke  for  care, 

I  entrement  not  of  ther  fare  ; 

Thei  ben  fo  pore  and  ful  of  pine, 

Thei  might  not  ones  yeve  me  a  cline|M^       ; 

For  thei  have  nothing  but  ther  life  ;• 

What  jhould  he  yeve  that  licketh  his  knife  ? 

Tt  is  but  foly  to'  entremete 

To  feke  in  hounde'is  neft  fat  mete  : 

Let  here  him  to  the  fpittle'  anone. 

But  for  me  comfort  get  thei  none  : 

But  a  full  riche  ficke  ufurere 

Would  I  vifitin  and  drawe  nere^,^ 

Him  wouldj  comforte  and  rehete. 

For  I  hope  of  his  golde  to  gete  ; 

And  if  that  wickid  Deth  him  have, 

I  woll  go  with  him  in  his  grave  : 

And  if  there  any  reprove  me 

Why  that  I  let  the  povir  be, 

Woft  tl^eu  how  I  know  how  to'  afcape  ? 

I  fay  and  fwerin  him  full  rape 

That  riche  men  ban  more  tetchis 

Of  finne  than  ban  thefe  pore  wretchis, 

And  ban  of  counfaile  more  miftere. 

And  therfore  I  would  drawe  'hem  nere  ; 

But  as  gret  hurt,  it  male  fo  be. 

Hath  foule  in  right  grete  poverte. 

As  foule  in  grete  richeffe  forfothcj'* 

Al  be  it  that  thei  hurtin  bothe, 

For  richeffe  and  mendicitees 

Bene  clepid  two  extremitees. 

The  mene  is  clepid  Suffifaunce, 

There  lieth  of  vertue  the'  aboundaunce^ 

For  Salomon,  ful  wel  I  wote. 
In  his  wife  Parablis  us  wrote. 
As  It  is  kno>ven  of  many'  a  wio-ht, 
In  his  thirtieth  chapitir  right, 
God  thou  me  kepe  for  thy  pofte 
Fro  richeffe  and  mendicite 
For  if  a  riche  man  him  drefTe 
To  thinkin  to  moche  on  richefTe 
His  hert  on  that  fo  ferre  is  fette 
That  he'  his  Creatour  doth  foryette 
And  him  that  beggith  woll  aie  greve  ; 
How  fliould  I  by  his  worde  him  leve  ' 
Unneth  that  he  n'is  a  micher 
Forfworne,  or  els  Godd'is  lier  ? 
Thus  fayith  Salpmon'is  fawes  " 

Ne  we  find  writtin  in  no  lawes 
And  namely  in  our  Chriftin  laie  ' 
Who  fo  faith  ye  I  dare  fay  naie  * 
That  Chrift  ne  his  apoftih  dere* 
While  that  thei  walkid  in  erth  here 
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Were  nevir  fene  herbrid  begging, 
For  they  n'olde  beggin  for  nothing. 

And  right  thus  were  men  wont  to  techc. 
And  in  this  wife  wouldin  it  preche 
The  maiftirs  of  divinite 
Somtime  in  Paris  the  cite. 
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And  if  men  would  there  gaine  appofe 
The  nakid  texte  and  let  |fce  glofe, 
It  mightin  fone  affoilid  be, 
For  men  may  wel  the  fothe  yfe , 
That  pardie  thei  might  ^e  a  thing 
Plainly  forth  withoutin  begging. 
For  they  weren  Godd'is  herdis  dere. 
And  cure  of  foulis  haddin  here, 
Thei  ne  wolde  nothing  begge  ther  fode, 
Foraftir  Chrift  was  done  on  rode 
"With  ther  propir  hondis  thei  wrought, 
And  with  traveile,  and  ellis  nought, 
TheLwpnnin  al  their  fuflinaunce, 
ArMfffidin  forth  in  ther  penaunce, 
■  Andthe  remena^t  yaf  awaie 
To  othir  pore  ^^is  alwaie. 

Thei  neithir  bildin  toure  ne  hall, 
But'fhei  in  houfis  fmal  withalle. 

A  mighty  ^mac,  that  can  and  maie,^ 
Should  with  his  honde  an,«;|,body'  alwaie, 
Winnehim  his  fode  in  la.|Msiiring, 
Yf  he  ne'  have  rent  or  filche  a  thing: 
Although  he  be  religious. 
And  God  to  fervin  curious, 
Thus  mote  he  done  or  do  trefpas. 
But  if  it  be  in  certaine  caas. 
That  I  can  telle  if  miflir  be 
Right  wel  whan  that  the  time  I  fe. 

Scke  the,  boke  of  Sainfte  Auguftiup, 
Be  it  in  papir  or  perchemene. 
There  as  he  writte  of  th'efe  worchinges. 
Thou  ftialt  fene  that  none  excufmges 
A  perfite  man  flefliould  yfcke 
By  wordis  ne  l^dedis  eke,  ^ 

Although  he  be  religious  •"*- 

And  God  to  fervin  curious. 
That  he  ne  fhal  fo  mote  I  go, 
With  propir  hondes  and  body'  alfo 
Yget  his  fode  in  laboring, 
Yf  he  ne'  have  properte  of  thing, 
Yet  ftiould  he  fel  all  his  fubflaunce, 
'•  And  with  his  fwinke  havje  fuflinaunce, 
If  he  be  parfite  in  bounte ; 
Thus  han  the  bokis  tolde  me  : 
For  he  that  wol  gone  idilly, 
And  ufith  it  aie  befily 
To  hauntin  othir  menn'is  table, 
He  is  a  trechour  full  of  fable, 
Ne  he  ne  maie  by  gode  refon 
Excufe  him  by  his  orifon, 
For  men  behovith  in  fome  gife 
Ben  fomtime  out  of  God's  fervife, 
To  gon  and  purchafin  ther  nede. 

Men  mote  etin,  that  is  no  drede, 
And  flepe,  and  eke  do  othir  thing, 
And  fo  long  may  thei  leve  praying. 


So  m^Y  they  eke  ther  praiere  blinnc 
While  that  thei  werke  ther  mete  to  winne ; 
Seint  Auftio,wol  therto  accordc 
In  thilks  boke  that  I  recorde. 

Juftinian  eke,  that  made  lawes, 
Hath  thus  forbodin  by  olde  fawes. 

No  man,  up  paiue  for  to  be  ded, 
Mighty'  of  body,  to  begge  his  bred 
Yf  he  may  fwinke  it  for  to  getc ; 
Men  fhould  him  rathir  maime  or  bete. 
Or  done  of  him  aperte  jullice, 
Than  fuffrin  him  in  fuche  malice. 

Thei  done  not  wel,  fo  mote  I  go, 
Whiche  that  takin  fuche  almeffe  fo, 
But  if  thefhave  fome  privilege 
That  of  the  paine  'hem  woU  alege. 

But  how  that  is  can  I  not  fe 
But  if  the  prince  difcevid  be; 
Ne  I  ne  wene  not  fikirly 
That  thei  maie  have  it  rightfully. 

But  yet  I  wol  not  determine 
Of  princis  powir  ne  define, 
Ne  by  my  worde  compre'hende  iwis, 
Yf  it  fo  ferre  may  flretche  in  this ; 
I  wol  nat  entremefee  a  dele 
But  I  trowe  that  the  boke  faith  wele. 
Who  that  taketh  almeffis  that  be 
Dewe  to  folke  that  men  may  yfe 
Lame  and  feble,  wery  and  bare, 
Povir,  or  in  fuche  manic  care. 
That  con  winnin  'hem  nevir  mo. 
For  thei  havin  no  power  thertoif 
He  etith  his  owne  dampning. 
But  if  he  lie  tliat  made  al  thing ; 
And  if  ye  fuche  a  truaunt  finde, 
Chaftife  him  wel  if  ye  be  kinde; 
But  thei  would  hatin  you  parcaas 
If  that  ye  fillin  in  ther  laas. 

Thei  would  eftfonis  do  you  fcathe, 
If  that  thei  mightin,  late  or  rathe. 
For  thei  be  not  ful  pacient 
That  han  the  worlde  thus  foule  yblent :. 
And  wetith  wel  that  God  ybad 
The  g.odc  man  fell  al  that  he  had 
And  folowe'  him,  and  to  pore  it  yeve  r 
He  would  not  therfore  that  he  live 
To  fervin  him  in  mendience. 
For  it  was  nevir  his  fentence. 
But  he  bad  werke  whan  that  nede  is. 
And  folowe  him  in  gode  dedis. 

Saint  Pouie,  that  loved  al  holy  church. 
He  bade  th'  apoflils  for  to  wurch. 
And  winne  ther- livelode  in  that  wife. 
And  'hem  defendid  truahdife,/ 
And  fayid,  Werkith  with  your  honden  ; 
Thus  fhould  the  thing  be  underftonden. 

He  n'olde  iwis  have  bid  'hem  beggixTg, 
Ne  fellin  gofpell  ne  preching,  '■ 

Left  thei  berafte  with  ther  afking 
Folke  of  ther  cattle  or  of  ther  thing. 

For  in  this  world  is  many'  a  man 
That  yeveth  his  gode,  for  he  ne  can 
Werne  it  for  Ihame,  or  ellis  he 
Would  of  the'  aikir  delivered  be, 
X  iiij 
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And  for  he  h'm  encombrith  fo  ^, 

He  yeveth  him  g  )dc  to  Jet  him  go  :         'W 
But  it  can  him  nothing  profite ;  *.' 

Thei  lefe  the  yefte  and  the  mcrite. 

The  gode  iolke  that  St.  Poiile  to  preche4 
Profrid  him  ofte,  whan  he  -hem  teched, 
Some  of  then  gode  in  chai-ite,    , 
But  therof  right  nothing  toke  he, 
But  of  his  hondis  would  he  gette 
CJothis  to  wrine  him,  and  his  mete* 


Tel  me  than  how  a  man  may  liven 

That  al  his  gode  to  pore  hath  yeven^ 

And  wol  bnt  onely  bidde  his  bedes,      IB 

And  ner  with  hondes  Uboiir  his  nedeg. 

May  he  do  fo  ?  Ye,  Sir.    And  howe  ? 

Sir,  I  woll  gladly  tellin  you. 

Saint  Auftin  faith,  A  man  may  be 

In  houfis  that  ban  propei'te. 

As  Templers  and  Hofpitelers,) 

And  as  ihefe  Chanons  p.egul6rs. 

Or  thefe  White  Monkis,  or  thefe  Blai:e, 

I  \yol  no  mo  enfampUs  make, 

And  take  thereof  his  fufteining, 

For  therin  lyith  no  begging, 

But  othirwayis  not  iwis, 

Yet  Auftin  gabbith  not  of  this,; 

And  yet  ful  many'  a  monke  laboureth 

That  God  in  holy  churche  honoureth, 

For  whan  ther  fw  in  king  is  agon 

Thei  rede  and  fing  in  church  anone. 

And  for  there  harh  ben  grete  difcorde 
As  many'  a  wight  may  here  recorde. 
Upon  the*  eflate  of  mendicience, 
I  wol  fhortely  in  your  prefence 
Tel  how  a  man  male  begge  at  nede, 
That  hath  not  whenyith  him  to  fede, 
Maugre  his  feloyvisjanglinges, 
For  fothfaftnes  wol  none  hidinges. 
And  yet  percafe  I  may  obey. 
That  I  to  you  fothly  thus  fey. 


Lo,  here  the  cafe  efpeciall  : 
If  a  man  be  fo  beftiall 
That  he  of  no  crafte  hath  fcience, 
And  nought  defirith  ignorence. 
Than  may  he  go  a  begging  yernc 
Till  he  fome  othir  crafte  can  lei-ne, 
Through  whithe  withoutin  tvuandihg, 
He  may  in  trouthe  have  his  living  : 

Or  if  he  may  done  no  labour 
For  elde,  or  fickeneffe,  or  langour, 
Gr  for  his  tendir  age  alfo, 
Than  may  he  yet  a  begging  go  : 

Or  if  he  have  peravinture 
Through  ufage  pf  his  noriture 
IJvid  ovir  deiicioufly, 
Than  oughtin  gode  folke  cominly 
Han  of  his  niifchefe  fome  pite, 
And  fuffrin  hirri  alfo  that  he 
May  gon  about  and  begge  his  bre4 
That  he  be  not  for  hongir  ded  : 


Or  if  he  have  of  crafte  conning^, 
And  f:rength  alfo  and  4efiring 
Fo#.  to  worchin,  as  he  had  what, 
But  he  finde  neithir  this  ne  that, 
!han  may  hebeggin  til  that  he 
Have  gettin  his  neceffite  : 

Or  if  his  winning  be  fo  lite 
That  his  labour  wili  not  quite 
Sufficiauntly  al  his  living,        '_      .,, 
Yet  may  he  go  his  bredAegging, 
Fro  dore  to  dore  he  may^o  trace 
Till  he.  the  remnaunt  may  purchaic  : 

Or  if  a  man  would  undirtake 
Any  emprife  for  to  ymake 
In  the  refcous  of  our  lay, 
And  it.  defendin  as  he  may. 
Be  it  with  armis  of  letrrura. 
Or  othir  convenabla-cure, 
If  it  be  fo  that  he  fSte  be,         «^ 
Than  may  he  beggin  til  thathe^  /' 
Maie  findin  in  trouth  for  to  fwirafee, 
And  get  him  clothis,  mete,  and  drinke, 
Swiiikc  he  witli  his  hondes  corpqijel, 
Aad  not  with  hondes  efpirituel.  TJF 
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In  all  this  cafe,  and  in  fen^blables, 

If  that  there  ben  mo  r^nables. 

He  maie  begge  as  I  telLj^u  here. 

And  ellis  not  in  no  maijere. 

As  William.  Saint  Amour  would  precjie. 

And  ofcin  would  difpute  and  tecLe 

Of  this  matir  al  opinly 

At  Paris  fully'  and  folemply  ; 

And  all  fo  God  my  foule  blelTe 

As  he  had  in  this  ftedfaflneffe 

The'  acorde  of  the'  Univerfite,  ja 

And  of  the  peple',  as  femith  me.         "V 

No  gode  man  ought  it  to  refuse, 
Ne  ought  him  thereof  to  excufe, 
Be  wrothe  or  blithe,  who  fo  thoilAej 
For  I  wol  fpeke  and  tell  it  the     ^■ 
All  lliould'I  die  and  be  put  doun. 
As  was  Saint  Poule,  in  derke  prifoun. 
Or  be  exiUd  in  this  caas 
With  wrong,  as  Maiilir  William  w?s, 
That  my  m.othir  Hypocrifie 
Banilhed  for  her  gret  envie. 

My  mothir  f.emed  him  Saint  Amour  : 
7'his  noble  man  did  fuche  labour 
To  fufieine  er  the  loialte. 
That  he  to  muche  agilte  mc  : 
He  made  a  boke  and  let  it  write, 
Wv.erin  his  life  he  did  all  dite. 
And  would  that  eche  renied  begging, 
And  iivin  by  my  traveiling. 
If  I  ne'had  rent  ne  othir  gode; 
What !  wenith  he  ths^t  1  were  wode  ? 
For  labour  might  me  nevir  plefe, 
I  have  more  will  to  ben  at  efe 
And  have  well  levir,  fothe  to  faic 
Before  the  peple  pattre'  and  praie' 
And  wrie  me  in  my  foxerie 
Undir  a  cope  of  papelardie 
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(Quod  Love)  What  divel  is  this  1  here  f 
What  wordis  telliit  thou  me  here  ? 
What,  Sir,  Why  Fiilfeneffe  that  apert  is. 
Than  dredift  thou  not  God?  No,  certis  ; 
For  felde  in  grete  thing  fhal  he  fpede 
In  this  world  that  God  wol  ydrede. 
For  falke  that  'hem  to  vertue  yeven, 
And  truily  on  ther  owne  liven, 
And  'hem  in  godeneffe  aie  contente, 
On  'hem  is  litil  thrifte  ifente  ; 
Suche  foike  ydrinldn  grete  mjfefe.; 
That  hfe  ne  may  me  nevir  plefe. 

But  fe  what  goide  han  uferers,    J^ 
And  lilvir  eke,  in  ther  garners  ! 
Tailagiers,  and  thefe  moniours, 
Bailiffes,  bedils,  provoftes,  contours, 
Thefe  hvin  well  nigh  by  ravine ; 
The  fmale  peple  'hem  mote  enclinc, 
And  thei  as  vvolvis  wol  'hem  eten  j0k 
Upon  the  povir  folke  thei  geten 
Fill  muche  of  that  thei  fpende  or  kepe  } 
N'is  none  of  'hem  that  thei  n'il  llrepe, 
And  wrine  'hem  felvin  well  at  full ; 
Withoutin  fcalding  thei  'hem  pull : 
The  ftrong  the  feble  ovirgothe, 
But  I  that  were  my  fimple  clothe 
Robbe  bothe  the  robbid  and  robbours, 
Andgile  the  gilid  and  gilours; 
By  my  treget  I  gathre'  and  threfte 
The  grete  trefour  into  my  chefte, 
That  lieth  with  me  fo  falle  ybounde  ; 
Thusmyn  high  paleis  do  I  founde, 
And  by  my  delitis  I  fulfill 
With  wine  at  feftis  at  my  will. 
And  tablis  full  of  extremees  : 
I  wol  no  life  but  efe  and  pees. 
And  winnin  golde  to  fpende  alfo. 
For  whan  the  grete  bagge  is  ago 
It  comith  full  right  with  my  japes, 
Make  I  not  wel  tomble  mine  apes  ? 
To  winnen  is  alwaie  mine  entent ; 
My  purchace'  is  bettir  than  my  rent ; 
For  though  that  I  fliould  betin  be 
Ovir  al  1  entremet  me  :  ' 

Withoutin  me  maie  no  wight  dure; 
I  walkin  foulis  for  to  cure  : 
Of  all  the  world  the  cure  have  I 
In  brede  and  eke  in  length  ;  boldly 
I  wol  bothe  preche  and  eke  counfailen  : 
With  hondiswol  I  not  travailen. 
For  of  the  Pope  I  have  the  bull ; 
I  ne  holde  not  my  wittis  dull  : 
1  wol  not  flintin  in  my  live 
Thefe  emperouris  for  to  fhrive^ 
Or  kingis,  dukes,  and  lordis  grete, 
But  povir  folke  ai  quite  Mete  : 
I  love  no  fuche  f^riving  parde 
But  it  for  othir  caufe  )  be  : 
I  recljfcpt  of  thefe  povir  men ; 
Thei^Rte  is  hot  worthe  an  hen. 

Wher  findefl  thoxi^^  fwinkir  of  labour 
JIave  me  to  be  his  cohfefToure  ? 
But  empreffis  and  ducheffis, 
Thefe  queijis  and  eke  couEtcffis, 


Thefe  abbeffis  and  eke  bigins, 
And  thefe  grete  ladies  palafms, 
Thefe  joly  knightis  and  bailive», 
Thefe  nonnis  and  thefe  burgeis  wives, 
That  riche  yben  and  eke  plefingj 
And  thefe  maidinis  welfiiring, 
Where  fo  thei  clad  or  nakid  be, 
Uncounfailed  goeth  there  none  fro  .      , 
And  for  ther  foulis  favite 
At  Icrde  and  lady',  and  ther  meine, 
I  aflce,  whan  thei  'hem  to  me  fhrive. 
The  propertie  of  al  ther  live. 
And  make  'hem  trowe,  both  mofte  ar.u  ieft, 
Ther  parifh  priefl;  is  but  a  belt 
Ayens  me  and  my  company, 
'"i  S'That  ftirewis  ben  as  gret  as  I, 

Fro  which  e  I  wol  not  hide  in  holde 
No  privlte  that  me  is  tolde. 
That  I  by  worde  or  figne  iwis 
Ne  wol  make  'hem  know  what  it  is. 
And  thei  wollen  alfo  tellin  me 
Thei  hele  fro  me  no  privite  ; 
And  for  to  make  you  them  perceiven 
That  ufm  folke  thus  to  deceiven, 
I  wol  you  faine  withoutin  drede 
What  men  maie  in  the  Gofpell  rede 
Of  Sainft  Mathewe  the  gofpellere. 
That  faieth  as  I  fliall  you  faie  here. 


Upon  the  chaire  of  Mofes 

I'hus  it  is  glofid  doutilefs, 

(That  is,  "^^e  Olde  Teftament, 

For  thereby  IS  the  chaire  ment) 

Sittin  Scribis  and  Pharifen, 

That  is  to  faine,  the  curfid  men, 

Whiche  that  we  Ipocritis  call ; 

Doeth  that  thei  preche  I  rede  you  all ; 

But  doeth  not  as  thei  doen  a  dele 

That  ben  not  werie  to  faie  wele. 

But  thei  doe  well  no  will  have  thei, 

And  thei  would  binde  on  folke  alwaie^ 

That  ben  to  be  begilid  able, 

Burdons  that  ben  importable  ; 

On  folkis  Ihouldirs  thinges  thei  couchen. 

That  thei  n'ill  with  ther  fingirs  touchen  ; 

And  why  woll  thei  not  touch  it  ?  why  ! 

For  ihem  ne  lifte  nat  fikirly, 

For  the  fadde  burdons  that  men  taken 

Ymakin  folkis  Ihouldirs  aken. 

And  if  thei  doe  ought  that  gode  be 
That  is  for  folke  it  Ihouldin  fe  ; 
Ther  burdons  largir  makin  thei, 
And  makin  ther  hemmes  wide  alwaie. 
And  lovin  fetis  at  the  table 
The  firft  and  the  mofte  honourable; 
And  for  to  han  the  firft  chairis 
In  finagogges  to  'hem  full  dere  is, 
uf.  .;And  wiUen  that  folke  'hem  loute  and  grete 
™  Whan  that  thei  paflin  through  the  ftrete. 
And  wollen  be  cleped  Maiftir  alfo ; 
Butlthei  ne  fliould  not  willin  fo. 
The  Gofpeir  is  there  ayenft  I  geflci 
That  Ihewith  well  ther  wickidnefle. 
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An  othir  cuftome  ufin 'me; 

But  who  fo  wol  chaftlfe  tne 

Of  'hein  that  woll  a^^enfi  us  be 

Anone  my  love  ylofte  hath  he, 

We  hate  him  dedl/  everychone, 

For  I  love  no  man  in  no  gife 

And  we  woll  werrey  him  as  one ; 

That  -jiroll  me  reprove  or  chaflife. 

Him  that  one  hatith  hate  we  all. 

But  I  woll  all  folke  undirtake. 

And  eonjedle  how  to  doon  him  fall ; 

And  of  no  wight  no  teching  take; 

And  if  we  fene  him  winne  honour. 

For  I  that  othir  folke  chaftie 

Richeffe  or  preife,  through  his  valour. 

Woll  not  be  taught  fro  my  folie- 

Provende  or  rent,  or  dignite. 

Full  fafteiwis  compaffin  we 

By  what  laddre'  he  is  clombin  fo  ; 

I  ne  love  none  hermitage  more; 

And  for  to  make  him  doune  to  g» 

Al  defertis  and  holtis  hore. 

With  traifon  we  woll  him  defame. 

And  grete  w|jidis  everichone 

And  doen  him  lelin  his  gode  name. 

I  let  'hem  to  the  Baptifl:  John  ; 

Thus  from  his  laddir  we  him  take. 

I  queth  him  quite,  and  him  relefie. 

And  thus  his  frendis  foes  we  make,                         '*■ 

fOf  Egypt  all  the  wildirnefle  : 

But  worde  ne  wetin  fhall  he  none 

To  ferre  were  all  my  manfiouns 

Till  al  his  frendis  ben  his  fone ; 

Fro  alle  citees  and  gode  touns. 

For  if  we  did  it  opinly 

My  paleis4teid  mine  houfe  make  I 

We  mightimhave  blame  redily. 

There  men  maie  renne  in  opinly 

For  had  he  wifte  of  our  malice 

And  faie  that  I  the  worlde  forfake; 

He  had  him  kept  but  he  were  nice. 

But  all  amidde  I  builde  and  make 

An  othir'  is  this,  that  if  fo  fall                              ^ 

My  houfe,  and  fwimme  and  plaie  therckl 

That  there  be  one  emong  us  all 

Bette  than  a  fiflie  doth  with  "his  finne. 

That  doeth  a  gode  tourne,  out  of  drede  ■ 

1                   i^. 

We  faine  it  ia  our  aldir  dede. 

'  Ye,  fikirly  though  he  it  fained. 

Of  Antichrift'is  men  am  I 

Or  that  him  lifte  or  that  him  dalned 

Of  whiche  that  Chrift  faieth  opinly 

A  man  through  him  avauncid  be. 

Thei  have  habite  of  holinefle. 

Thereof  all  partineres  be  we. 

And  livin  foche  wickidneffe. 

i\nd  tellin  folke  whei-e  fo  we  go          ' 

Al'  outward  lambin  femin  we, 

That  man  through  us  is  fprongin  fo.' 

Full  of  godeneffe  and  of  pite. 

And  for  to  have  of  men  praifmg  ^^ 
We  purchace  through  our  flattering" 

And  inwarde  we  withoutin  fable 

Ben  gredy  wolvis  ravifable.                     ^ 

Of  riche  men  of  grete  pofle 

We  enviroun  bothe  londe  and  fe  ; 

I^ttirs  to  witneffe  our  bounte. 

With  all  the  worlde  werryin  we  : 

So.  that  man  weneth  that  maie  us  fe 

We  woll  ordain  of  alle  thing. 

That  alle  vertue  in  us  be. 

Of  folkis  gode  and  ther  living. 

And  alwaie  povir  we  us  fain. 

If  there  be  caftill  or  cite 

But  how  fo  that  we  begge  or  plain 

'  Within  that  any  bougerons  be. 

We  ben  the  folke  without  lefing. 

Although  that  thei  of  Millaine  were. 

^hat  all  thing  have  iviihout  having. 

For  therof  ben  thei  blamid  there  ; 

Thus  be  dradde  of  the  peple'  iwis. 

Or  if  a  wight  out  of  mefure 

And  gladly  my  purpofe  is  this  : 

Would  lene  ther  gold  and  take  ufure. 

I  delin  with  no  wight  but  he 

For  that  he  is  fo  covetous. 

Have  golde  and  trefour  grete  plente ; 

Or  if  he  be  to  lechirous. 

Ther  acquaintaunce  well  lovin  I : 

Or  thefe  that  hauntin  fimonie. 

This  moche  is  my  defire  Ihortly  ; 

Or  provoft  full  of  trechirie, 

I  entremete  me  of  brocages, 

Or  prelate  living  jolilie. 

I  makin  pece  and  mariages. 

Or  prieft  that  halt  his  quein  him  by, 

lam  gladly  exectttour. 

Or  olde  vvhoris  hoftilers. 

And  many  times  a  procuratour. 

Or  othir  baudes  or  bordillers. 

I  am  fometime  a  meffagere. 

Or  elHs  blamed  of  any  vice. 

That  fallith  not  to  my  mil\cre. 

Of  whiche  men  fhouldin  doen  juftice ; 

And  many  timis  I  make  enqueft. 

By  all  the  faindlis  that  we  preie. 

For  me  that  office  is  nat  honeft ; 

But  thei  defende  them  with  lampreie. 

To  dele  with  othir  mennis  tiling 

With  luce,  with  elis,  with  famons. 

That  is  to  me  a  grete  liking; 

With  tendir  gees  and  with  capons, 

#■ 

And  if  that  ye  have  ought  to  doe 

_^,With  tartis  or  with  cheffis  fat,                M 

t' 

In  place  that  I  repairin  to. 

With  deinte  flaunis  brode  and  fiat,         ^ 

% 

1  fhall  it  fpedin  through  my  witte 

With  caleweis  or  with  puH^e, 

As  fone  as  ye  have  told  me  it :                      i^' 

With  coninges  or  with  fine^vitaile, 

So  that  ye  fervin  me  to  paie 

That  we  undir  our  clothis  wide 

yiy  fervice  ibal  be  yours  alw«le« 

Ymakin  through  pur  golet  glide. 

%  . 

>■ 
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Or  but  he  woll  doe  come  in  hafte 

Rae  venifon  ybake  in  pafte, 

Whethir  fo  tliat  he  loure  or  groinc 

He  fhall  have  of  a  corde  a  loigne, 

With  whiche  men  ftiall  him  binde  and  ledc 

To  brenne  him  for  his  finfuU  dede. 

That  men  fhuU  here  him  crie  and  rore 

A  mil'is  waie  about  and  more, 

Or  els  he  fliall  in  prifon  die 

But  if  he  woU  his  frendfliip  buie. 

Or  fmertin  that  that  he  hath  doe 

More  than  his  gilt  amountith  to. 

But  and  he  couthe  thorough  his  Height 
Doe  makin  up  a  toure  of  height, 
Nought  lought  I  wher  of  ftone  or  tree, 
Or  yerth  or  turvis,  though  it  be, 
Though  it  were  of  no  vound^  ftone 
Ywrought  with  fquare  and  fcantilone, 
So  that  the  toure  were  ftuffid  well 
With  alle  richis  temporell ; 

And  than  that  he  would  him  up  dreffe 
Enginis  both^  more  and  leffe. 
To  cafte  at.  us  by  every  fide. 
To  berin  his  gode  name  wide. 

Soche  fleightis  I  fhullin  you  yeven,  W 

Barellesof  wine  by  fixe  or  feven, 
Or  golde  in  fackis  grete  plente. 
He  fhould  though  fone  delivered  be  ; 
And  if  he  have  no  fuche  pitences 
Let  him  ftudie'  in  equipolences, 
And  lerin  lies  and  fallaces. 
If  that  he  would  deferve  our  graces. 
Or  we  fliall  here  him  foche  witnefle 
Of  finne  and  of  his  wretchidneffe. 
And  doen  his  lofe  fo  wide  renne. 
That  all  quicke  we  Ihouldin  him  brenne, 
Or  ellis  yeve  hem  foche  penaunce 
That  is  well  worfe  than  the  pitaunce. 

For  thou  flialt  nevir  for  nothing 
Con  knowen  aright  by  ther  clothing 
The  traitours  full  of  trecherie 
B^it  thou  fher  werkis  can  efpie. 

And  ne  had  the  gode  keping  be 
Whilom  of  the' Univerfite, 
That  kepeth  the  kei  of  Chriftendome, 
We'  had  ben  tourmentid  all  and  fome. 

Soche  ben  the  ftinking  Prophetis ; 
N'is  none  of  'hem  that  gode  prophete  is, 
For  thei  through  wickid  entencion, 
The  yere  of  the*  incarnacion 
A  thoufande  and  two  hundrid  yere 
Five-and-fifte,  ferther  ne  nere, 
Broughtln  a  boke  with  forie'^ace. 
To  yeven  enfample  in  common  place. 
That  fayid  thus,  though  it  were  fable, 
This  the  Gofpell  pardurable 
That  fro  the  Holie  Ghoft  is  fent : 
Well  were  it  worthy  to  be  ybrento 
Entitlid  was  in  foche  manere 
'Thi^  boke  of  whiche  I  tell  here, 
There  n'as  no  wight  in  al  Paris 
peforne  our  Ladie  at  parvis 
That  thei  ne  might  the  boke  by ; 
The  fentence  plefed  'hem  well  trwely. 


To'  the  copie  if  him  talent  toVe 

Of  the  Evangelifl'is  boke, 

There  might  he  fe  by  grete  traifoun 

Full  many'  a  falfe  comparifoun.  ~) 

As  moche  as  thorough  his  grete  might,   , 
Be  it  of  bete  be  it  of  light; 
The  funne  yfurmountith  the  mone, 
That  troublir  is,  and  chaungith  fone. 
And  the  nutte  kerneill  dothe  the  fhell, 
I  fkorne  nat  that  I  you  it  tel!. 

Right  fo  withoutin  any  gi!e 
Surmountith  this  noble'  Evangile 
The  worde  of  any'  evangelift, 
And  to  ther  title  thei  toke  Chrifl:. 
And  many  foche  comparifoun, 
Of  whiche  I  make  no  mcncioun, 
Mightin  men  in  that  boke  finde. 
Who  fo  coud  of  'hem  havin  minde. 
''   The'  Uni'verfite,  that  was  a  flepc. 
Can  for  to  braied,  and  takirikepe, 
And  at  the  noife  the  hedde  up  caft, 
Ne  nevir  fithen  flept  it  faft, 
But  up  it  ftert,  and  armis  toke 
Ayenfl  this  falfe  horrible  boke. 
All  redy  battaile  for  to  make, 
And  to  the  judge  the  boke  thei  take. 

But  thei  that  broughtin  the  boke  there 
Hent  it  anone  av/aie  for  fere  ; 
Thei  n'old  fhewe  it  no  more  a  dele. 
But  than  it  kept,  and  kepin  wele. 
Till  foche  a  time  that  thei  maie  fe 
That  thei  fo  flrong  ywoxin  be 
That  no  wight  maie  'hehi  well  withftonde. 
For  by  that  boke  thei  durft  not  ftonde  : 
Awaie  thei  gonne  it  for  to  here. 
For  thei  ne  durftin  not  anfwere 
By  expoficion  ne  glofe 
To  that  that  clerkis  woll  oppofc 
Ayenft  the  curfidneffe  iwis 
That  in  that  boke  ywrittin  is. 

Now  wotte  I  nat  ne  can  nat  fe 
What  manir  ende  that  there  fliall  be 
Of  all  this  whiche  that  thei  yhide. 
But  yet  algate  thei  fhall  abide 
Till  that  thei  maie  it  bette  defende  * 
(  This  trowe  1  beft  woll  be  ther  ende. 

This  Antichrift  abidin  we. 
For  we  ben  all  of  his  meine. 
And  what  man  that  woll  not  be  fo 
Right  fone  he  fliall  his  life  forgo  : 
We  woll  a  peple'  on  him  areife. 
And  through  our  gile  doin  him  ceife. 
And  him  on  flierpe  fperis  rive. 
Or  othir  waies  bring  him  fro  live. 
But  if  that  he  woll  folowe'  iwis 
That  in  our  boke  ywrittin  is. 


Thus  moche  woll  our  boke  fignifie. 

That  while  Peter  had  maiftrie 

Maie  nevir  John  fhewe  well  his  might. 

Now  have  I  you  declarid  right 
The  mening  of  the  barke  and  rinde    , 
That  makith  the  entencioos  blinde ; 
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But  now  at  erft  I  woll  begin 

To  expoune  you  the  pitlic  within. 

And  the  feculers  comprehende 

That  Chrift'is  lawe  wollin  xiefende. 

And  iliould  it  kepen  and  maintenen 

Ayenift  theni  that  all  fuftenen, 

And  falfly  to  the  peple  techen 

That  John  betokeneth  'hem  to  prechen 

That  there  n'is  lawe  covenable 

But  thilke  Gofpell  pardurable 

That  fro  the  Holy  Ghoft  was  fent 

To  tournin  folke  that  ben  mifwent. 

The  ftrength  of  John  thei  undirftonde 
The  grace  in  whiche  thci  faie  thei  ftondc. 
That  doeth  the  finfull  folke  convert, 
And  'hem  to  Jefu  Chrift  revert : 
.Full  many'  an  othre'  horriblete  , 
Mowin  men  in  that  boke  fe. 
That  ben  commaundid  doutilefs 
Ayenft  the  lawe  of  Rome  exprefTe, 
And  all  with  Antichrift  thei  holden. 
As  men  maie  in  the  boke  beholden. 

And  than  comniaundin  thei  to  fleen 
All  tho  that  with  Peter  yben  ; 
But  thei  fhall  nevir  have  that  might. 
And  God  to  f  irme,  for  ftrief  to  fight, 
That  thei  ne  fhall  ynough  yfinde 
That  Peter's  lawe  fhall  liave  in  mind«. 
And  evir  holde  and  fo  maintene. 
That  at  the  lafl  it  fhali  be  fene 
That  thei  fhall  all  comin  therto 
per  aught  that  thei  can  fpeke  or  do. 

And  thilke  lawe  ne  fhali  not  flondc 
That  thei  by  John  have  undirflonde. 
But  maugre  them  it  fhall  adoun, 
And  ben  brought  to  confufion. 

But  I  woll  flint  of  this  materc. 
For  it  is  v/ondir  long  to  here  ; 
But  had  that  ilk^  boke  endured 
Of  bettre'  eflate  I  were  enfured, 
A  nd  frendis  have  I  yet  parde 
That  han  me  fet  in  grete  degre. 


Of  all  this  worlde  is  emperour 
Oile  my  fathir,  the  falfe  trechour. 
And  empereffe  my  mothir  is, 
Maugre  the  Holie  G-hofle  iwis. 
Our  mightie  linage  and  our  rout 
Jleignith  in  every  reigne  about, 
And  weir  is  worthy  we  mini'fters  be. 
For  all  this  worlde  governe  we. 
And  can  the  folke  fo  well  deceve 
That  none  our  gilis  can  perceive. 
And  though  thei  doen  thei  dare  not  faie  ; 
The  fothe  dare  no  wight  bewraie. 

But  he  in  Chrifl'is  wrathe  him  ledeth 
That  mote  than  Chrifl  my  brethrin  dredeth  ; 
He  n'is  no  full  gode  champion 
That  dredeth  foche  fimilacion, 
Ivlor  that  for  pain  v/oU  refufin 
Us  to  corredle  and  accufin 
He  woll  not  entremete  by  right, 
IMe  ha  via  God  in  his  eyeu  fight. 
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And  therefore  God  fhall  him  punicc  : 
But  me  ne  rekith  of  no  vice 
Sithen  men  us  loven  communablie, 
And  holdin  us  for  fo  worthic. 
That  we  maie  folke  repreve  echone. 
And  we  n'ill  have  reprefe  of  none  : 
Whom  fliouldin  folke  worfhipin  fo 
But  us  that  ilintin  nevir  mo 
To  patrin  while  that  folke  maie'  us  fc 
Thoujjh  it  not  fo  behinde  'hem  be  ? 


And  where  is  there  more  wode  folic 
Than  to  enhauncin  chivalrie, 
And  lovin  noble  men  and  gaic. 
That  jolie  clothis  v/eren  alwaie  ? 
If  thei  be  foche  foike  as  thei  femen, 
So  clene  as  men  ther  clothis  demen. 
And  that  ther  wordes  folowe  ther  dedc. 
It  is  grete  pite  out  of  dred^;    . 
For  thei  woll  be  none  hypocritis ; 
■Of  'hem  me  thinkith  grete  fpite  is  : 
1  can  not  love  'hem  on  no  fide  : 

But  beggirs  with  thefe  hodis  wide, 
Widjjifleigh  and  pale  facis  lene. 
And  with  graie  clothis  nat  full  clene. 
But  frettid  full  of  tatar  wagges. 
And  higli  fhewis  knoppid  with  dagges^ 
That  frouncin  like  a  quale  pipe, 
Or  botis  riveling  as  agipe  ; 

To  foche  folke,  as  I  you  devife. 
Should  princis  and  thefe  lordis  wife 
Take  all  ther  landis  and  ther  thinges, 
Bothe  witrie  and  pece  in  govirninges. 
To  foche  folke  fhould  a  prince  him  yeve 
That  would  his  life  in  honour  live. 

And  if  thei  be  nat  as  the  feme. 
That  fervin  thus  the  worlde  to  quenie, 
There  would  I  dwellin  to  deceive 
The  folke,  for  thei  fhali  nat  perceve. 

But  I  ne  fpeke  in  no  foche  wife 
That  men  ihould  humble'  habite  difpife; 
So  tliat  no  pride  there  undir  be 
No  man  fhould  hate,  as  thinkith  me, 
,    The  povir  man  in  foche  clothing ; 
But  God  ne  prefith  him  nothing 
'I'hat  faieth  he  hath  the  worlde  forfake. 
And  hath  to  worldly  glory  'him  take. 
And  woll  of  foche  delicis  ufe  ; 
Who  maie  that  beggir  well  excufe  ? 

That  papelarde  that  him  yeldith  fo, 
And  woll  to  worldly  efe  ygo. 
And  faieth  that  he  the  worlde  hath  1^% 
And  gredily  it  gripith  eft. 
He  is  the  hounde,  fhame  is  to  fain. 
That  to  his  casing  goeth  again. 


But  unto  you  dare  I  not  lie 
But  might  I  felin  or  efpie    ' 
That  ye  perceived  it  nothmg 
Ye  fhouldm  have  a  ilarke  leXuie-'- 
Ri^ht  in  your  honde  thus  to  beeinrc 
I  ne  wolde  it  let  for  no  fiijHc  ^     ^  ' 


THE   ROMAUNT    OF   THE    ROSE. 

ii% 

The  goA  lough  at  the  wondir  tho, 

That  ben  to  Wickid  Tong  ywent ; 

And  every  wight  gan  laugh  alfo, 

But  firft  thei  helde  ther  parliment 

And  fayid,  Lo,  here  a  man  right] 

Whethir  it  to  be  doin  were 

For  to  be  trufiie  to'  every  wight ! 

To  makin  'hem  be  knowin  there 
Or  ellis  wajkin  forthe  difgifed  ; 
But  at  the  lalle  thei  devifed 

r'alfe  Semblant,  (quod  Love)  faie  to  me. 

That  thei  would  gone  in  tapinage. 

Sith  I  thus  have  avauncid  the, 

As  it  were  in  a  pilgrimage, 

That  in  my  court  is  thy  dwelling. 

Like  gode  and  holie  folke  unfeined ; 

And  of  Ribaudes  Ihalt  be  my  king, 

And  anon  Dame  Abflinence  ftreined 

Wok  thou  well  holdin  my  forwardes  ? 

Toke  on  a  robe  of  cameline 

Ye,  Sir,  quod  he,  from  hens  forwardes 

And  gan  he;  gratche  as  a  bigine. 

Had  ner  your  fathir  here  bcforne 

A  larg^  coverchief  of  threde 

Servaunt  fo  true  fithe  be  was  borne. 

She  wrappid  all  about  her  hede; 

That  is  ayenift  all  nature. 

But  fhe  forgate  not  her  pfaltere. 

Sirj  put  yon  in  that  avinture, 

A  paire  of  bedis  eke  fhe  here 

For  though  ye  borowes  take  of  me 

Upon  a  lace  all  of  white  threde, 

The  fikerer  fhall  ye  nevir  be 

On  whiche  i:hat  fhe  her  bedis  bede  ; 

^ 

For  hoftagis  ne  fikirnefle 

But  fhe  ne  bought  'hem  nevre'  a  dele,' 

Or  chartris  for  to  here  witnefie  : 

For  thei  were  given  her,  I  wote  wele. 

1  take  your  felf  to  recorde  here 

God  wote  of  a  full  holie  frere, 

Thi*'  men  ne  raaie  in  no  manere 

That  faied  he  was  her  fathir  dere, 

Terin  the  wolfe  out  of  his  hide 

To  whom  flie  had  oftiner  went 

Till  he  be  flain  bothe  backe  and  fide. 

Than  any  frere  of  his  covent ; 

Though  men  him  bete  and  all  defile  : 

And  he  vifitid  her  alfo, 

What !    wene  ye  that  1  woll  begile  ? 

And  many'  a  fermone  faied  her  to  - 

For  I  am  clothid  mekily, 

He  n'olde  let  for  no  man  on  live 

There  undre'  is  all  my  trechiry  ; 

That  he  ne  would  her  oftin  fhrive. 

Mine  herte  chaungith  nevir  the  mo 

And  with  fo  grete  devocion 

For  nont-  habite  in  which  I  go  r 

Thei  madinher  confefTion 

Though  I  have  chere  of  fimplenefle. 

That  thei  had  oftin  for  the  nones 

/ 

I  am  not  werie  of  fhreudneffe  : 

Two  heddis  in  one  hode  at  ones. 

My  kmman,  ftrainid  Abftenaunce, 

Of  faiie  fhape  I  devifed  her  the. 

Hath  miftir  of  my  purveiaunce, 

But  pale  of  face  fometime  was  fhe; 

ijhe  had  full  long  ago  be  dedde 

That  falfe  traitourefle  untrewe 

N'ere  for  my  counfaile  and  my  redde  : 

Was  like  that  falowe  horfe  of  hewe 

Let  her  alone,  and  you  and  me. 

That  in  the'  Apocalypis  is  fhewed. 

And  Love  anfwerid,  I  truft  the 

That  fignifieth  tho  folke  befhrewed 

Without  borowe,  for  I  woll  none. 

That  ben  all  full  of  trecherie, 

And  Falfe  Semblant  the  thefe  anone 

And  pale  thorough  hypocrifie  ; 

Right  in  that  ike  fame  placCj^ 
That  had  of  trefon  all  his  face 

For  on  that  horfe  no  colour  is 

But  onely  dedde  and  pale  iwis  : 

Right  blacke  within  and  white  without^ 

Of  foche  a  colour  enlangoured 

Thanking  him  gan  on  his  knees  lout.. 

Was  Abflinence  iwis  coloured  ; 

Than  was  ther  nought  but  every  man 

Of  her  eflate  fhe  her  repented 

Now  to  afTaute  that  failin  can. 

Right  as  her  vifage  reprefented. 

(Quod  Love)  and  that  full  hardily  : 

She  had  a  burdoune  all  of  theft 

Than  armid  thei  hem  cominly 

That  Gile  had  yeve  her  of  his  yeft, 

Of  foche  armour  as  to  'hem  fell. 

And  a  fkrippe  of  faint  diflreffe, 

Whan  thei  were  arnnid  fiers  and  fellj^ 

That  full  was  of  elengeneffe. 

Thei  went  'hem  forthe  all  in  a  rout 

And  forthe  fhe  walkid  fobirlic. 

And  fet  the  caftill  all   about ; 

And  Falfe  Semblant  faint,  Je  -oous  dit. 

Tnei  will  not  awaie  for  no  drede 

And  as  it  were  for  foche  miftere 

Till  it  fo  be  that  thei  ben  dede. 

Doin  on  the  cope  of  a  frere. 

. 

Or  till  thei  have  the  caflill  take. 

With  chere  finiple  and  full  pitous 

And  four  battellis  gan  thei  make. 

His  loking  was  not  difdeinous 

And  partid  'hem  in  foure  anone. 

Ne  proude,  but  meke  and  ful  pefible. 

And  toke  there  waie,  and  forthe  thei  gone 

About  his  necke  he  bare  a  Bible, 

The  foure  gatis  for  to  affaile. 

And  fquyirly  forthe  gan  he  gon, 

Of  whiche  the  kepirs  woll  not  faile, 

And  for  to  reft  his  limmes  upon 

For  thei  ben  neithir  ficke  ne  dede. 

He  had  of  trefon  a  potent ; 

But  bardie  folke,  and  flrorg  in  dede. 

As  he  were  feble'  his  waie  he  wenti 

Nov/  woll  I  faine  the  cotmtenanc^ 

But  in  his  fleve  he  gajj  to  thrin^ 

Of  Faife  Semblant  and  .'Vblbinaunce, 

A  ra.'uur  fliarpe  and  well  bitiug. 

' 
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That  was  yforgid  in  a  forge 

Whiche  that  men  clepin  Coupe  Gorge. 

So  long  forth  ther-waie  thei  nomin 
Till  thei  to  Wickid  Tong  comin, 
That  at  his  gate  ywas  fitting, 
And  fawe  folke  in  the  waie  pafling. 

The  pilgrimis  fawe  he  faft  by 
That  berin  'hem  full  mekily, 
And  humbly  thei  with  him  ymette  ; 
Dame  Abflinence  firft  him  ygrette^ 
And  fithe  him  Falfe  Semblant  falved. 
And  he  'hem,  but  he  not  remeved, 
For  he  ne  drede  him  not  a  dele, 
For  whan  he  fawe  ther  facis  wele 
Alwaie  in  herte  him  thought  fo 
He  flaould  knowin  'hem  bothe  two. 
For  well  he  knewe  Dame  Abftinaunce, 
But  he  knewe  not  Conftreinaunce  ; 
He  knewe  nat  that  flie  was  conllrained, 
Ne  of  her  thev'is  life  yfained, 
Eut  wende  fhe  come  of  will  all  frc, 
But  file  come  in  othir  degree, 
And  if  of  gode  will  fhe  began 
That  will  ywas  failid  her  than. 


And  Falfe  Semblant  had  he  faine  alfe. 
But  he  knewe  nat  that  he  was  falfe ; 
Yet  falfe  was  he,  but  his  falfneffe 
Ne  coud  he  nat  efpie  nor  geffe. 
For  Semblant  was  fo  flie  yv/rought 
That  falfeneffe  he  ne  efpied  nought ; 
But  haddcft  thou  knowin  him  beforne 
Thou  woldifl  on  a  boke  have  fworne. 
Whan  thou  him  fawe  in  thilke  araie. 
That  he  that  whilom  wasfo  gaie, 
And  of  the  daunce  Jolie  Robin, 
Was  tho  become  a  Jacobin  :    • 
But  fothly  what  fo  men  him  call 
Frere  prechouris  ben  gode  men  all ; 
Ther  odir  wickidly  thei  beren 
Soche  minftrellis  if  that  thei  weren. 
So  ben  Auguflins  and  Cordileres, 
And  Carmis,  and. eke  fackid  freres. 
And  all  the  freris  Ihode  and  bare. 
Though  fome  of  'hem  ben  grete  and  fquare. 
Full  holy  men  ^s  T  'hem  deme ; 
Eyeriche  of  hem  would  gode  man  feme  ; 
But  Jhalt  thou  nevir  of  apparence 
Sein  conclude  gode  confequence 
In  any  argument  izvis. 
If  exiftens  all  failid  is ; 
For  men  male  finde  alwaie  fopheme 
The  genfequence  to  enveneme. 
Who  f«  hath  had  the  fubtilte 
The  double  fentence  for  to  fe. 

Whan  the  pilgrimis  comftn  were 
To  Wickid  Tong  that  dwellid  there, 
Ther  harnies  nigh  'hem  was  algate ; 
By  Wickid  Tong  adoune  thei  fate, 
•  That  b^dde  'hem  nere  him  for  to  come. 
And  of  tidingis  tell  him  fome. 
And  faied  'hem,  What  cafe  makitb  yo\8 
To  comin  into  this  place  now  ? 


Sir,  fayld  Strainid  Abftinaunce^ 

We  for  to  dryin  our  penaunce 

With  hertis  pitous  and  devout 

Are  commen  aspilgrimes  gon  about  j 

Well  nigh  on  fote  alwaie  we  go  ; 

Full  doughtie  ben  our  helis  two. 

And  thus  bothe  we  ben  yfent 

Throughout  the  worlde  that  is  mifwen£ 

To  yeve  enfample'  and  preche  alfo  ; 

To  fifhin  fmfull  men  we  go. 

For  othir  fifhing  ne  filhe  we  : 

And,  leve  Sir,  for  that  charite, 

As  we  be  wont,  erbo'rowe  we  crave ; 

Your  life  to  amenne  Chrift  it  fave. 

And  fo  it  fliould  you  not  difplefe 

We  wouldin,  if  it  wera  your  efe, 

A  fliort  fermon  unto  you  fain. 

And  Wickid  Tong  anfwered  again, 

The  houfe  (quod  he)  foche  as  ye  fe 
Shall  nat  be  wai  nid  you  for  me  : 
Saie  what  you  lift  and  I  woU  here. 
Graunt  mercie  !  tho  fwete  Sir  derc. 
Quod  aldirfirft  Dame  Abftinence, 
And  thus  began  fhe  her  fentence  : 

Sir,  the  firft  vertue  for  certaine. 
The  gretift  and  moft  foveraine 
That  male  be  founde  in  any  man 
For  having  or  for  wit  he  can 
That  is  his  tong  for  to  refrain  ; 
Therto  ought  every  wight  him  pain. 
For  it  is  bettir  ftill  to  be 
Than  for  to  fpekin  .harme  parde. 
And  he  that  harkeneth  it  gladly 
He  is  no  gode  man  fikirly. 

And,  Sir,  abovin  all  othir  fmne 
In  that  art  thou  moft  giltie  inne  ; 
Thou  fpake  a  jape  not  long  a  go. 

And,  Sir,  that  was  right  evill  doe,  , 
Of  a  yong  man  thatheie  repaired. 
And  nevir  yet  this  place  apaired. 
Thou  faideft  he  awaitid  nothing 
But  to  difceve  Faire  Welcoming  : 
Ye  faidin  nothing  fothe  of  that. 
But,  Sir,  ye  lie,  I  tell  you  plat : 
He  Cometh  no  more  ne  goeth  parde ; 
I  trowe  ye  fhal  him  nevir  fe  ; 
Faire  Welcoming  in  prifon  is 
That  ofte  hath  plaied  with  you  er  this 
The  fairift  gamis  that  he  coude 
Withoutin  filth,  or  ftil  or  loude  ;,. 
Now  dare  he  not  himfelfe  folace ; 
Ye  han  alfo  the  man  do  chace 
That  he  dare  neither  come  ne  o-q  : 
What  mevith  you  to  hate  him  fo 
But  propirly  your  wickid  thought. 
That  many  a  falfe  lefing  hath  thought". 
That  mevith  your  foule  eloquence. 
That  janglith  evre'  in  audience. 
And  on  the  folke  arifith  blame. 
And  doeth  'hem  difhonour  and'fhame 
For  thing  that  maie  ha,ve  no  preving 
But  likelinefle  and  contriving  ? 

For  I  dare  faine  that  Refon  deme^b 
It  is  mi  alfiih  thhi  thtfemeth  ;     * 


THE  ROMAUNT 

OFTHEROSE                                   J35 

And  it  is  finne  for  to  controve 

Lay  no  defe  ere  to  my  fpeking, 

Any  thing  that  is  to  reprove  ; 

I  fwere  you.  Sir,  it  is  gabbing                   \ 

This  wote  ye  wele,  and  Sir,  therefore 

I  trow  ye  wote  well  certainly 

Ye  arne  to  blame  mochil  the  more; 

That  no  man  lovith  him  tendirly 

And  natheleffe  he  reckith  lite 

That  faith  him  harme,  if  he  wote  it,                   ' 

He  yeveth  not  now  thereof  a  mite, 

All  be  he  ner  fo  pore  of  wit ; 

For  if  he  thoughtin  harme,  parfaie 

And  fothe  is  alfo  fikirly, 

He  would  ycome  and  gone  all  dale  ; 

This  know  ye.  Sir,  as  well  as  I, 

He  ne  coude  not  himfelf  abftene ; 

That  lovirs  gladly  wol  vifiten 

Now  Cometh  he  not,  and  that  is  fene, 

The  placis  there  ther  loavs  habiten  : 

For  he  ne  talceth  of  it  no  cure. 

This  man  you  loveth  and  eke  honoureth. 

But  if  it  he  through  avinture, 

This  man  to  fervin  you  laboureth. 

And  laffe  than  othir  folke  algate, 

And  clepith  you  his  frende  fo  dere. 

And  though  here  watchift  at  the  gate 

And  this  man  makith  you  gode  chere. 

With  fpere  in  thine  areft  alwaie, 

And  every  where  that  he  you  meteth 

There  mufe  mufarde  all  the  longe  daie ; 

He  you  faleweth  and  he  you  greteth ; 

Thou  wakift  night  and  daie  for  thought; 

He  prefith  not  fo  ofte  that  ye 

Iwis  thy  traveile  is  for  nought, 

Oughte  of  his  coming  encombrld  be ; 

And  Jeloufie  withoutin  faile 

There  prefin  othir  folke  on  you 

Shall  nevir  quite  the  thy  tiaveile  ;                          .  , 

Ful  oftir  than  he  -doith  now; 

And  flcathe  is  that  Faire  Welcoming, 

And  if  his  bert  him  ftrainid  fo 

Withoutin  any  trefpaffing, 

Unto  the  Rofe  for  to  go. 

Shal  wrongfully  in  prifon  be. 

Ye  fliould  him  fene  fo  oftin  nede 

There  wepith  and  languifliith  he  ; 

That  ye  fliould  take  him  with  the  dede; 

And  though  thou  nevir  yet  iwis 

He  coude  his  comming  not  forbere. 

Agiltift  man  no  more  but  this 

Though  ye  him  thrilHd  with  a  fpere  ; 

Take  not  a  grefe,  it  were  worthy 

Tt  n'ere  not  than  as  it  is  now ; 

To  put  the  out  of  this  baily, 

But  truftith  well,  1  fwere  it  you. 

And  aftirwarde  in  prifon  lie, 

That  it  is  clene  out  of  his  thought. 

And  fettrid  the  till  that  thou  die ; 

Sir,  certis  he  ne  thinkith  it  nought. 

For  thou  fhalt  for  this  finne  dwelle 

No  more  ne  doth  Faire  Welcoming, 

Right  in  the  devil's  arfe  of  helle 

That  fore  abyith  al  this  thing. 

But  if  that  thou  repente  the. 

And  if  thei  were  of  one  affent. 

Maifaie  thou  lieft  falfely  (quod  he.) 

Full  fone  ywere  the  Rofe  ybent. 

What,  welcome  with  mifchaunce  now ! 

Tho  the  malgre  your's  would  ybe. 

Have  I  therefore  herb  arid  you 

And,  Sir,  of  0  thing  herkeneth  me  ; 

To  faie  me  fliame  and  eke  reprove. 

Sithe  ye  this  man  that  loveth'you 

With  forie  happe  to  your  behove  ? 

Han  faide  fuch  harme  and  fliame  now, 

And  I  to  day  ybur  herbegere  ? 

Wittith  well  if  he  geflid  it 

Go  herbir  you  els  where  than  here 

Ye  male  well  demin  in  your  wit 

That  han  a  lier  callid  me. 

He  ne  wolde  nothing  love  you  fo. 

Two  tregetours  arte  thou  and  he, 

Ne  callin  you  his  frende  alfo. 

That  in  mine  hous  do  me  this  fliame, 

But  night  and  daie  he  wollin  wake 

And  for  my  fothefawe  ye  me  blame. 

The  cafl;illto  difl;roie  and  take. 

Is  this  the  fermon  that  ye  me  make  ? 

Yf  it  were  fothe  as  ye  devife  ; 

To  all  the  divils  I  me  take, 

Or  fome  man  in  fome  manir  wife 

Or  ellis  God  thou  me  confounde. 

Might  it  warnin  him  every  dele, 

But  er  men  diddin  this  caftill  founde 

Or  by  himfelfe  percevin  wele. 

It  paflith  not  ten  daies  or  twelve 

For  fithe  he  might  not  come  and  gone. 

But  it  was  tolde  right  to  my  felve. 

As  he  was  whilom  wonte  to  done, 

And  as  thai  faide  right  fo  tolde  I ; 

He  might  it  fone  wite  and  fe. 

He  kille  the  Rofe  privily  ; 

But  now  all  othirwife  wote  he. 

.  Thus  faide  I  now,  and  have  faid  yore 

Than  have  we,  Sir,  all  uttirly 

I  n'ot  where  he  did  any  more  : 

Defervid   hell,  and  jolily 

Why  fliould  men  faie  me  fuche  a  thing 

The  deth  of  helle  doutilefle. 

If  that  it  had  yben  gabbing  ? 

That  thrallin  folke  fo  giltileffe,      " 

Right  fo  faide  T,  and  woU  faie  yet, 

Falfe  Semblant  fo  provith  this  thing 

1  trowe  I  lyid  not  of  it ; 

Thathe  ne  can  none  anfwering, 

And  with  my  bemis  I  woll  blowe 

And  feeth  alwaie  foche  apparaunce 

To  alle  neighbours  arowe 

That  nigh  he  fel  in  repentaunce. 

How  he  hath  bothe  comin  and  gone. 

And  faid  him  ;  Sir,  it  male  well  be; 

Tho  fpake  Falfe  Semblant  right  anone, 

Semblant,  a  gode  man  femin  ye. 

All  is  nat  gofpell  out  of  doute 

And  Abftinence,  ful  wife  ye  feme ; 

That  men  faine  in  the  toune  aboute  ; 

Of  0  talent  you  bothe  I  deme  j 
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What  counfaile  wol  ye  to  me  yeven  ? 

Right  here  anon  thou  flialt  be  fliriven, 
And  fay  thy  finne  withoutin  more; 
Of  this  ftialt  thou  repent  the  fore. 
For  I  am  prieft,  and  have  pofte 
To  flirive  folk  of  moft  dignite 
That  ben  as  wide  as  world  maie  dure ; 
Of  al  this  world  I  have  the  cure, 
And  that  had  nevir  yet  perfoun 
Ne  vicarie'  of  no  manir  toun. 

And  God  it  wot  I  have  of  the 
A  thoufande  timis  more  pite 


Than  hath  thy  prieft  parochial!. 
Though  he  thy  frende  be  fpeciall. 

1  have  avantage  in  o  wife, 
That  your  preKtes  ben  not  fo  wife 
Ne  halfe  fo  lettrid  as  am  I  ; 
I  am  licenfid  boldily 
In  divinite  for  to  rede, 
And  to  confeffion  out  of  drede 

Yf  that  ye  wol  you  now  confeffe. 
And  leve  your  finnis  more  and  leffe. 
Without  abode  kncle  doune  anon 
And  you  Ihal  have  abfolucion. 
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1  HE  double  forow  of  Troilus  to  telle, 
That  was  the  King  Priamus  fonne  of  Troy, 
In  loving  how  his  aventuris  felle 
From  wo  to  wele,  and  aftir  out  of  joy, 
My  purpofe  is  er  that  I  parte  froly, 
Thou  Thefiphone  !  thou  helpe  me  t'endite 
This  woful  verfe,  that  wepin  as  I  write. 

To  the  I  clepe,  thou  goddeffe  of  tourment, 
Thou  cruil  wight,  forowing  ay  in  paine  ! 
Help  me,  that  am  the  wofuU  iiiflrument 
That  helpith  lovirs  as  I  can  complaine  ; 
For  wel  fit  it,  the  fothe  for  to  faine, 
A  woful  wight  to  have  a  drery  fere. 
And  to  a  forowfuU  tale  a  fory  chere. 

For  I,  that  god  of  Lov'is  fervauntes  ferve, 
Ne  dare  to  love  for  mine  unlikelineffe, 
Pra;fin  for  fpede,  al  {hould  I  therfore  flerve, 
So  ferre  am  I  fro  hisheipe  in  derkeneffe; 
But  natheleffe  if  this  may  done  gladnefle 
To  any  lovir,  and  his  caufe  aveile, 
Have  he  the  thanke  and  mine  be  the  traveile. 


*  In  this  boke  isftiewed  the  fervent  love  of  Troilus  to 
Crefeide,  whom  he  enjoyed  for  a  time,  and  her  grete  un- 
trutlie  to  him  atraine  in  giving  her  felf  to  Diomedes,  who 
in  the  end  did  fo  caft  her  off  that  (he  came  to  grete  mifery. 
In  whiche  difcourfe  Chaucer  liberally  treteth  of  the  divine 
)?Urv£iance.    Urry, 
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But  ye  lovirs  that  bathin  In  gladneffifj 
Yf  any  drope  of  pite  in  you  be, 
Remembrith  you  of  paffid  hevinefle 
That  ye  have  felte,  and  on  the'  adverfite 
Of  othir  folke,  and  tbi,nkith  how-  that  ye 
Han  felte  that  Love  durft  you  to  difplefc 
Or  ye  han  won  him  with  to  gret  an  efe.  . 

And  prayith  for  'hem  that  ben  in  the  cacc 
Of  Troilus,  as  ye  may  aftir  here 
That  Love  'hem  bring  in  hevin  to  folace ; 
And  eke  for  me  prayith  to  God  fo  dere. 
That  I  have  might:  to  fhew  in  fome  manere 
Suche  paine  and  wo  as  Lov'is  folke  endure 
In  Troilus  unfely  avinture, 

And  biddith  eke  for  them  that  ben  difpeira 
In  love,  that  nevir  will  recovered  be, 
And  eke  for  them  that  falfely  ben  apelred 
Through  wickid  tongis,  be  it  he  or  ftie. 
And  biddith  God  for  his  bcnignite 
So  graunt  'hem  fone  out  of  this  world  to  pace 
That  ben  difpairld  out  of  Lov'is  grace. 

And  biddith  eke  for  them  that  ben  at  efe 
That  God  'hem  graunt  in  love  perfeveraunce. 
And  fende  'hem  grace  ther  lovis  for  to  plefe^ 
That  it  to  love  be  worlhip  and  plefaunce  ; 
For  fo  hope  I  my  felfe  beft  to  avaunce 
To  pray  for  them  that  Lov'is  fervauntes  bcj, 
And  write  ther,  wo,  and  liVe  in  charite  j 
ii  ■  '        .* 
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And  for  to  have  of  them  compaffioiin, 
As  thougl)  I  were  ther  owne  brothir  dere^ 
Now  herkenith  with  a  gode  entencioun; 
For  now  wol  I  go  flreight  to  my  matere, 
In  whiche  ye  may  the  double  forowes  here 
Of  Troihis  in  loyirig  of  Crefeide, 
And  how  fiie  forfoke  him  er  that  {he  deide. 

It  iswel  wifl;  how  that  the  Grekis  ftrong 
In  armis  with  a  thoufand  ftiippis  went 
To  Troie  wardis,  and  the  cite  long 
Befiegedin,  nigh  ten  yeres  ere  thei  ftent. 
And  how  in  diVefs  wife  and  one  entent, 
Thfe  raviihing  to'wfeke  of  Queine  Ileleine, 
By  Paris  don,  thei  wroyghtin  a}}  their  peine. 

Now  fell  it  fo  that  iri  th^  tou'ne  there  was 
Dwelling  a  lord  of  gret  authorite, 
A  gret  divine,  that  clepid  was  Calcas, 
That  in  that  fcience  fo'  expertc  wa^  that  he 
Knew  wel  that  Troie  fliould  deftroyid  be. 
By  anfwere  of  his  god,  that  hight  was  thus 
Dan  Phebus,  or  Apollo  Delphicus. 

So  whan  this  Cak-as  knew  by  calculing,    •  ■ 
And  eke  by  the'  anfwere  of  this  god  Apolloj 
"Phat  Grekis  ftouldin  fuche  a  peple  bring 
Thorow  the  whiche  that  Troy  muft  b^  fordo. 
He  eafhe  anone  out  of  the  toune  to  go, 
For  wel  he  will  by  forte  that  Troie  fhojde 
Diftroyid  be,  ye,  would  Vyrho  fo  or  n'olde; 

Wherfore  for  to  departin  fcftily 
Toke  purpofe  ful  this  wight,  forknowing,  wife. 
And  to  the  Grekis  hoft  ful  privily-      ■  '   ■   ■ 

He  ftale  anone,  and  thei  in  curteis  wife 
Didin  to  him  both  worfliip  and  feryice. 
In  truft  that  he  hath  conning  'hem  to  rede 
In  every  peril  which  that  was  to  drede. 

Grete  rmnour  rofe  whan  it  was  firft  efpied 
In  al  the  f oiine,  and  opinly  y/as  fpoken  ' ' 

That  Calcas  traitour  fled  was,  anjd  alied 
To  them  of  Grece  ;  and  calle  was  to  be'  wroken 
On  hirn-  that  falfly.hath  his  ^ith  to  broken,    ■    • 
And  laid  that  he  and  al  his  kijme  atones 
Were  worthy  to  be  brent  both' fell  and  bone^. 

Now  had  this  Calcas  lefte  in  this  raifchauncej 
Unknowing  of  this  falfe  and  wicked  dede, 
A  doughtir  whiche  that  was  in  grete  pcnamice, 
And  of  her  life  fhe  vvas  fullfoxe  in  drede, 
And  ne  wift  nevir  whai'befc  viias  to  rede; 
And  as  awldowc'was  (he  and  alone. 
And  n'ifl  to  whom  f!ie  mighjt  ymake  her  wuone. 

Crefeide  ywas  this  ladies  name  aright ; 
As  to  my  dome  in  al  Trov'is.  cite 
Moft  fairift  lady,  paffing  every  wight ; 
So  angelike  fiione  I>er  natifc  beaute 
That  like  a  thing  iminort^l  femid  fhcj 
And  thcr with  was  pie  fo  parfite  a  creturis 
As  Ihe  h'ad  be  made  in  fcorning  of  Nature. 

This  lady,  whiche  that  al  day  herde  at  ere 
Her  fathir's  fliame,  his  falfhed,  and  traifoun, 
Pul  nigh  out  of  her  wit  for  forcw'  and  fere,. 
In  wiaowe's  habit  large  of  famite  broun. 
Before  Hecftor  on  knees  {he  fill  adoun^     . 
jlis  mercy  bad,  her  felfin  exciifing 
tVithpitpus  voice,  apd  tCBdidy  wepzngo 


Now  was  this  Hedor  pltous  of  nature. 
And  faw  that  fhe  wasforowful  begone,  - 
And  that  flie  was  fo  faire  a  creture,' 
Of  his  godeneffe  he  gladid  her  anone, 
And  faide,'Let  your  fathir's  traifon  gone 
Forth  with  niifchaunce,  and  yeyour  felf  in  joye 
Dwellith  with  us  whilis  you  lift  in  Troye, 

And  al  the  honour  men  m.ay  do  you  have, 
As  ferforth  as  though  your  fathir  dwelt  here. 
Ye  fliul  have,  and  your  body  fhul  men  fave. 
As  fer  as  1  may  ought  enquire  and  here. 
And  fhe  him  thankid  with  ful  humble  chere, 
And  oftir  wolde  and  it  had  been  his  will. 
And  toke  her  leve,  went  home,  and  helde  her  ftilL 

And  in  her  houfe  fhe'  abode  with  fuch  meine  ■ 
As  til  her  honoUfT  iie4e  was  for  to  holde  ; 
And  while  fhe  was  dwelling  in  that  cite 
She  kepte  her  eftate,  and  of  yong  and  olde 
Ful  wel  beloved,  and  wel  men  of  her  tolde ; 
But  whethir  that  fhe  childrin  had  or  none 
I  rede  it  nart,  ttierfore  I  let  it  gone. 

The  thingis  fellin  as  thei  done  of  werre 
Betwixin  'hem  of  Troie  and  Grekis  ofte. 
For  fome  day  boughtin  thei  of  Troie  it  derre, 
And  eft  the  Grelds  foundin  nothing  foft 
The  folk  of  Troie  :  and  thus  fortune  aloft 
And  undir  efte  gan  'hem  to  whelmin  bofhe, 
Aftir  her  courfe,  aie  while  that  thei  wer  wrothe. 

But  how  this  toune  came  to  diftruccion 
Ne  falUih  not  to  purpofe  me  to  tel ; 
For  why  ?  it  were  a  long  digreffion 
Fro  my  matir,  and  you  to  long  to  dwel ; 
But  the  Troyan  jeftis,  all  as  thei  fel 
In  Omer,  or  in  Dares,  or  in  Dite, 
Who  fo  that  can  may  rede  'hem  as  thei  write. 

But  though  the  Grelcis  them  of  Troie  iiifhettejl 
And  ther  cite  befegidal  aboute, 
Ther  olde  ufagis  n'oldin  thei  not  letten. 
As  to  honouren  ther  goddis  ful  devoute, 
But  aldirm&ft  in  honour  out  of  doute 
Thei  had  a  relicke  hight  Palladion, 
That  was  ther  truft  abovin  everichon. 

And  fo  befel,  whan  comin  was  the  time 
Of  Apprili?,  whan  clothid  is  the  mede 
With  newe  grene,  of  lyfty  Ver  the  prime. 
And  with  fwete  fmeliing  flouris  white  aad  reie 
In  fondrie  w-ife  fliewid,  as  I  you  rede. 
The  folke  of  Troie  ther  obfervances  olde, 
Palladion  'is  feft,  went  for  t®  holde. 

Unto  the  temple  in  all  ther  beft  wife 
In  general  w^nt  every  majiir  wight 
To  herkin  of  Palladion 's  fervicc. 
And  namily  many  a  lufty  knight. 
And  many'  a  lady  frefh  and  maidin  bright 
Ful  v.rel]  befeyfl  th«  moft  meyne  and  lefl 
Both  for  the  fefon  atid  for  the  hie  feft. 

Among  ti>e.fe  othir  folke  was  Crefeida, 
In  widdpwe's  habite  blake  ;  but  natheles  ■ 
Right  as  our  firft  lettir  is  now  an  A, 
In  beaute  firft  ,fo  ftode  flie  makeles  ; 
Her  godely  loklng  gladdidall  the  pres  • 
N'as  nevir  fene  thi^g  to  be  praifed  fo  derrs 
Nor  undir  cloude  biake  fo  bright  a  fterre  ' 
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That  her  beheldin  in  her  blake  wede  ; 
And  yet  flie  ftode  ful  lowe  and  ftil  alone, 
Behinde  all  othir  folke,  in  litil  brede, 
And  nie  the  dore,  aye  undir  fham'is  drede, 
Simple  of  atire,  aud  debonaire  of  chere, 
With  full  affurid  loking  and  manere. 

Dan  Troilus,  as  he  was  wont  to  gide 
His  yonge  knightis,  ledde  'hem  up  and  doune 
In  thilke  large  temple  on  every  fide. 
Beholding  aie  the  ladies  of  the  toune 
Nowhere  now  there,  for  no  devocjoune 
Had  he  to  none  to  revin  him  his  reft, 
But  gan  to  praife  and  lackin  whom  he  left. 

And  in  his  walk  ful  fafte  he  gan  to  waiten 
If  knight  or  fquyir  of  his  company 
Gan  for  to  fike,  or  let  his  eyin  baiten 
On  any  woman  that  he  could  efpie, 
Then  he  would  fmile,  andho|d  it  a  folie, 
And  fay  him  thus ;  O  Lord  !  fhe  flepith  ibfte. 
For  love  of  the,  whan  thou  tnrnift  ful  ofte. 

I  have  herdc  tel  pardieux  of  your  living. 
Ye  lovirs,  and  of  your  leude  obfervaunce, 
And  whiche  a  labour  folke  have  in  winning 
Of  love,  and  in  the  keping  whiche  doutaunce. 
And  whan  your  pray  is  loft  wo  and  penauncc. 

0  very  foils!  blinde  and  nice  be  ye, 
Ther  is  not  one  can  v/are  by  othir  be. 

And  with  that  worde  he  gan  caft  up  hisbrowe 
Afcaunce,  lo  !  is  this  not  wifely  ifpoken  ? 
At  whiche  the  god  of  Love  gan  lokin  rowe 
Right  for  difpite,  and  fliope  him  to  be  wroken  5 
He  kidde  anon  his  bowe  was  not  to  broken, 
Per  fodainly  he  hitte  him  at  the  full. 
And  yet  as  proude  a  pecocke  can  be  pul.  , 

O  bli.nde  worlde  !  o  blinde  entencioun ! 
How  oftin  fallith  al  tb'  efFedle  contr^ire  ■ 
Of  furqu€drie  and  foule  prefumpcion  ? 
For  caught  is  proude  and  caught  is  debonaire  ; 
This  Troilus  is  clombin  on  the  ftaire, 
And  litil  wenith  that  he  mote  difcende  ; 
But  al  day  faiiith  thing  that  folis  wende. 

As  proude  Bayard  beginnith  for  to  Ikippe 
Ouf  of  the  way  (fo  prickith  him  his  corne) 
Till  he  a  laflie  have  of  the  longe  whippe. 
Than  thipkith  he  though  I  praunce  all  beforne 
Firft  in  the  traife,  full  fatte  an4  newe  iihorne, 
Yet  am;I  but  an  horfe,  and  hors  'is  lawe 

1  muft  endure,  and  with  my  feris  drawe : 

So  fared  it  by  this  fiers  and  proude  knight ; 
Though  he  a  worthy  king'is  fonn«  were, 
And  wemd  that  nothing  had  had  fuch  might 
Ayenft  his  wil  that  Ihould  his  herte  ftere. 
Yet  with  a  loke  his  hcrt  ywoxe  on  fire. 
That  he  that  now  was  moft  in  pride  above 
Woxe  fodainly  mofte  fubjedl  unto  love. 

Forthy  enfample  takith  of  this  man 
Ye  wif^,  proude,  and  worthy  folkis  all. 
To  fkornin  Love,  whiche  that  fo  fone  can 
The  fredome  of  your  hertis  to  him  thral; 
For  evir  was  and  evir  ftiall  befal 
That  Love  is  he  that  al  thingis  may  binde, 
For  no  man  maie  fordo  the  lav/  of  kinde 
5 


That  this  be  fothe  hath  previd  and  doth  yet. 
For  this  (trowe  I)  ye  knowin  al  and  fome, 
Men  redin  nat  that  folke  ban  gretir  wit 
Than  thei  that  han  ben  moft  with  love  inome, 
And,  ftrengift  folke  ben  therwith  ovircome, 
The  worthyift  and  gretift  of  degre  ; 
This  was  and  is,  and  yet  man  fhal  it  fe. 

And  truiliche  it  fitte  well  to  be  fo. 
For  aldirwifift  han. therwith  ben  plefed, 
And  thei  that  han  ben  aldirmofte  in  wo 
With  love  han  ben  comfortid  moft  and  efed. 
And  oft  it  hath  the  cruill  herte  apefed, 
And  worthy  folke  made  worthyir  of  name. 
And  caufith  moft  to  dredin  yice  ^nd  fhame. 

Now  fith  it  may  nat  godely  be  withftonde. 
And  is  a  thing  fo  yertuous  in  kinde,  ' 

Ne  grudgith  nought  to  Love  for  to  ben  bondc^ 
Sithe  as  him  felvin  lift  he  inay  you  binde  ; 
TLs  yerde  is  bette  that  boiuin  tvoi  and  ivinde 
Than  that  that  brejl ;  and  therfore  I  you  rede 
Folowith  him  that  fo  well  can  you  lede. 

But  for  to  tellin  forth  in  fpeciall 
As  of  this  king  'is  fonne  of  whiche  I  tolde. 
And  levin  othir  thing  collatcrall, 
Of  him  thinke  I  my  tale  forth  to  holde, 
Bothe  of  his  joye  and  of  his  caris  colde, 
And  all  his  werke  as  touching  this  matere. 
For  I  it  gan,  I  wol  therto  refere. 

Within  the  temple  wente  him  forth  playing 
This  Troilus  with  every  wight  about. 
On  this  lady  and  now  on  that  loking, 
Wherefo  ftie  were  of  toune  or  of  without ; 
And  upon  cafe  befil  that  through  a  rout 
His  eye  ypercid,  and  fo  depe  it  went 
Til  on  Crefeide  it  fmote,  and  there  it  ftent. 

And  fodainly  fpr  wondir  wext  aftoned. 
And  gan  her  bet  beholde  in  thrifty  v/ife  ; 
O  mercy ,  God !  thought  he,  where  haft  thou  wonnedj 
That  arte  fo  faire  and  godely  to  devife? 
Therwith  his  hert  began  to  fprede  and  rife. 
And  fofte  he  lighid,  left  men  might  him  here, 
And  caught  ayen  his  formir  playing  chere. 

She  n'as  nat  with  the  lefte  of  her  ftature. 
But  al  her  limmis  fo  wel  anfwering 
Werin  to  womanhpde,  that  creature 
Wasnevir  laffe  manniflie  in  feming, 
And  eke  the  pure  wife  of  her  mening 
She  fliewid  wel,  that  men  might  in  her  gefie 
Honour,  eftate,  and  wonxanly  noblefTc. 

Tho  Troilus  right  wondir  wel  withall 
Gan  for  to  like  her  menin  and  her  chere, 
Whiche  fomdele  deignous  was,for  ftie  let  fal 
Her  loke  a  lite  a  fide,  in  fuche  maneore 
Afcauncis,  what  may  I  nat  ftondin  here  ? 
And  aftir  that  her  loking  gan  ftie  light. 
That  never  thought  him  fene  fo  gode  a  fight 

And  of  her  loke  in  him  there  gan  to  quickea 
So  grete  defire  aud  fuche  affed;ioun, 
That  in  his  hert  'is  bphom  gan  to  fticken 
Of  her  his  fixe  and  depe  impreffioun  ; 
And  though  he  erft  had  porid  up  and  doun 
Than  was  he  glade  his  hornis  in  to  ftirinke ;         , 
Unnetliis  wift  he  how  to  loke  or  winkc, 
Yij 
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Lo !  he  t'nst  lete  him  felvin  fo  conning. 
And  fcornid  'hem  that  lov's  painis  drien, 
"Was  ful  unware  that  Love  had  his  dwelHng 
Within  the  fuhtil  ftremis  of  her  eyen, 
That  fodainly  him  thought  that  he  fehe  dien 
Px.ight  with  her  loke  the  fpirite  in  his  herte;  • 
£leffid  l>e  Love,  that  thus  can  foljce  converte! 

She  thus  in  hiake  loking  to  Troihis 
Ovir  al  thing  he  ftode  for  to  beholde, 
But  his  defire,  ne  wherefore  he  ftode  thus. 
He  neithir  chere  made  ne  worde  thereof  tolde, 
But  from  aferre,  hismanir  for  to  holde, 
On  othir  thing  fomtime  his  loke  he  caft. 
And  efte  on  her,  v;hile  that  the  fervice  lafl;. 

And  aftir  this,  not  fully  all  awhaped. 
Out  of  the  temple  eliliche  he  wente, 
Slepenting  him  that  evir  he  had  japed 
Of  Lov'is  folke,  left'  fully  the  difcente 
Of  fcorne  fil  on  him  felf ;  but  what  he  mentc 
Lefte  it  were  wifte  on  any  manir  fide 
Jiis  wo  he  gan  diflimulin  and  hide. 

Whan  he  was  fro  this  temple  thus  departed 
He  fir  eight  anoneunto  his  palais  turneth; 
Right  with  her  loke  thorough  fhottin  and  darted, 
Al  frainith  he  in  lufte  that  he  fojourneth. 
And  all  his  chere  and  fpeche  alfo'  he  abnormetho 
And  aie  of  Lov'is  fervauntes  every  while, 
Himfelfc  to  wrie,  at  'hem  he  gan  to  fmile. 

And  fayd,  Ah,  Lord  !  fo  ye  hve  all  in  luft. 
Ye  lovirs,  for  the  conningift  of  you, 
That  fervith  moft  entehtifeliche  and  beft, 
Him  tite  as  oftin  harme  therof  as  prowe  ; 
Yoar  hire  is  quite  ayen,  ye,  God  wote  howe, 
Kot  wel  for  wele,  but  ikorrle  for  gode  fervife  | 
In  faithe  your  ordir  is  ruled  in  gode  wife. 

In  no  certaine  ben  your  obfervaunccs, ' 
But  it  in  a  few  fely  pointis  be, 
3SIe  nothing  ailfeth  fo  gret  attendaunces 
As  doth  your  laie,  and  that  knowin  al  ye ; 
But  that  is  not  the  worft,  as  mote  I  the. 
But  tolde  I  which  were  the  worft  point,  I  leve, 
Al  faide  I  fothe,  yc  woldin  at  me  greve. 

But  take  this ;  that  ye  lovirs  ofte  efchewe, 
Or  ellisdone  of  gode  etencipn, 
Ful  ofte  thy  lady  wol  it  miffeconftrewe, 
And  deme  it  harme  in  her  opinion. 
And  yet  if  Ihe  for  othir  enchefon 
Be  wroth,  then  Ihalt  thou  have  a  groin  anone  : 
Lorde  !  wei  is  him  that  may  bene  of  you  one ! 

But  for  al  this,  whan  that  he  feeth  his  time, 
He  held  his  pees,  non  othir  bote  him  gained, 
For  I,ove  began  hisfethirs  fo  to  lime. 
That  wel  unneth  unto  his  folke  he  fained 
That  othir  befy  nedis  him  diftrained  : 
So  wo  v.'as  him  that  what  to  done  he  n'ift. 
But  bad  his  folke  to  gone  where  as  'hem  lift. 

And  whan  that  he  in  chambre  was  alone 
He  doune  upon  his  bedd'is  fete  him  fette, 
And  firft  he  gan  to  fike  and  efte  to  grone. 
And  thought  aie  on  her  fo  withoutin  lette. 
That  as  he  fatte  and  woke  his  fpirite  mette 
That  heher  faugh  and  temple',  and  all  the  wife 
Slight  of  her  loke,  and  gaii  it  newe  avife. 
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Thus  gan  he  make  a  mirrpur  of  his  minde. 
In  whiche  he  faugh  all  wholly  her  figure, 
And  that  he  wel  coude  in  hishcrt  yfinde 
It  was  to  him  a  right  gode  avinture 
To  love  fuche  one,  and  if  he  did  his  cure 
To  fervin  her  yet  might  he  fal  in  gra:ce. 
Or  els  for  one  of  her  fervauntes  pace  : 

Imagining  that  ne  travaile  nor  grame 
Ne  might  for  fo  godely  an  one  be  lorne. 
As  flie  ne  him  for  his  defire  no  fhame, 
Al  were  it  wifte,  but  in  prife  and  upborne 
Of  alle  loVirs,  wel  more  than  beforne. 
Thus  argumentid  he  in  his  ginning, 
Ful  unavifid  of  his  wo  comming. 

Thus  toke  he  purpofe  Lov'is  crafte  to  fewe.^     , 
And  thought  that  he  would  workin  privily, 
Firft  for  to  hide  all  his  defire  in  mewe, 
From  every  wight  iborne  all  uttirly, 
But  he  might  ought  recovered  ben  therby, 
Rcmembring  hini  that  Lo-ve  to  -wide  ibiviue 
Tslt  bittlrfrutc,  althongb  Jhvetefede  befotue. 

And  ore  al  this  ful  mokil  more  he  thought 
What  for  to  fpeke  and  what  to  holdin  inne. 
And  what  to  artin  her  to  love  he  fought, 
And  on  a  fonge  anone  right  to  beginne, 
And  gan  loude  on  his  fbrowe  for  to  winne; 
For  with  gode  hope  he  gan  fully  affente  ' 

Crefeida  for  to  love,  and  nought  repente. 

And  of  his  fonge  not  onely  his  fentence, 
(As  write  mine  smScout,  callid  Lolius) 
But  plainely,  fave  our  tong'is  difference,  ^ 

i  dare  wel  fay  in  ai  that  Troilus 
Saicd  in  his  fonge,  lo  !  every  word  right  thu? 
As  I  fhal  faine,  and  vv'ho  fo  lift  it  here 
Lo  !  next  this  verfe  he  may  it  findin  here. 
Thefotige  of  Troilus  cut  of  Petrarche. 

If  no  love  is,  o  God,  what  fele  1  fo! 
And  if  love  is,  what  thing  and  whiche  is  he  ? 
If  love  be  gode  from  whence  comith  my  wo  ? 
If  it  be  wicke  a  wondir  thinkith  me. 
Whan  every  turment  and  adverfitc- 
That  cometh  of  him  may  to  me  favery  thinke. 
For  aye  more  thurft  I  the  more  that  I  drinke. 

And  if  th&t  at  mine  owne  luft  I  brenne, 
From  whence  comith  my  wailing  and  my  pleinte 
If  harme  agre  me  wherto  plaine  I  thenne  ? 
I  n'ot  nere  why  unwery  that  I  feinte. 
O  quicke  deth  !  o  fwete  harme  fo  queinte  ! 
How  may  I  fe  in  me  foche  quantite 
But  if  that  I  confente  that  it  fo  be  ? 

And  if  that  I  confente  I  wrongfully 
Complaine  iwis.  Thus  poffid  to  and  .fro. 
As  fterelefs  wight  is  in  a  bote,  am  I, 
Amidde  the  fe  atwixin  windis  two 
That  in  contrarie  ftondin  evirmo. 
Alas  !  what  is  this  wondir  maladie  ? 
For  hete  of  colde,  for  colde  of  hete,  I  die. 

And  to  the  god  of  Love  thus  fayid  he 
With  pitous  voice  ;  O  Lorde  !  now  your 'is  is - 
My  fpirite,  whiche  that  oughtin  your'isbe  ; 
You  thonke  I,  Lord,  that  han  me  hroughtto  this: 
But  whethir  goddeffe  or  woman  iwis 
She  be  I  n'ot  whiche,  that  ye  do  me  ferve      ' 
But  as  her  man  I  wol  aie  live  and  Ilerve, ' 
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Ye  ftondin  111  her  eyin  mightily, 
As  in  a  place  unto  your  vertue  cl'igne, 
Wh^rfore  o  Lord  !  if  my  fervice  or  I 
May  likin  you,  fo  bethe  me  to  ben. 
For  mine  eftate  royal  here  I  refigne 
Into  her  honde,  and  with  ful  humble  chere 
Become  her  man,  as  to  my  lady  dere. 
Endcth  thefana. 

Tn  him  ne  deigned  to  fparin  blode  royall 
The  fire  oi  love,  wherefro  may  God  me  bleffe  ! 
Ne  him  forbare  in  no  degre  for  all 
His  virtue  or  his  excellent  prowefle; 
But  hclde  him  as  his  thrall  lowe  in  diftrefle. 
And  brende  him  fo  in  fondrie  wife  aie  newe, 
That  lixty  times  a  day  he  lofte  his  hewe. 

bo  niu  chill  dale  fro  dale  his  ownc  thought 
For  iufle  to  her  gan  quickin  and  encrefe. 
That  everiche  othir  charge  he  fette  at  nought ; 
Forthy  ftil  ofiin,  his  bote  fire  to  cefe. 
To  fene  her  godely  loke  he  gan  to  preie. 
For  therby  to  ben  efid  wel  he  wende. 
And  aie  the  nere  he  was  ihe  more  he  brende ; 

For  aie  the  nere  the  file  the  hottir  is, 
This  (trowe  I)  knowith  al  this  company  ; 
But  were  he  ferre  or  nere  I  dare  faie  this, 
By  night  or  dale,  for  wifedome  orfohe, 
His  herte,  whiche  that  is  his  bfeft'is  eye,  < 

Was  aie  on  her,  that  fairir  was  to  fene 
Thiti  eVir  was  Helein  or  Polyxene. 

Eke  of  the  daie  there  paffid  nat  an  houre 
But  to  himfelf  a  thoufande  times  he  faide, 
God  godely,  to  whom  I  ferve  and  laboure 
As  beft  I  can,  now  would  to  God,  Crefeide, 
Ye  wouldin  on  m,e  rue  er  that  I  diede  ; 
My  dere  herte,  alas  '.  mine  hele,  and  my  hewe, 
And  life,  is  lofte  but  ye  woll  on  me  rewe. 

All  othir  dredis  werin  from  him  fledde 
Bothe  of  th'  afiiege  and  his  falvacion, 
Ne'  in  his  defire  non  othir  fancy  breddc 
But  arguihentes  to  this  conclufion, 
That  Ihe  on  him  would  han  compaffion, 
And  he  to  ben  her  man  whil6  he  male  dure  ; 
Lo  here  his  life,  and  from  his  deth  his  cure. 

The  fharpe  Ihouris  fell  of  arniis  preve 
That  Hedor  or  his  othiir  brethrin  didden 
Ne  made  him  onely  therefore  onis  meve. 
And  yet  washe,wher  fo  men  wehtor  ridden, 
Found  one  the  beft,  and  lengift  time  abiden 
There  peril  was,  and  eke  did  fuche  travail 
in  armis  that  to  thinke  it  was  mervaile. 

But  for  none  hate  he  to  the  Grekis  had, 
Ne  alfo  for  the  refcous  of  the  toun, 
Ne  made  him  thus  in  armis  for  to  mad, 
But  onely  lo  !  for  this  conclufion, 
To  likin  her  the  bet  for  his  renoun  : 
Fro  daie  to  daie  in  armis  fo  he  fpead6 
That  all  the  Grekis  as  the  deth  him  dredde. 

And  fro  this  forthe  tho  reft  him  love  his  flepe. 
And  made  his  mete  his  foe,  and  eke  his  forow 
Gan  multiplie,  that  who  fo  toke  kepe 
It  fhewid  in  his  hewe  both  even'  and  morow 
Therfore  a  title  he  gan  him  to  borowe 
Of  othir  fickeneffe,  left  men  of  him  wende 
That  the  hottefire  of  cruill  love  him  brende  ; 


And  faied  he  by  a  fevir  fared  amis  J 
But  how  it  was  certain  1  cannot  fay, 
If  that  his  ladie  underftode  nat  this. 
Or  falnid  her  ihe  n'ift,  one  of  the  tweie  j 
But  well  rede  I  that  by  no  manir  weie 
Ne  femid  it  as  if  flie  on  him  rought, 
Or  of  his  paine,  wh^t  fo  evir  he  thought. 

But  than  yfelt  this  Troilus  foche  wo 
That  he  was  wel  nigh  wode  ;  for  aie  his  drede 
Was  this,  that  flie  fome  wight  had  lovid  fo 
That  ner  of  him  flie  would  han  tahin  hede. 
For  whiche  him  thought  he  felt  his  herte  blede  j- 
Ne  of  his  wo  ne  durft  he  nought  begin 
To  tellin  her  for  all  this  worlde  ito  win. 

But  whan  he  had  a  fpace  left  from  his  care. 
Thus  to  himfelf  full  oft  he  gan  to  plain  ; 
He  faied,  O  fole !  now  art  thou  in  the  fnaie 
That  whilom  japedift  at  lov'ispain; 
Now  art  thoti  hent,  now  gnaw  thin  owne  chain  '^ 
Thou  wert  aie  woned  eche  lovir  reprehende 
Of  thing  fro  which  thou  canft  nat  the  defende. 

What  woll  now  every  lovir  faine  of  the 
If  this  be  wift  ?  but  er  in  thine  abfence 
Laughin  in  fcorne,  and  fain,  Lo  !  there  goth  hej 
That  is  the  man  of  fo  grete  fapience. 
That  helde  us  lovirs  lefte  in  reverence  : 
Now  thanked  be  God  he  male  gou  on  the  dauncc 
Of  'hem  that  Love  iifte  febly  to  avaunce  : 

But  o  thou  woful  Troilus !  God  would 
(Sithe  thou  muft  lovin  through  thy  defcine) 
That  thou  befet  wer  of  foche  one  that  fliould 
Know  all  thy  wo,  all  lackid  hep  pite  ! 
But  all  fo  colde  in  love  towardisthe 
Thy  ladie  is  as  froft  in  wintir  mone. 
And  thou  fordon  as  fnowe  in  fire  is  fone. 

God  would  I  were  arivid  in  the  port 
Of  deth,  to  whicli  my  forowe  woll  me  lede  I 
Ah,  Lorde !  to  me  it  were  a  grete  comfort. 
Than  were  I  quite  of  languifhing  in  drede, 
For  by  my  hidde  forov/e  iblowe  inbrede 
I  fhall  bejapid  ben  a  thoufande  time 
Mor(i  than  that  fole  of  whofe  foly  men  rime. 

But  now  helpeGod,  and  ye  my  fwete,for  whonj 
I  plaine ;  icought  ye  nevir  wight  fo  faft  : 
O  mercie,  my  dere  herte  !  and  helpe  me  from 
The  deth,  for  I  while  that  my  life  male  laft 
More  than  my  life  woll  love  you  to  my  laft ; 
And  with  fome  fr'endly  loke  gladith  me,  fwete^ 
Though  nevir  nothing  more  ye  me  behete. 

Thefe  wordis  and  full  many'  an  othir  mo 
He  fpake,  and  callid  evir  in  his  pleinte 
Her  name,  to  tellin  unto  her  his  wo, 
Till  nigh  that  he  in  fake  teris  was  dreinte  : 
All  was  for  nought ;  flie  herd  nat  his  compleintC^ 
And  whan  that  he  bethought  on  that  folic 
A  thoufand  folde  his  wo  gan  muliplie. 

Bewailing  in  his  chambir  thus  alone 
A  frende  of  his,  that  callid  was  Pandare, 
Came  onis  in  unware,  and  herd  him  grone. 
And  faw  his  frend  in  foche  diftreffe  and  care  ; 
Alas  !  (quod  he)  who  caufith  all  this  fare  ? 
O  mercie  God !  what  unhap  male  this  mene  ? 
Han  now  thus  fone  the  Grekis  made  you  leae"| 

'  y  iij'    •    • 
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Or  haft  thou  fome  remorce  of  confciencc  ? 
And  art  now  fall  in  fome  devocioun, 
And  wailift  for  thy  finne  and  thine  offence. 
And  haft  for  ferde  ycought  contricioun  ? 
God  fave  'hem.  that  befiegid  han  our  toun^ 
That  fo  can  laie  our  jolite  on  prefle, 
And  bring  oUr  luftie  folke  to  holineffe  ! 

Thefe  wordis  faied  he  for  the  nonis  ally 
That  Vi^ithfuche  thinghe  might  him  angry  maken, 
And  with  his  angre  doen  his  forowe  fall 
As  for  a  time,  and  his  corage  awaken  ; 
But  well  wift  he,  as  ferre  as  tongis  fpeken^ 
There  n'as  a  man  of  gretir  hardineffe 
Than  he,  ne  more  defirid  worthineffe. 

What  cas  (quod  Troilus)  or  what  avinture 
Hath  gidid  the  to  fene  me  languifhing, 
That  am  refnfe  of  every  ci-eture  ? 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  at  my  praying, 
Go  hence  awaie,  for  certis  my  dying 
WoU  the  difefe,  and  I  mote  nedis  deie, 
Therfore  go  waie  ;  there  n'is  no  more  to  feie. 

But  if  thou  wene  I  be  thus  ficke  for  drede. 
It  is  nat  fo,  and  therefore  fcorne  me  nought; 
There  is  an  othir  thing  I  take  of  hede 
Wei  more  than  ought  the  Grekis'  han  yet  wrought^ 
Which  caufe  is  of  my  deth  for  forow  and  thought, 
But  though  ihat  I  now  tell  it  the  ne  lefte 
Be  thou  nat  wrothe  ;  I  hide  it  for  the  befte. 

This  Pandare,  that  nigh  malt  for  wo  and  routh 
Ful  oftin  faied,  Alas  !  what  riiaie  this  be  ? 
Now  frende,  (quod  he)  if  evir  love  or  trouth 
Hath  ben  er  this  betwixin  the  and  me 
Ne  do  thou  nevir  foche.  a  cruilte 
To  hidin  fro  thy  frende  fo  grete  a  care; 
Woft  thou  not  well  that  it  am  I  Pandare  ? 

I  woU  partake  with  the  of  all  thy  paine ; 
Jf  it  fo  be  I  doc  the  no  comfort, 
As  it  is  frend'is  right,  fo  the  for  to  faine^ 
To  enterpartin  wo  as  glad  difport 
I  have  and  fliall ;  for  true  or  falfe  report. 
In  wrong  and  right,  iloved  the  all  my  live ; 
Hide  not  thy  wo  from  me,  but  tell  it  blive. 

Than  gan  this  forowfull  Troilus  to  fike, 
And  faied  him  thus ;  God  leve  it  be  my  befl 
To  tellin  the,  for  fithe  it  maie  the  like 
Yet  woll  I  tell  it  the  though  liiy  herte  breft. 
And  well  wote  I  thou  maieft  do  me  no  ref^. 
But  left  thou  deme  that  I  truft  nat  to  the  : 
Now  herkin  frende,  for  thus  it  ftant  with  me* 

Love,  ayenft  the  whiche  whofo  defendith 
Him  felvin  mofte  him  aldirleft  availeth, 
With  difpeire  fo  forely  me  offendith 
That  ftreight  unto  the  deth  mine  hert  yfaileth, 
Therto  defire  fo  brenningly  me'  aflliikth 
That  tobenflain  it  were  a  gretir  joie 
To  me  than  king  of  Grece  to  be  and  Troie. 

Suffifith  this,  my  fully  frende  Pandare, 
That  I  have  faied,  for  now  woteft  thou  my  wo. 
And  for  the  love  of  God  my  colde  care 
So  hide  it  well,  I  tolde  it  ner  to  mo. 
For  hai-mis  mightin  folowen  mo  than  two 
If  it  were  wift  ;  but  be  thou  in  gladnefle. 
And  let  mg  fterve  unfcnewe  of  my  diftrelFe, 
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How  haft  thou  thiis  unkindely  and  long 
Hid  this  fro  me,  thou  fole  ?  (quod  Pandarus) 
Paraventure  thou  maieft  for  foche  one  long 
That  mine  avife  anone  tnaie  help  in  us. 
This  were  a  wondir  thing,  (quod  Troilus) 
Thou  could  ift  ner  in  love  thy  felfin  wifTe, 
How  devill  maieft  thou  bringin  me  to  bliffe  ? 

Ye,  Troilus,  now  herkin,  (quod  Pandare.) 
Though  i  be  nice,  it  happith  oftin  fo, 
That  one  that  of  axis  doeth  full  ill  fare 
By  gode  counfaile  call  kepe  his  frend  therfro; 
I  have  my  felf  yfeine  a  blinde  man  go 
There  as  he  fell  which  that  could  lokin  wide; 
A  fole  maie  eke  a  ivifeman  oftin  gide. 

A  whetftone  is  no  kerving  inftrument. 
But  yet  it  makith  fharpe  kerving  toHs ; 
And  if  thou  woft  that  I  have  aught  mifwent 
Efchue  thou  that,  for  foche  thingto  fcholeis, 
Thus  oftin  wife  men  ben  warin  by  folis  : 
If  thou  fb  do  thy  wit  is  vi'^ell  bewared; 
By  his  contrary'  is  every  thing  declared. 

For  how  might  evir  fwetneffe  have  be  know' 
To  him  that  nevir  taftid  bittirnefle  ? 
No  iiian  ne  wot  wliat  gladnelTe  is  I  trowe 
That  nevir  was  in  forowe  of  fome  diftrelTe ; 
Eke  white  by  black,  by  fhame  eke  %vorthines  j.. 
feche  fet  by  othir  more  for  othir  femeth, 
As  men  maie  fene,  and  fo  the  wife  it  demeth. 

Sithe  thus  of  two  contraries  is  o  lore, 
I  that  in  love  fo  oftin  have  affayed 
Grevauncis  ought  to  connin  well  the  more 
Counfailin  the  df  that  chcu  art  dilinaied. 
And  eke  the  ne  ought  not  ben  ill  apaied. 
Though  I  deCfin  with  the  for  Adhere 
Thine  lievie  charge  ;  it  fhall  the  laffe  the  dere. 

I  wote  well  that  it  farid  thus  by  me 
As  to  my  brothir  Paris  an  heirdefle 
Whiche  that  yclepid  was  Oenone 
Wrote  in  a  complaint  of  her  hevinefte ; 
Ye  faw  the  lettir  that  flie  wrote  I  geffe. 
Naie,  nevir  yet  iwis  (quod  Troilus.) 
Now  (quod  Pandare)  herkinith,  it  was  thus. 

Phoebus,  that  firft  found  art  of  medicine, 
(Qj^od  flie)  and  coud  in  every  wight'is  care 
Remedy'  and  rede  by  herbis  he  knew  fine. 
Yet  to  himfelf  his  conning  was  full  bare. 
For  love  had  him  fo  boundin  in  a  fnare. 
All  for  the  doughter  of  the  King  Admete> 
That  all  his  craft  ne  coud  his  forowe  bete.- 

Right  fo  fare  I ;  unhappily  for  me 
I  love  one  beft,  and  that  me  fmertith  fore, 
And  yet  paravinture  I  can  rede  the 
And  nat  my  felf ;  repreve  thou  me  no  more- 
I  have  no  caufe  I  wote  well  for  to  fore 
As  doeth  an  hauke  that  liftith  for  to  plaie 
But  to  thine  helpe  yet  fomwhat  can  I  faie. 

And  of  o  thing  right  fikir  maieft  thou  be, 
That  certam  for  to  dyin  in  the  pain 
That  I  fliall  nevir  mo  difcovir  the 
Ne  by  my  trouth  I  kepe  nat  to  reftrain 
1  he  fro  thy  love  although  k  were  Helein, 
1  hat  IS  thy  brothir's  wife,  if  I  it  wift 
Be  what  ,flie  be,  aud  love  her  as  the  lift. 
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.  Therefore  as  frendfuliiche  in  me  affurc, 
And  tell  me  platf;e  what  is  tliine  enchefon 
And  finall  caufe  of  wo  that  ye  endure, 
For  doubtith  nothing  mine  fintencion 
l>}'as  nat  to  you  of  reprehenfion 
To  fpeke  as  now,  for  no  wight  maie  bireve 
A  man  to  love  till  that  him  lift  to  leve. 

And  therefore  wetith  ^el  that  both  bsn  vicis, 
.  Miftruftin  all  or  ellis  all  beleve  ; 
But  well  I  wote  the  mene  of  it  no  vice  Is, 
As  for  to  truftin  fome  wight  is  a  preve    " 
Of  trouth,  and  forthy  would  I  fain  remeve 
Thy  wrong  conceipt,  and  do  the  fome  wighf  triift 
Thy  wo  to  tell,  and  tell  me  if  the  luft. 

The  wife  faieth,  Wo  is  him  that  is  alone, 
For  and  he  fall  he  hath  none  helpe  to  rife ; 
And  filhe  thou  haft  a  felowe  tell  thy  mone,  ' 
For  this  ne  is  nought  certain  the  next  wife 
To  winnin  love,  as  techin  us  the  wife. 
To  waile  and  wepe  as  Niobe  the  quene, 
Whofe  teris  yet  in  marble  ben  ifene. 

Let  be  thy  weping  and  thy  drerinefft,' 
And  let  us  leflin  wo  with  othir  fpeche, 
So  maie  thy  wofuU  time  femin  the  lefTe ; 
Delitith  nought  in  wo  thy  wo  to  feche, 
As  doen  thefe  foils  that  ther  forowes  eche 
With  forowe  whan  thei  han  mifavinture, 
And  luftin  nought  to  fechin  othir  cure. 

Men  faine,  To  toretche  is  confolacion 
To  have  un  othir  feloive  in  his paine; 
That  ought  well  to  ben  our  opinion. 
For  we  bothe  thou  and  I  of  love  do  plain  ; 
So  full  of  forowe  am  I,  fothe  to  faine, 
That  certainly  as  now  no  more  hard  gracef 
Maie  fit  on  me  ;  for  why  ?  there  is  no  fpace. 
,   Yf  God  wol  thou  art  nought  agaft  of  me 
Left  I  ^ould  of  thy  lady  the  begile  ; 
Thou  woft  thy  felf  whom  that  I  love  parde. 
As  I  beft  can,  gon  fithin  longe  while, 
And  fithe  thou  woft  I  do  it  for  no  wile. 
And  fithe  T  am  Ke  that  thou  truftith  moft, 
Tel  me  fomwhat,  fens  al  my  wo  thou  wofti. 

Yet  Troilus  for  al  this  no  v^orde  faide, 
But  long  he  laie  as  ftill  as  he  ded  were, 
And  aftir  this  with  fiking  he  abraide. 
And  to  Pandarus  voice  he  lent  his  ere. 
And  up  his  eien  caft  he  ;  and  than  in  fere 
Was  Pandarus  lefte  that  in  a  frenftye 
He  fhould  yfal,  or  ellis  fone  deye  j 

And  faid,  Awake,  full  wonderliche  vxiA  fhatpe 
What  flombrift  thou  as  in  a  lethargy  ? 
Or  art  thou  like  an  affe  unto  the  harpe. 
That  berith  foun,  whaii  men  the  ftringis  ply, 
But  in  his  mind  of  that  no  melodic 
Maie  CnkJn  him  to  gladin,  fof  that  he 
So  dull  is  in  his  beftialite  ? 

And  "with  Ais  Pandare  cff  his  wordis  ftent, 
But  Troilus  to  him  no  thing  anfwerds ; 
For  why  ?  to  tellin  was  nought  his  entent 
Ner  to  no  man  for  w^hom  that  he  fo  ferde, 
For  it  is  faid,  Men  makin  ofie  a  y-erde 
t^ith  ■zvhieh  the  makir  is  himfelfe  ibetin 

In  fondrie  roanir,  as  ihefe  wife  men  treten. 


And  nameliche  in  his  ccsunfaile  telling 
That,  touchith  SoVe,  that  ought  to  ben  fecre, 
For  of  himfelfe  it  woll  inough  out  fpring, 
But  if  that  it  the  bet  governid  be  ; 
Eke'  fomtirae  it  i3  crafte  to  feme  to  fie 
Fro  thing  whicli  in  effedbe  men  huntin  fafte  : 
Al  this  gan  Troilus  in  his  herte  caft.e. 

But  natheleffe  whan  he  had  herde  him  crie 
Awake,  he  gau  to  fike  woridir  fore,  ^     "    ' 

And  fayd,  My  frende,  although  that  ftlll  I  lie 
In'am  not  defe;  now  pece,  and  crie  no  more. 
For  I  have  herde  thy  wordis  and  thy  lore, 
But  fuffir  me  my  fortune  to  bewailen. 
For  thy  proverbis  m!ay  nought  me  availen  ;   ' 
;    Nor  othir  cure  ne  canft  thou  none  for  me, 
Eke  I  n'ilnotben  curid  ;  I  woll  die  : 
What  knowin  I  of  the  Quene  Niobe  ? 
Letbje  thine  olde  enfamplis,  I  tne  prey.' 
No,  frende,  (quod  Pandarus)  therfore  I  fey 
Suche  is  delite  of  fclis  to  bewepe 
Ther  wo^  but  to  fekin  bote  thei  ne  kepe. 

Now  know  I  that  thete  refon  in  the  faileth  j 
But  tellith  me,  if  I  wifte  what  fl:ie  Were 
For  whome  that  the  al  mifavinture  ailetn 
Durfte  thou  tx;uft  that  I  tolde  it  in  her  ere 
Thy  wo,  fith  thou  darft  not  thy  felfe  for  fere, 
And  her  befought  on  the  to  han  fome  routhe  ? 
Why  nay,  (quod  he)  by  God  and  by  my  trouthe  t 

What !  not  as  befily  (quod  Pandarus) 
As  though  mine  owne  life  lay  in  this  nede  ? 
Why  no,  parde.  Sir,  (quod  this  Troilus.) 
And  why  ?  For  that  thou  fliouidift  nevir  fpede» 
Woft  thou  that  well  ?  Ye,  thai  is  out  of  drede, 
(Quod  Troilus)  for  all  that  er  ye  conne 
She  wol  to  no  fuche  wretche  as  I  be  wonne.        ' 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Alas !  what  may  this  be 
That  thou  difpairid  art  thus  caufilefle  ? 
What !  liveth  nat  thy  lady  >  Benedidte  ! 
How  woft  thou  fo  that  thoii  art  gracilefle  ? 
Suche  evil  is  hot  al-vfaie  bot<;Ieffe ; 
Why  put  not  thus  impoffible  thy  cure, 
Sithe  thing  to  come  is  ofte  in  avinture  ? 

I  gTduntin  well  that  thou  endurift  wo 
As  fharpe  as  doth  he  Titytjs  in  hell, 
Whofe  ftomake  foulis  tir.'i  evir  mo 
That  hightin  Vulturifi,  a?  bokis  tell ; 
But  I  may  not  endurin  that  thou  dwell 
In  fo  nnlkilful  an  opinion 
That  of  thy  wo  n'is  no  curacion ; 

But  onis  n'ilt  thou  for  thy  coWarde  herte'si 
And  for  thine  ire  and  foJifli  wilfiilnefTe, 
For  wantruft  tellin  of  thy  forowe'  fmerte, 
Ne  to  thine  owne  helpe  do  befineffe 
As  moche  as  fpeke  a  wof  de  ye  more  or  leSe,' 
But  lieft  as  he  that  of  life  nothing  retche  : 
What  woman  living  coude  love  fuche  a  vVretche  ? 

What  rftay  llie  demin  othir  of  thy  dethe, 
Yf  thoU  thus  die,-  and  fhe  n'ot  why'  it  is, 
But  that  for  fere  is  yoldin  u^)  thy  brethe 
For  GrekisT  han  befiegid  us  iwis  ? 
Lord  !  which  a  thanke  (halt  thou  have  than  of  dlfe 
Thus  wol  fhe  faine,  and  al  xht  tounc  atones. 
The  wretch  ia  ded,  the  divcl  have  his  bone«, 
Y  iicj 
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Thou  maifte  alone  her  wepe,and  crie,  and  knele, 
And  love  a  woman  that  ftie  wote  it  nought. 
And  Ihe  wol  quite  it  that  thou  (halt  not  fele^ 
tlnkndw  unkift,  and  loft  that  is  unfought* 
What !  many  a  man  hath  love  ful  dere  abought 
Twenty  wintir  that  his  lady  ne  wifte,- 
That  never  yet  his  ladie's  moHthe  he  kifte. 
-     What !  fliofild  he  therfore  fallin  in  difpaire. 
Or  be  recreaunte  for  his  owne  tene, 
br  flain  hiftifelf,  all  be  his  ladie  faire  ? 
Naie,  naie  ;  but  er  in  one  be  frefh  and  grene, 
To  fervc  and  love  ay  his  dere  hert'is  quene, 
And  thinke  it  is  a  guerdone  her  to  ferve 
A  thoufande  folde  more  than  he  can  deferve> 

And  of  that  worde  toke  hede  'I'roilus, 
And  thought  anorie  what  folic  he  was  in. 
And  how  that  fothe  him  fayid  Pandarus, 
That  for  to  flaen  himfelf  rriight  he  not  win, 
But  bothe  ,to  doen  unmanhode  and  a  fmne. 
And  of  his  deth  his  ladie  nought  to  wite, 
For  of  his  wo  God  wot  ftie  knewe  full  lite. 

And  with  that  thought  he  gan  ful  fore  to  fike^ 
And  faied,  Alas  !  what  ismebefl  to  doe  ? 
To  whom  Pandare  anfwerid,  If  the  like 
The  heft  is  that  thou  tell  me  all  thy  wo. 
And  have  my  trouth  but  if  thou  find  it  fo 
I  be  thy  bote  or  that  it  ben  full  long 
'f  o  pecis  doe  me  drawe  and  fithin  hong. 

Ye,  fo  faieft  thou,  (quodTroIlus)  alas  ? 
But  God  wot  it  is  naught,  the  rathir  fo 
Full  harde  it  were  to  helpin  in  this  caas. 
For  well  finde  I  that  Fortune  is  my  fo, 
Ne  all  the  men  that  ridin  con  or  go 
Male  of  her  cruill  whele  the  harme  withftond, 
Jtor  as  her  lift  fhe  plaieth  with  fre  and  bond. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Than  blamift  thou  Fortune 
For  thou  art  wroth  ye  now  at  erft  I  f e ; 
Woft  thou  not  wel  that  Fortune  is  commune 
To  every  manir  wight  in  fome  degre  ? 
And  yet  thou  haft  this  comfort,  lo  !  parde, 
That  asherjoyis  motin  ovirgone 
Co  mote  her  forowcs  paffm  everichone. 

For  if  her  whele  ftint  any  thing  to  tourne 
Than  ceflith  fhe  Fortune  anone  to  be ; 
Islow  fith  her  whele  by  no  waie  male  fojourn 
What  woft  thou  of  her  mutabilite  ? 
Right  as  thy  felf  luft  flie  woU  done  by  thcj 
Or  that  flie  be  nought  ferre  fro  thine  helping, 
JParavinture  thou  haft  caufe  for  to  fing. 

And  therfore  woft  thou  what  I  the  befeche  ? 
XiCt  be  thy  wo  and  tourningto  the  grounde. 
For  who  fo  lifte  have  heling  of  his  leche 
To  him  bihovith  firft  unwrie  his  wounde  ; 
-  To  Cerberus  in  hell  aie  be  I  bound, 
Were  it  eke  for  my  fuflir  all  thy  forowe, 
38y  tny  gode  will  fhe  fhould  be  thine  to  morowe, 

Xioke  up  I  faie,  and  tell  me  what  flie  is 
Anone,  that  I  male  gone  about  thy  riede. 
Krow  I  her  aught  ?  for  my  love  tell  me  this, 
Than  would  I  hope  the  rathir  for  to  fpede. 
Tho  gan  the  veine  of  Troilus  to  blede, 
JFor  he  Was  hit,  and  woxe  all  redde  for  fhame. 
'Ali» !  (quod  Pandare)  here  beginnith  game. 
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And  with  that  worde  he  gan  him  for  to  fhake. 
And  faj;ed  him.thus;Thefe,thoulhalther  natoeteli; 
But  tho  gan  fely  Troilus  for  to  quake, 
As  though  men  fhould  han  had  him  into  hel. 
And  faied,  Alas  !  of  all  my  wo  the  well 
Than  is  my  fwete  foe  callid  Grefeide ; 
And  well  nigh  with  that  word  for  fere  he  deide. 

And  whan  that  Pandare  herd  her  name  n'even^ 
Lorde  I  he  was  glad^  and  fayid,  Frend  fo  dere, 
Now  fare  a  right,  for  Jov'is  name  in  heven 
Love  hath  befet  the  well  :'be  of  gode  chere. 
For  of  gode  name,  and  wifedom,  and  manere,. 
She  hath  inough,  and  eke  of  gentillneffe  : 
If  fhe  be  faire  thou  woft  thy  felf  I  gcfTe. 

Ne.nevir  feie  I  a  more  bounteous 
Of  her  eftate,  ne  gladdir,  ne  of  fpeche 
A  frendlier,ne  none  more  gracious 
For  to  doe  well,  ne  laffe  had  nede  ta  fechc- 
What  for  to  doen,  and  all  this  bet  to  eche 
In  honour  to  as  ferre  as  fhe  may  ftretche  : 
A  king'is  herte  femith  by  her's  a  wretche. 

And  forthy  loke  of  gode  comforte  thou  be^ 
For  certainly  the  firfte  pointe  is  this 
Of  noble  corage,  and  wele  ordaine  the 
A  man  to  have  pece  v/ith  himfelfe  iwis  ; 
So  oughtift  thou,  for  nought  but  gode  it  is 
To  lovin  wel  andin  a  worthy  place  ; 
The  ought  not  to  clepin  it  happe  but  grace. 

And  alfo  thinke,  and  therwith  gladdin  the, 
That  fith  thy  lady  vertuous  is  all, 
So  foloweth  it  that  there  is  fome  pite 
Amongis  all  thefe  othir  in  generall,   . 
And  for  thei  fe  that  thou  in  fpeciall 
Requirift  nought  that  is  ayen  her  name. 
For  Vertue  ftretchith  not  himfelfe  to  fhame, 

But  wel  is  me  that  evir  I  was  borne 
Tliat  thou  befet  art  in  fo  gode  a  place, 
For  by  my  trouth  in  love  I  durft  have  fworne 
The  fbould  nevir  have  tidde  fo  faire  a  grace ; 
And  woft  you  why  ?  for  thou  were  wont  to  chace 
At  Love  in  fcor^e,and  for  difpite  him  call 
Saint.  Idiote,  lord  of  thefe  folis  all. 

How  oftin  baft  thou  mad  in  thy  nice  japes? 
And  faied  that  Lov'is  fervauntes  everichone 
Of  nicete  ben  very  godd'is  apes, 
And  fome  of  them  would  monche  ther  mete  alonS 
^'gg'ng  a  bedde,  and  make  'hem  for  to  grone. 
And  fome  thou  faidift  had  a  blaunche  fevere. 
And  praidift  God  thei  fhould  nevir  keverc : 

And  fome  of  'hem  toke  on  'hem  for  the  coM 
More  than  inough ;  fo  faidift  thou  full  oft, 
And  fome  han  fainid  oftin  time,  and  tolde 
How  that  thei  wakin  whan  tl\ei  flepin  foft. 
And  thus  thei  would  have  fet  'hem  felf  aloft, 
And  nathelefTe  were  undir  at  the  lafte  : 
Thus  faidift  thou,  and  japidift  full  fafte. 

Yet  faidift  thou  that  for  the  more  part 
Thefe  lovu-s  wouldin  fpeke  in  generall. 
And  thoughtin  that  it  was  a  fikir  art 
For  fadnigfor  to'  affayin  ovir  all  • 
Now  maie  I  jape  of  the  if  that  I  fhall  i 
But  nathelefTe  although  that  I  fhould  die 
1  hou  art  none  of  tho  I  dare  well  feig 


Now  bete  thy  Lreft,  and  faie  to  god  of  Love, 


ui 


Thy  grace,  o  Lordi  for  now  I  me  repent 
If  I  miffpake,  for  now  my  felf  I  love  ; 
Thus  faie  with  all  thine  hert  in  godc  entent. 
(QuodTroilus)  Ah.Lorde!  I  mexonfent. 
And  praie  to  the  my  japis  thou  foryeve, 
And  I  no  more  will  jape  while  that  I  live. 

Thou faieft  Well, (quod Pandare) and  now  Ibope 
That  thou  the  godd'js  wrath  haft  al  apefed ; 
Andilthin  thou  haft  weptin  many'  a  dropc, 
And  faid  fuch  thing  wherwith  thy  god  is  plefcd, 
Now  would  God  nevir  but  that  thou  were  efed. 
And  thinke  well  {he  of  whom  reft  all  thy  wo 
Hercaftir  maie  thy  comfort  ben  alfo. 

For  thllke  ground  that  berith  the  wedis  wicke 
Bereth  eke  thefe  wholfome  herbis  as  full  oft. 
And  nexte  to  the  foule  nettle  rough  and  thicke 
The  rofe  ywexith  fote,  and  fmothe,  and  foft, 
And  next  the  valey  is  the  hill  aloft. 
And  next  the  derke  night  is  the  glad  morowe. 
And  alfo  joie  is  next  the  fine  of  forowe. 

Now  loke  that  well  attempre  be  thy  bridell. 
And  for  the  beft  aie  fufFre  to  the  tide, 
Or  ellis  all  our  labour  is  on  idell : 
He  hajlith  -well  that  zvifily  can  abide. 
Be  diligent  and  true,  and  aie  well  hide  : 
Be  luftie,  fre  :  perfever  in  fervife, 
And  all  is  well  if  thou  werke  in  this  wife  : 

But  he  that  partid  is  in  every  place 
Is  no  where  whole,  as  writin  clerkis  wife  ; 
What  wondir  is  if  foche  one  have  no  grace  ? 
Eke  woft  thou  how  it  fareth  of  fome  fervife  i 
As  plant,  a  tre  or  herbe  in  fondrie  wife, 
And  on  the  morowe  pull  it  up  as  blive, 
No  wondir  is  though  it  maie  nevir  thrive. 

And  fith  the  god  of  Love  hath  the  beftowed 
In  place  digne  unto  thy  worthinefie, 
Stonde  faft,  for  to  a  gode  port  haft  thou  rowed. 
And  of  thy  felf  for  any  hevineffe 
Hope  alwaie  well ;  for  but  if  drerineffe 
Or  ovirhaft  doe  our  bothe  labour  Ihende 
1  hope  of  this  to  makin  a  gode  ende. 

And  Woft  thou  why  ?  I  am  the  lafle  afered 
Of  this  ftiatter  with  my  nece  for  to  trete. 
For  this  have  I  herd  faie  of  wife  and  lered, 
Was  nevir  man  or  woman  yet  beyete 
That  was  unapt  to  fufFre  lov'is  hete 
Celeftiall,  or  ellis  love  of  kinde  ; 
Forthy  fome  grace  I  hope  in  her  to  finde. 

And  for  to  fpeke  of  her  in  fpeciall, 
Her  beaute  to  bethinkin  and  her  youthe, 
It  fit  her  nought  to  ben  celeftiall 
As  yet,  though  that  her  bothe  lift  and  kouthe; 
And  truily  it  fit  her  well  right  nouthe 
A  worthie  knight  to  lovin  and  cherice^ 
And  but  fhe  doe  I  holde  it  for  a  vice. 

Wherfore  I  am  and  woll  be  aie  redy 
To  painin  me  to  do  you  this  fervice, 
For  bothe  of  you  to  plefin  ;  this  hope  I 
Hereaftirwardis,  for  ye  ben  bothe  wife, 
And  connin  counlaile  kepe  in  foche  a  vi^ifc 
That  no  man  fliall  the  wilir  of  it  be  ; 
.And  fo  we  maie  ben  glad<*id  allc  thre? 


And  by  my  troath  I  have  right  noiv  of  the 
A  gode  conceit  in  my  wit  as  I  gefie. 
And  what  it  is  I  woll  now  that  thou  fe  ; 
I  think  that  fithin  Love  of  his  godenefle 
Hath  the  convertid  out  of  wickidnefle 
That  thou  Ihalt  ben  the  befte  poft  I  Vvc 
Of  all  his  laie,  and  mofte  his  foin  greve, 

Enfaniple  why,  fe  now  thefe  grete  clerkesj 
That  errin  aldirmofte  ayen  all  lawe, 
And  lien  cdnvertid  from  ther  wickid  werkcs 
Through  grace  of  God,  that  left'hemtohimdrawe^ 
Than  arne  tliei  folk  that  ban  moft  God  in  awe. 
And  ftrengift  faithid  ben  I  undirftonde. 
And  con  an  errour  aldirbeft  withftonde. 

Whan  Troilus  had  herde  Pandare  alTented 
To  ben  his  h^lpe  in  loving  of  Crefeide 
He  wext  of  wo,  as  who  faith  unturmented,; 
But  Iiotfir  wext  his  love ;  and  than  he  faide 
With  fobre  chere,as  though  his  herte  yplaide,(i 
Now  blisfull  Venus  !  helpe  er  that  I  fterve. 
Of  the,  Pandare,  I  now  fome  thanke  dcferve. 

But,  dere  frende,  how  fhal  my  wo  be  lelTe 
Till  this  be  done  ?  and,  gode  now,  tell  me  this^ 
How  wolt  thou  faine  of  me  afid  my  diftrelTej 
Left  file  be  wroth  I  this  di  ede  I  moft  iwis^ 
Or  wol  not  herin  al  how  that  it  is  : 
Al  this  drede  I,  and  eke  for  the  manere 
Of  the  her  erne  fhe  n'il  no  fuche  thing  here^ 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Thou  haft  a  ful  grete  care^ 
Left  that  the  chorle  may  fal  out  of  the  mone. 
Why,  Lorde !  I  hate  of  the  the  nice  fare ; 
Why  entremete  of  that  thou  haft  to  done  ? 
For  Godd'is  love  I  bide  the  a  bone  ; 
So  let  me'  alone,  and  it  fhal  be  thy  beft. 
Why,frende,  (quod  he)  than  done  right  as  the  lefL : 

But  herke,  Pandare,  o  worde,  for  I  ne  wolde 
That  thou  in  me  wendift  fo  grete  folie 
That  to  my  lady  I  defirin  fnolde 
That  touchith  harme  or  any  vilaniej 
For  dredileffe  me  were  levir  to  dife 
Than  fhe  of  me  aught  ellis  underftode 
But  that  might  yfownin  into  gode. 

Tho  lough  Pandare,  and  anon  anfwerde. 
And  I  thy  borow'  ?  fie  t  no  wight  doth  but  fo  ; 
I  ne  raught  not  although  fhe  ftode  and  herde 
How  that  thou  faieft  :  but  farcwel,  I  wol  go-: 
Adieu  ;  be  glad  :  God  fpcde  us  bothe  two  1 
Yevc  me  this  labour  and  this  bufinefle 
And  of  my  fpede  be  thine  al  the  fwetnes. 

Tho  Troilus  on  knees  gan  doune  to  fall, 
(And  Pandare  inhisarmishente  him  faft)^ 
And  faide,  Nowe  fie  upon  the  Grekls  all ! 
Yet  parde  God  fhal  helpin  at  the  laft. 
And  dredileffe  if  that  my  life  may  laft. 
And  God  toforne,  lo !  fome  of  'hem  fhal  fmerte ; 
And  yet  me  athinketh  that  this  avaunt  m'aftertc. 

And  now,  Pandare,  I  can  no  more  fay. 
But  thou  wife,  thou  woft  thou  maift  :  thou  art  al; 
My  life,  my  deth,  hole  in  thine  honde  I  lay, 
Helpe  me  (quod  he.)  Yes,  by  my  trouth  I  fhal. 
God  yelde  the,  frende,  and  this  in  fpecial, 
( Quod  Troilus  that  thou  me  recomniaunde 
To  hey  that  i^iay  me  to  the  deth  coounaundc 
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This  Pandartis  tho,  defirftus  to  ferv? 
His  ful  frende,  tho  faide  in  this  manere  } 
Farwel,  and  thinke  I  wol  thy  thatike  deferve,. 
Have  here  my  troiith,  and  thatthoufhalt  Weil  here: 
And  went  his  way  thinking-  on  this  matere, 
And  how  he  beft  might  her  befeche  of  grace, 
And  find  a  lefure  therto  and  a  place. 

For  every  wight  that  hath  a  houfe  to  found 
He  rennith  nat  the  werkefor  to  beginne 
With  rakilhonde,  but  he  wol  bide  a  ftoundji 
A.nd  fende  his  hert'is  line  out  fro  within. 
Thus  aldirfirft  his  purpofe  for  to  \Vinne, 
As  this  Pandarus  in  his  hert'is  thought         .  , 
Did  caft  his  werke  full  wifely  er  he  wrought^ 

But  Tfodus  lay  tho  no  lengir  doun. 
But  up  anon  gat  upon  his  ftede  baie, 
And  in  the  felde  he  playid  the  lioun; 
Wo  was  that  Greke  that  with  him  met  that  dale ; 
And  in  the  toune  his  nianir  tho  forthe  aie 


So  godely  was,  and  gat  him  tain  grace, 
That  ecbe  him  loved  that  lokid  in  his  'face. 

For  he  beeamin  the  moftfren41y  wight, 
The  gentilift,  and  eke  the  mofire  ffe, 
The  truftyiii,  and  one  the  befte  knight, 
That  in  his  time  was  or  ellis  might  be  : 
Ded  were  his  japis  and  his  cruilte, 
Ded  his  high  porte  and  all  his  manir  ftraunge. 
And  eche  of 'hem  gan  for  avertue  chaunge. 

Now  let  ns  flint  of  Troilus  a  ftounde, 
That  ferith  like  a  man  that  hurt  is  fore. 
And  is  fomdele  of  aking  of  his  wounde 
Yleflidwel,  but  helid  no  dele  more, 
And  as  an  efy  pacient  the  lore 
Abite  of  him  thatgoth  about  his  cure, 
And  thus  he  drivith  forth  His  avinturc. 
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OtJT  ^^  tl^efe  blacke  wawls  let  us  falle, 
0  winde,  o  winde !  the  wedir  ginnith  clerc^ 
i^or  in  the  fe  the  bote  hath  fuche  travaile 
Of  my  conning  that  unneth  I  it  ftere  : 
This  fe  depe  1  the  tempeftous  matere 
Of  depe  difpaire  that  Troilus  was  in ; 
But  now  of  hope  the  kalendis  begin. 

0  lady  minfe,  that  callid  art  Clio! 

Thou  be  my  fpede  fro  this  forthe,  and  my  Mufe, 

To  rifne  wel  this  Boke  til  I  have  do; 

Me  nedith  here  none  othir  art  to  ufe ; 

For  \*hy  ?  to  every  lovir  I  me'  excufe 

That  of  no  fentiment  I  this  endite, 

But  out  of  Latin  in  my  tonge  it  write. 

.Wherfore  I  n'il  have  neithir  thanke  ne  blame 
Of  all  this  Worke,  but  praie  you  mekily 
Difblamith  me  if  any  worde  be  lame. 
For  as  mine  au^tour  fayid  fo  fay  I ; 
Eke  though  I  fpefce  of  love  unfelingly 
No  wondir  is,  fot  it  nothinge  of  newe  is  : 
A  btinde  man  can  natjudgln  -wel  in  hewis. 

1  know  eke  that  in  forme  of  fpeche  is  chaunge 
Within  a  thoufande  yere,  andwordistho 

That  haddin  prife  now  wondir  nice  aud  ftraunge 
Us  thinkith  'hem,  and  yet  thei  fpake  'hem  fo, 
And  fpedde  as  wel  in  love  as  xncn  now  do ; 


'  Eke  for  to  winnin  love  in  Toncfry  ageS 
In  fondry  londis  fondry  ben  ufages. 

And  forthy  if  it  happe  in  any  wife 
That  here  be  any  lovir  in  this  place 
That  herkeneth,  as  the  flory  wol  devifei 
How  Troilus  came  to  his  ladie's  grace. 
And  thinkith  fo  n'olde  I  not  love  purchace,- 
Or  wondrith  on  his  fpeche  or  his  doyng, 
I  n'ot,  but  it  is  to  me  no  v;-ondring  : 

For  every  wight  whiche  that  to  Rome  ywent 
Halt  nat  o  pathe  ne  alway  o  manere  ; 
Eke  in  fome  londe  were  al  the  game  yflient 
Yf  that  men  farde  in  love  as  men  don  here. 
As  thus,  in  opin  doyng  or  in  chere, 
In  vifiting,  in  forme,  or  faid  our  fawes ; 
For  thus  men  fainc,  Ede  coufitre  hail}  his  laviies^ 

Eke  fcarcely  ben  there  in  this  place  th^e 
That  have  in  love  faid  like  and  don  in  al. 
For  to  this  purpofe  this  maie  likin  the. 
And  the  right  nought,  yet  al  is  done  or  fhal  % 
Eke  fome  men  grave  in  tre,  fome  in  ftolie  walj 
As  it  betide  :  but  fithe  I  have  begohne. 
Mine  Authour  fhall  I  fobviras  I  koniwif 
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In  May,  that  mothir  is  of  monethis  ^lade. 
That  the  freflie  flouris  all,  blew,  white,  and  rede, 
Ben  quicke  ayen  that  wintir  ded  had  made, 
And  full  of  baume  is  Acting  every  mede. 
Whan  that  Phoebus  doth  his  bright  bennis  fpred 
Right  in  the  white  Bole,  right  fo  it  betidde, 
As  I  Ihal  fmge,  on  May 'is  day  the  thriddej 

That  Pandarus,  for  all  his  wife  fpeche, 
Felte  eke  his  parte  of  Lov'is  fhottis  kene. 
That  coude  he  ner  fo  well  of  loving  preche 
It  made  his  hewe  al  dale  ful  oftin  grene  ; 
So  fhope  it  that  him  fill  that  day  a  tene 
In  love  for  whiche  in  Wo  to  bedde  he  went, 
And  made  er  it  were  day  full  many'  a  went. 

The  fwalow  Progne  with  a  forowful  lay, 
Whari  morow  come,  gan  make  her  waimenting 
Why  flie  forfliapin  was  ;  and  ever  lay 
Pandare  abed  halfe  in  a  flombering. 
Til  fhe  fo  nigh  him  made  her  waimenting, 
How  Tereus  gan  forth  her  fuftir  take, 
That  with  the  noife  of  her  he  gan  awake, 

And  to  call,  and  dreffin  him  up  to  rife, 
Remeriibring  him  his  arande  was  to  done 
From  Troilus,  and  eke  his  grete  emprife, 
And  caft,  and  knew  in  gode  plite  was  the  mone 
To  done  voiage,  and  toke  his  way  full  fone 
Unto  his  nec'is  paleis  there  befide  : 
Now  Janus,  god  of  Entre,  thou  him  gide  1 

Whan  he  -tvas  come  unto  his  nec'is  place. 
Where  is  my  lady,  to  hel-  folke  (quod  he  ?) 
And  thei  him  tolde,  and  he  forthe  in  gan  pace, 
And  founde  two  othir  ladies  fit  and  flie 
Within  a  pavid  parlour,  and  thei  thre 
Herdin  a  maidin  'hem  redin  the  gefte 
Of  the  fiege  of  Thebis  whilis  'hem  lefle. 

Madame,  quod  Pandare,  God  you  fave  and  fe^ 
With  al  your  boke  and  al  the  companie  ! 
Eighe  !  uncle  mine,  welcome  iwis,  (quod  flie) 
And  up  flie>  rofe,  and  by  th€  honde  in  hie 
She  toke  him  fall,  and  fayid.  This  night  thrye, 
To  gode  mote  it  yturne,  of  you  I  n^ette  ; 
And  with  that  word  fiie  doui^  on  bench  him  fet. 

Ye,  nece,  ye  fliuUin  farin  wel  the  bet, 
If  God  wol,  al  this  yere,  (quod  Pandajus) 
But  I  am  forj'  that  I  have  you  let 


To  herkin  of  your  bote  ye  praiCn  thus  ^ 
For  Godd'is  love  what  faith  it  ?  tell  it  us  i 
Is  it  of  love  ?  fome  gode  ye  may  me  lere. 
Uncle,  (quod  fhe)  your  maiftrelTe  is  nat  here. 

With  that  thei  gonnin  laugh,  and  tho  fhe  feide^:. 
This  romaunce  is  of  Thebis  that  we  rede. 
And  we  have  herd  how  that  King  Lauis  deide 
Through  Oedipus  his  fonne,,  and  all  the  dede  j 
And  here  we  ftintin  at  thefe  letters  rede 
How  the  bifliop,  as  the  boke  can  ytell, 
Amphiorax,  fill  through  the  grounde  to  hell. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  All  this  Iniow  I  my  fclve. 
And  ai  th'  afiiege  of  Thebis  and  the  care, 
For  herof  ben  there  makid  bokis  twelve  : 
But  let  be  this,  and  tell  me  how  ye  fare  : 
Do'  way  your  barbe,  and  fhew  your  face  bare; 
Do'  way  your  boke  :  rife  up  and  let  us  dailnce, 
And  let  us  done  to  May  fome  obfervaunce. 

Eighe  !  God  forbid  !  (quod  flie)  What !  be  ye 
mad  ? 
Is  that  a  Vi'idowe's  life,  fo  God  you  fave  ? 
Parde  you  makin  me  right  fore  adrad  ; 
Ye  bene  fo  wilde  it  femith  as  ye  rave  : 
It  fat  me  wel  bettir  aie  in  a  cave 
To  bide,'  and  rede  on  holy  faintis  lives  : 
Let  maidins  gon  to  daunce  and  yonge  wives. 

As  evir  thrive  I  (quod  this  Pandarus) 
Yet  coulde  I  tel  a  thing  to  doJi  you  play. 
Now  uncle  der-e  (quod  fhe)  tellith  it  us 
For  Godd'is  love  :  is  than  th'  afiiege  aweie  ? 
I  am  of  Grekis  ferde  fo  that  I  deie. 
Nay,  nay,  (quod  he)  as  evir  mote  I  thrive 
It  is  a  thing  wel  bettir  than  fuche  five. 

Ye,  holy  God  !  (quod  flie)  what  thing  is  that  ? 
What !   bettir  than  fuche  five  ?  Eighe  1  nay  iwis 
For  al  this  world  ne  can  I  redin  what 
It  fticuld  yben  :  fome  jape  I  trowe  it  is ; 
And  but  your  felvin  tell  us  what  it  is 
My  wit  Is  for  to'  arede  it  al  to  lene  • 
Ashelpe  me  God  I  n'ot  what  that  ye  mene. 

And  I  your  borow  ;  ne  ner  flial  (quod  he  j 
This  thing  be  tolde  to  you,  as  mote  I  thrive. 
And  why  fo,  uncle  mine,  why  fo  ?  (quod  fiie.J 
By  God  (quod  he)  that  wol  I  tel  as  blive, 
\  for  proudu-  woman  is  there  usu^  oi)  live 


And  ye  it  wifte,  in  al  the  toune  of  Troie  : 
I  ne  jape  nat,  fo  evir  have  I  joie. 

Tho  gan  fhe  to  wondrin  more  than  before 
A  thoufande  folde,  and  doune  her  eyin  caft, 
J'or  nevir  fithe  the  time  that  ftie  was  bore 
To  knowin  thing  defirid  (he  fp  faft, 
And  with  a  filie  fhe  faid  him  at  the  laft. 
Now,  uncle  mine,  I  n'il  you  not  dilplefe, 
Nor  aikin  that  that  may  do  you  difefe. 

So  aftir  this  with  many  wordis  glade 
And  fr^ndly  talis,  and  with  mery  chere, 
Of  this  and  that  thei  fpeke,  and  gonnon  wade 
In  many  an  unkouth,  glad,  and  depe,  matere, 
As  frendis  done  whan  thei  ben  met  ifere, 
Til  flie  gan  a&in  him  how  HecSor  ferde. 
That  was  the  toun'is  wall  and  Grekis  yerde. 

Ful  wel,  I  thanke  it  God,  faide  Pandarus, 
Save  in  his  arme  he  hath  a  litle  wounde ; 
And  eke  his  freflie  brothir  Troilus, 
To  the  wife  worthy  Hedor  the  fecounde, 
In  whom  that  every  vertue  lifle  haboutide. 
As  alle  trouthe  and  alle  gentilneffc, 
Wifedome,  honour,  fredome,  and  worthineffe. 

In  godqfaith,  erne,  (quod  fhe)  that  likith  me 
Thei  farin  wel ;  God  fave  Uiem  botTie  two ! 
For  trewHche  I  holde  it  ^  grete  deinte 
A  king'is  fonne  in  armis  wel  to  do. 
And  be  of  gode  condicions  therto^ 
For  grete  powir  and  moral  vertue  here 
Isfelde  ifene  in  one.  perfone  ifere. 

In  gode  faith  that  is  fothe,  (quod  Pandarus) 
But  by  my  trouth  the  king  hath  fonnis  twey, 
That  is  to  mene  He<5tor  and  Troilus, 
That  certainly  though  that  I  ihould  ydey 
Thei  ben  as  voide  of  vicis,  dare  I  fey, 
As  any  i^ien  that  livin  undir  fonna  ; 
Ther  might  is  wide  iknow  and  what  thei  conne. 

Of  HetStor  neftith  nething  for  to  tel ; 
In  all  this  world  there  n'is  a  bettir  knight 
Than  he,  that  is  of  worthineffe  the^  wel, 
And  he  wel  more  of  vertue  hath  than  might, 
This  knowith  many'  a  wife  and  worthy  knight : 
And  the  fame  prife  of  Troilus  I  fey  : 
God  helpe  me  fo  I  knowe  not  fuche  twey. 

Parde  (quod  Ihe)  of  Hedtor  that  is  fothe, 
And  of  Troilus  the  fame  thing  trowe  I, 
For  dredileffe  men  tellith  that  he  dothe 
In  armis  day  by  day  fo  worthily, 
And  berith  him  here  at  hoifte  gently 
To  every  wight,  thai  al  prife  hath  he 
Of  them  that  me  were  levift  praifid  be. 

Ye  fay  right  fothe  iwis,  (quod  Pandarus) 
For  ycfterday  who  fo  had  with  him  ben 
Mightin  have  wondrid  upon  Troilus, 
For  nevir  yet  fo  thicke  a  fwarme  of  been 
Ne  flewe  sfs  Grekis  from  him  gannin  fieen. 
And  through  the  felde  in  every  wight'is  ere 
There  was  no  crie  but  Troilus  is  there  ! 

Now  here  now  there  he  huntid  'hem  fo  faft 
There  n'as  but  Grekis  blode  and  Troilus  ; 
Now  him  heihurf,  and  him  al  doun  he  caft; 
Aye' where  he  went  it  was  array  id  thus  : 
Us  was  ther  deth,  ajid  flieldc  and  life  for  us, 
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That  as  that  day  ther  durll:  him  none  withftondc 
While  that  he  helde  his  blody  fwerde  in  honde, 

Therto  he  is  the  frendilyift  man 
Of  gret  eflate  that  er  I  fawe  my  hve. 
And  where  him  lifte  the  beft  felowfhip  can 
To  fuche  as  him  thinkith  able  to  thrive. 
And  with  that  word  tho  Pandarus  as  blive 
He  toke  his  leve,  and  faid  I  wol  gon  hen. 
Nay,  blame  have  I,  myne  uncle,  (quod  flie)  thea^ 

What  ellith  you, to  be  thuswery  fone, 
And  namiliche  of  women  wol  ye  fo  ? 
Naie,  fittith  doune  ;  parde  I  have  to  done 
With  you  to  fpeke  of  wifdome  er  ye  go ; 
And  every  wight  that  was  about  'hem  tho 
That  herde  that  gan  ferre  awaie  to  ftonde. 
While  thei  two  had  al  that  'hem  lifte  on  honde. 

Whan  that  her  tale  al  brought  was  to  an  ende 
Of  her  eftate  and  of  her  governaunce, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  Now  time  is  that  I  wende. 
But  yet  I  fay  Arifith,  let  us  daunce 
And  cafte  your  widowe's  habite  to  mifchaunce  ; 
What  lifte  you  thus  your  felfe  to  disfigure, 
Sithe  you  is  tidde  fo  glad  an  avinture  ? 

But  wel  bethought ;  for  love  of  God  (quod  fbe) 
Shal  I  nat  wetin  what  ye  merfe  of  this  ? 
No,  this  thing  alkith  lefir  tho  quod  he) 
And  eke  it  me  would  full  muche  greve  iwi8 
If  I  it  tolde  and  ye  it  toke  amis: 
Yet  were  it  bette  my  tonge  to  holdin  ftil 
Than  fay  a  fothe  that  were  ayenft  your  wil. 

For,  nece  myne,  by  the  goddeffe  Minerve, 
And  Jupiter,  that  rnakith  the  thonde'ring. 
And  by  the  blifsful  Venus  that  I  ferve. 
Ye  ben  the  woman  in  this  world  living, 
Withoutin  paramours,  to  my  weting, 
That  I  beft  love,  and  lothift  am  to  greve. 
And  that  ye  wetin  wel  your  felfe  1  leve, 

Iwis,  mine  uncle,  (quod  fhe)  graunt  mercy ! 
Your  frendfhip  have  I  foundin  evir  yet ; 
I  am  to  no  man  beholdin  trewly 
So  muche  as  you,  and  have  fo  litil  quit ; 
And  with  the  grace  of  God  emforth  my  wit 
As  in  my  gilte  I  fhal  you  ner  ofFende  1 

And  if  1  have  er  this  I  wol  amende, 

■  But  for  the  love  of  God  I  you  befecl^e, 
As  ye  be  he  that  I  love  moft  and  trifte. 
Let  be  to  me  your  fremid  manir  fpeche. 
And  faie  to  me  your  nece  what  fo  you  lift. 
And  with  that  worde  her  uncle'  anon  her  kift, 
And  fayid.  Gladly,  my  leve  nece  fo  dere  ! 
Take  it  for  gode  that  I  fhal  fay  you  here. 

With  that  fhe  gan  her  eyin  doune  to  cafte,' 
And  Pandarus  to  coughe  began  a  lite. 
And  fayid,  Nece,  alway,  lo  !  to  the  lafte. 
How  fo  it  be  that  fome'  'men  hem  delite 
With  fubtil  art  ther  talis  for  t'  endite. 
Yet  for  al  that  in  ther  entencion 
Ther  t^le  is  all  for  fome  conclufion. 

And  fithe  the  end  is  every  tal'is  ftrength, 
And  this  matir  is  fo  behovily. 
What  fhould  I  paint  or  drawin  it  on  length 
To  you  that  ben  my  frende  fo  faithfully  ? 
And  with  that  -vvofde  he  gan  fight  iaw^dly 
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Beholdin  her,  and  lokin  in  her'face, 

.And  faide,  On  fq,ch.e  a  mirrour  muche  gode  grace ! 

Than  thought  he  thus,  if  I  my  tale  endite 
Ought  harde  «r,in,p,ke  a  procefle  any  while. 
She  fhaj  no  favour  have  therin  but  lite, 
And  trowe  J  would  her  in  my  wil  begile, 
for  tendir  -wittis  wenixi  al  be  wile 
Wher  as  thei  con  nat  plainliche  undirftond ; 
^'otthy  her  wit  to  founin  wol  I  fonde  ; 

And  lokid  on  hir  in  a  befy  wife, 
And  ftie  was  ware  that  he  behelde  her  fo  : 
Ah,  Lorde  !   (quod  ftie)  fo  fafle  ye  me  avife, 
Sawe  ye  me  ner  er  now  ?  what,  fay  ye  no  ? 
Yes,  yes,  (quod  he)  and  bet  wol  er  I  go,; 
But  by  my  trouth  I  thoughtjn  nowe  if  ye 
Be  fortunate,  far  now  men  ftjaU  it  fe. 

For  every  wight  fcjme  godely  Jivinturo 
Somtime  is  fliape,  if  he  it  can  receive. 
But  if  that  he  n'il  ta,k£  ai  it  no  cure 
When  that  it  cometh,  but  wilfully  it  welve, 
1.0,  neither  cfife  nor  Fortune  him  deceive. 
But  right  his  owns  flouth  and  wretchidneiTe  ; 
And  fuche  a  wight  is  for  to  blame  I  geffle. 

Gode  avinture,  o  belle  nece-!  have  ye 
Full  lightly  foundin,  and  ye  conne  it  take; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  and  eke  of  me 
Catche  it  anone,  left  avinture  yll^e  : 
What  Ihould  I  lengir  pr.oceffe  of  it  make  ? 
Yeve  me  your  bond,  for  in  this  world  is  pone, 
If  th^t  you  lift,  a  wight  fo  well  begon. 

And  fithe  I  fpeke  of  go.de  entencioun. 
As  I  to  you  have  tolde  wel  here  beforne. 
And  love  as  wel  your  ho;nour  and  renovn^ 
As  any  creture  jn  the  worlde  iborne. 
By  al  the  othi*  that  I  have  you  fworne 
And  ye  be  wrothe  therfore,  or  wene  I  lie, 
Ne  fhal  I  never  fene  you  efte  with  eie. 

Beth  nat  agafte,  ne  quakith  nat ;  wherto  ? 
Ne  chaungith  ng.t  for  fere  fo  your  hewe. 
For  hardily  the  worft  of  this  is  do  ; 
And  though  my  tale  as  now  be  to  you  newe. 
Yet  truft  atwaie  ye  fhsil  me  findin  trewe ; 
And  were  it  thing  that  me  thought  unfitting 
To  yoa  ne  would  I  no  fuch  talis  bring. 

Nowe,  my  gode  erne,  for  Godd'is  love  I  pray 
(Quod  file)  come  of  and  tel  me  what  it  is, 
For  bothe  I  am  agaft  what  ye  wol  fay. 
And  eke  me  longith  it  to  wit  iwis. 
For  whethir  it  be  wel  or  be  amis 
Say  on  ;  let  me  not  in  this  fere  ydwel. 
So  wol  I  done  :  npw  herkenith  I  flial  tel. 

Now  necc  mine,  the  king'is  owne  dere  fonne, 
The  gode,  the  wife,  the  worthy,  freih  and  fre, 
Whiche  alway  for  to  done  wel  is  his  wppne, 
The  noble. Troilus,  fo  lovith  the 
That  but  ye  helpe  it  wol  his  bane  ybe. 
Lo  !  here  is  al :  what  fhouldin  I  more  fey  ? 
Doth  what  you  lift  to  make  him  live  or  dey. 

But  if  ye  let  him  dye  I  wol  ftervin. 
Have  here  my  trouthe,  nece,  I  n'il  not  lien, 
Al  fhould  1  with  this.knife  my  throte  kervin  : 
With  that  the  teris  burft  out  of  his  eyen. 
And  ii^ide,  If  that  ye  4one  us  both  to  dien 


Thus  giltileffe,  than  have  ye  fifliid  faire  ; 

What  mendeth  it  you  though  that  we  both  apaire? 

Alas  1  he  whiche  that  is  my  lorde  fo  dere 
That  trewe  man,  that  noble  gentle  knight. 
That  naught  deiirith  but  your  frendly  cbere, 
I  fe  him  dyin,  there  he  goth  upright, 
And  haftith  him  with  al  his  fulle  might 
For  to  ben  flaine,  if  his  fortune  affcnte  : 
Alas  that  God  you  fuche  a  beaute  fente ! 

If  it  be  fo  that  ye  fo  cruil  be 
That  of  his  deth  you  liftith  nought  to  retch. 
That  is  fo  trewe  and  worthy  as  we  fe. 
No  more  than  of  a  japir  or  a  wretch, 
If  ye  be  fuche,  your  beaute  may  nat  ftretch 
To  make  amendes  of  fo  cruill  a  dede  : 
A-visement  is  gode  before  the  nede. 

Wo  worthe  the  faire  gcmme  that  is  vcrtuleffe ! 
Wo  worthe  that  herbe  alfo  that  dothe  no  bote ! 
Wo  worth  the  beaute  that  is  routheleffe  ! 
Wo  worth  that  wight  that  trede  eche  undir  fote ! 
And  ye  that  ben  of  beaute  croppe  and  rote, 
If  therwithal  in  you  ne  be  no  routhe, 
Than  is  it  harme  ye  livin,  by  my  trouthe. 

And  alfo  thinke  wel  that  this  is  no  gaude. 
For  me  were  levir  thou,  and  I,  and  he, 
Were  hongid  than  that  I  fhould  ben  his  baude. 
As  high  as  men  might  on  us  al  ife  : 
I  am  thine  eme  ;  the  fhame  were  unto  me  ' 

As  wel  as  the  if  that  I  fhould  affent 
Through  mine  abet  that  he  thine  honour  fhent. 

Now  undirftgnde,  for  I  you  nought  require 
To  binde  you  to  him  thorough  no  beheft 
Save  one,  that  ye  makin  him  bettir  chere 
Than  yehan  don  er  this  and  more  fefte. 
So  that  his  life  be  favid  at  the  lefte 
This  al  and  fome  is  plainly  our  entente  : 
God  helpe  me  fo  I  nevir  othir  mente. 

Lo  !  this  requeft  is  nought  but  fkil  iwis, 
Ne  doute  of  refon  parde  is  there  none  : 
I  fet  the  worft  that  ye  dredin  ;  this  is, 
Men  would  wondir  to  fene  him  come  and  gone  : 
Ther  ayenift  anfwere  I  thus  anone, 
That  every  wight,  but  he  be  fole  of  kiiyle, 
Wol  deme  it  love  of  frendfhip  in  his  minde. 

What !  who  wol  demin  though  he  fe  a  man 
To  temple  gon  that  he  th'  imagis  eteth  ? 
Thinke  eke  howe  wel  and  wifely  that  he  can 
Governe  himfelfe  that  he  nothing  foryeteth, 
That  wher  he  cometh  he  pris  and  thonk  him. 
And  eke  therto  he  (hal  come  here  fo  felde  [getetb  f 
What  force  were  it  though  gll  the  toun  behelde  ? 

Suche  love  of  frendes  reignitfa  in  al  this  toun  : 
And  wrie  you  in  that  mantil  evirrao  ; 
And  God  fo  wis  be  my  falvacioun 
As  I  have  faide  your  beft  is  to  do  fo. 
But,  gode  nece,  alway  for  tp  ftint  his  WQ 
So  let  your  daungir  fugrid  ben  alite. 
That  of  his  deth  ye  be  not  al  to  wite. 

Crefeide,  which  that  herde  him  in  this  wife, 
Thought  I  ftial  fele  what  he  menith  iwis. 
Now  eme,  (quod  fhe)  what  wouldin  ye  devife  J. 
What  is  youre  rede  that  I  fhould  don  of  this  ? 
That,  is  wel  faid,  quod  he  :  certaine  beft  is 
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That  y?  him  love  aien  for  his  loviiig. 
As  love  for  love  is  fkilful  guerdoning. 

Thinks  eke  how  eldp  w^ftith  every  hour 
In  eche  of  you  a. part  of  your  beaute, 
And  therfore  er  tb^it  age  doth  the  devour 
Go  love,  for  olde  there  woll  no  wight  love  the. 
Let  this  proverbe  a  bre'  uuto  yow  h^, 
To  late  iifiare,  qu,o4  Beaut^^  ivhsfn  it  j/qfl^:. 
And  elde  ydauatitlj  dqfxngir  at  tkf  l^fle- 

The  kiiig'is  fole  is  wpnt  t.o  crie  aloude. 
Whan  that  he  thinketh  a  wpman  bejreth  her  big, 
So  longe  mote  ye  iivin,  and  all  prpyde. 
Til  crow'is  fete  growin  imdir  yojur  cki  • 
And  fende  you  than  a  mirrour  in  to  prie 
la  which  that  ye  njay  fe  ypur  face  a  niprrowfi  : 
Nece,  I  bid  him  \yifliin  ypti  no  rojore  fprowe. 

With  this  he  ftinte,  and  caft  ^oune  the  hed, 
And  fhe  began  to  breft  and  wepe  anpne, 
.  And  faide,  Alas  for  wo  !  w.hy  n'ere  I  ded  ? 
For  of  this  world  the  faith  is  ah  agon  e  : 
Alas !  what  ftiuldin  jJraunge  unto  me  done 
When  he  that  for  njy  belie  frende  I  wende 
Redlth  me  love  who  fliulde  it  flip  defetide  ? 
'■    Alas !  I  would  have  truftid  doutiles 
That  if  that  i  through  mydiftvinture 
Had  lovid  eithir  him  or  Achilles^   , 
Kedor,  or  any  othir  manir  creture, 
Ye  n'old  have  had  no  n^ercy  ne  pj^fure 
On  me,  bat  al-^J^aie  had  me  in  repreye  : 
This  falfe  worldfe,  alas  !  who  »iay  it  leve  ? 

What  I  is  this  al  the  joy  and  al  tJae  feft  ? 
Is  this  your  rede  ?  is  this  my  blifsful  cas  ? 
Is  this  the  very  mede  of  your  behefl  ? 
Is  this  al  paintj4  piioceite  faid  (alas  !) 
Right  for  this  fine  ?  O  lady  mine  Pallas, 
Thou  in  this  dredefwl  cafe  for  me  purvey:. 
For  fo  afionied  am  I  that  I  dey. 

With  that  Ihe  gall  ful  forowfully  to-ifike  : 
Ah !  may  it  be  no  bet  ?  (Quod  Psmdaws) 
By  God  J  fljall  no  more  come  here  this  weke, 
^nd  God  to-forne,  tjiat  am  miftrviibid  thus ; 
1  fe  wel  now  ye  fettin  lite  of  us 
Or  of  our  deth,  alas !  I,  vtroful  wpetche, 
Might  he  yet  live  of  me  were  nought  to  retehco 

O  cruil  god  of  Deth,  difpitous  ]Vl,arte ! 
O  Furies  thre  of  hel !  on  you  I  crje, 
So  let  me  nef  out  of  this  houfe  dcparte 
Yf  that  I  ment  or  liarme  or  vilanie ; 
But  fithe  I  fe  n^y  lorde  mote  nedis  die. 
And  I  with  him,,  here  I  me  fhrive,^^!^  feyj 
That  wickidly  ye  done  us  bothe  to  dey. 

But  fithe  it  Ilkith  you  that  I  be  de4, 
By  Neptunus,  that  god  is  of  the  Se, 
Fro  this  forthe  fhal  I  nevir  etin  bred 
Til  that  I  mine  own  hert'is  blode  maie  fc. 
For  certaine  I  wol  die  as  fone  as  he  : 
And  ly)  Ifc  fterte,  and  on  his  way  he  raughtj 
Til  flie  againe  him  by  the  lappe  ycaught. 

Crefeide,  which  that  welnigh  flarfe  for  fere, 
So  as  fhe  was  aye.  the  moft  ferefull  wight  ' 

That  mightin  be,  and  herde  eke  with  her  ere, 
And  fawe  the  forowful  erneft,  of  the  knight, 
And  in  his  prayir  fawe  eke  nQ»  wnright, 
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And  for  the  h^rme  eke  that  might  fallin  njoife. 
She  gan  to  rewe,  and  dredde  her  wondir  fore  : 

And  thus  flae  thought ;  unhappis  fallln  thickc 
Al  day  for  lovq,.  and  in  fuche  Biijnir  caas 
As  men  beii  cruill  in  'hem  felfi;  and  wicke  ; 
And  if  this  man  fle  here  herofelfe,  alas! 
In  myprefence,  it  n'jl  be  no  folas  : 
What  men  would  of  it  deme  1  can  nat  fay  ; 
It  nedith  mq  full  Highly  for  to  play. 

And  with  a  forowful  fighe  (he  faida  thrie. 
Ah,  Lorde  !  me  is  betidde  a  fory  chaunce, 
]P\)r  mine  eftate  lieth  in  a  jeopardic. 
And  «ke  mine  eni'is  life  lieth  in  bajaunce; 
But  natheleffe  with  Godd'is  govirnaunce 
I  {hal  fo  dooe  mine  honour  Ihal  I  kepe. 
And  eke  his  life,  and  ftintin  for  to  wepe. 

Of  l^arvt'if  tivo  the  lejfc  is  fur  to  chcft  ; 
Yet  had  1  levir  makin  him  gode  chene 
In  honour  than  mine  em'islifeto  lefe; 
Ye  faine  ye  nothing  elHs  me  rcquere. 
No,  wi^,  (qupd  he)  mine  owae  nece  fo  dere  !   ' 
Now  wel,  (quod  (he)  and  I  wol  don  my  paine ; 
I  (hal  mine  hs^e  ayen  my-  tali  conftraine. , 

But  that  In'il  oat  hdldin  him  honde, 
Ne  love  a  man,  ttet  can  I  naiight  ne.  may,' 
Ayenft  my  wii,  but  elfis  w.oLI  foude, 
Mine  honqpr  fave,  plefe' bini:  fro  day  to  day ; 
Therto  n'plde  I  not  onishave  faide  nay 
But  that  I  dr4dde  as  in  my  fantafi£  ; 
But  C^  (avfi  (fnd  ale-.  Cfjjith  vniladie. 

|3ut  here  I  make  a  proteftacion 
That  in  this  prpceiTe  if  ye  depir  go 
That  certainly  for  no  -falvacion 
Of  you,  though  that  ye  ftervin  bothe  two. 
Though  al  the  werlde  on  o  day  be  my  fo, 
Ne  (hal  I  ner  on  him  have  othir  routhe. 
I  griawat  it  wei  (quod  Pandare)  by  my  trouthe. 

But  laaje  I  truftin  well  to  you  (quod  he) 
That  of  this  thing  that  ye  ban  bight  nae  here 
Ye  VypH  Jt  hpldin  truely  unto  me  ? 
Ye,  doubtijcis,  quod,  (he,  niyne  uncle  dere  ! 
Ne  that  i  fliajl  have  caufc  in  this  matejre 
(Quod  he)  tp  plain  or  aftir  you  to  pfeehe  ? 
Why  no,  parde  ;  what  nedith  more  fpeche  ? 

Tho  fellin  thei  in  othir  talis  glade. 
Till  at  the  la(i,  O  gode  erne  !   (quod  (he  tho) 
For  love  of  God,  whiclie  that  us  bothe  ymade. 
Tell  me  how  firft  ye  wiflin  of  his  wo  ; 
Wot  non  of  it  but  ye  ?  He  iayid  No. 
Can  he  well  fpeke  of  love,  (quofl  fhe)  I  preie  ? 
Tell  me,  for  I  the  bet  fhall  me  purveie. 

Tho  Pandarus  a  litil  gan  to  fiiiile. 
And  fayid.  By  my  trouth  I  feald  now-tell : 
This  othir  dale,  nat  gon  full  longe  while. 
Within  the  pajeis  gardin  by  a  well 
Gan  he  and  I  well  halfe  a  dale  to  dwell. 
Right  for  to  fpekin  of  an  ordinaunce 
How  we  the  Grekis  mightin  difavaunce  : 

Sone  after  that  begone  we  for  to  lepe 
And  caftiri  with  our  dartis  to  and  fro, 
Till  at  the  lafb  he  fayid  he  wouW  flepe, 
And  on  the  graffe  adoune  he  laied  him  tho ; 
And  I  aftir  gan  romin  to  and  fpo, 
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Till  that  I  herd,  as  I  ^alkid  alone, 
How  he  began  ful -wofuUy  to  grone. 

The  gan  I  ftalke  him  full  foftly  behinde, 
And  fikirly,  the  fothe  for  to  faine, 
As  I  can  clepe  ayen  now  to  niy  minde. 
Right  thus  to. Love  he  gan  him  for  to  plain  : 
He  fayid,  Lords,  have  roiith  upon  my  pain; 
All  have  I  ben  rebell  in  mine-  entent, 
!Now  fmea  culpa)  Lorde,  I  me  repent. 

O  ^od  !  that  at  thy  (lifpoficion 
Ijedifl  forth  the  fine  by  juft  purveiaunce 
Of  every  wight,  my  lowe  confeffion 
Accept  in  gre,  and  fende  me  Ibche  peHaitnce 
As  likith  the ;  put  from  me  difper&unce, 
That  male  my  ghofl:  departe  alwaie  fro  the  : 
Thou  be  my  (hilde  for  thy  benignite. 

For  certis,  Lorde,  fo  fore  hath  flie  me  wounded 
That  ftode  in  bkcke  with  loking  of  her  eyeft, 
That  to  mine  hert'is  botome  it  is  founded. 
Through  which  I  wot  that  I  mafi  nedis  dien  ; 
This  is  the  worft,  I  dare  me  nought  bewrien, 
And  W€ll  the  hotir  ben  the  gledis  rede 
That  metL  'hem  wrien  with  aihin  pale  and  ded. 

With  that  he.  fmote  his  hedde  adoune  anone^ 
And  gan  to  muttre  1  nat  what  truely. 
And  1  with  that  gan  fliil  awaie  to  gone, 
And^lete  thereof  as  nothing  wift  had  I, 
And  come  a^ain  anon  and  Itode  him  by, 
And  faied,  A^ake,  ye  flepin  all  to  long  ; 
It  femith  me  nought  that  Love  doth  you  wrong 

That  flepin  fo  that  no  man  maie  you  wake  ; 
Who  feie  evir  er  this  fo  dull  a  man  ? 
Ye,  frende,  (quod  he)  doe  ye  your  hedd'is  ake 
For  love,  and  let  me  livin  as  I  can  :  ,      , 

Eut  though  that  he  for  wo  was  pale  and  wan 
Yet  made  he  tho  as  frefhe  a  countenaunce 
As  though  he  ftiould  have  led  the  newe  dautKe, 

This  paflid  forth  till  now  this  othir  dale 
It  fell  that  I  come  roming  all  alone 
Into  his  chambre,  and  founde'  how  that  he'  lale 
Upon  his  bedde ;  but  man  fo  fore  grone 
Ne  herd  I  nevir  ;  and  what  was  his  mone 
Ne  wift  I  nought,  for  as  I  was  comming 
All  fodainly  he  left  his  complaining. 

Of  whiche  1  toke  fomewhat  fufpedtion, 
And  nere  I  come,  and  founde  him  wcp^  fore ; 
And  God  fo  wii^lbe  my  falvacion 
As  I  had  nevir  routhe  of  nothing  more. 
For  neithir  with  engine  ne  with  no  lore 
Unnethis  might  \  fro  the  deth  him  kepe. 
That  yet  fele  I  mine  herte  for  him  wepc. 

And  God  wot  nevir  fith  that  I  was  borne 
Was  I  fo  bufie  no  man  for  to  preche, 
Ne  nevir  was  to  wight  fo  depe  yfworne," 
Er  he  me  told  who  might  yben  his  leche  ; 
But  not  to  you  reherfin  al  his  fpeche. 
Or  all  his  wofull  vyordis  for  to  fowne, 
■JNe  bid  me  nought,  but  ye  well  fe  me  fwone  ; 

But  for  to  fave  his  life,  and  ellis  nought. 
And  to  nou  harm  of  you,  thus  am  1  driven  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  that  us  hath  wrought 
Soche  chere  him  doth  that  he  and  I  maie  liven. 
Now  Iiave  I  plat  to  you  oiiue  berte  ylhj-iven, 
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And  fith  ye  vfoie  that  mine  entent  is  dene 
Take  hede  thereof,  for  none  evill  1  mene. 

And  right  gode  thrift  I  pray  to  God  have  yS 
That  han  foche  one  icaughtwithoutin  net; 
And  be  ye  wife,  as  ye  be  faire  to  fe  ; 
Well  in  the  ring  than  is  the  ruble  fet : 
There  werin  nevir  two  fo  well  imet 
Whan  ye  ben  his  a]l  whole  as  he  is  your  : 
The  mighty  God  us  grant  to  fp  that  hour? 

Naie, .  thereof  fpake  I  nat,     A  ha!  (quod  Ihe/ 
As.helpe  me  God  ye  fhendin  every  dele, 
A,  mercie,  dere  nece !  anon  (quod  he) 
What  fo  I  fpake  I  ment  it  nought  but  wele, 
By  Mars  the  god  that  helmid  is  of  ftele  : 
Now  beth  not  wroth,  my  blode,  my  nece  dere  t 
Now  well  (quod  fhe)  foryevin  be  it  here. 

With  this  he  toke  his  leve,  and  home  he  went  i 
Ye,  Lorde,  how  he  was  glad  and  well  bigon ! 
Crefeide  arofe,  no  lengir  fhe  rie  ftent. 
But  ftreight  into  her  clofet  went  anon. 
And  fet  her  doune  as  ftill  as  any  flone. 
And  every  worde  gan  up  and  doune  to  winde 
That  he  had  faied  as  it  came  her  to  minde. 

And  woxe  fomedele  aftonied  in  her  thought 
Right  for  the  newe  cafe  ;  but  whan  that  fhe 
Was  full  avifid,  tho  found  fhe  right  nought 
Of  perill  why  that  fhe  oughte  afsrde  be. 
For  man  maie  loVeof  poffibilite 
A  woman  fo  that  his  herte  maie  to  breft 
And  fhe  nat  love  ayen  but  if  her  left. 

But  as  file  fat  alone  and  thoughte  thus, 
In  field  arofe  a  fkirmilh  all  without, 
And  men  cried  in  the  ftrete,  Se  !  Troilus 
Hath  right  liow  put  to  flight  the  Grekis  rout  ; 
With  that  gonne  all  her  meine  i6r  to  ihout 
A  !  go  we  fe;  caft-up  the  gatis  wide. 
For  through  this  ftrete  he  mote  to  paleis  ride, 

For  othir  waie  is  fro  the  yatis  none 
Of  Dardantis,  there  opin  is  the  cheine  : 
With  that  come  he  and  all  his  folke  anonfe 
And  efie  pace  riding  in  routis  tweine. 
Right  as  his  happie  dale  was  (fothe  to  feine) 
For  whiche  men  faith  maie  not  diftourbid  be 
That  Ihal  betidin  of  neceffite. 

This  Tr6ilus  fat  on  his  bale  ftede 
All  armid  fave  his  hedde  full  richily. 
And  woundid  was  his  horfe,  and  gan  to  bledc^ 
Ou  whiche  ht  rode  a  pace  full  foftily ; 
But  foche  a  knightly  fight,  lo  !  truily 
As  was  on  hiha  was  nat  withoutin  faile 
To  loke  on  Mars,  that  god  is  of  Battaile. 

So  like  a  man  oF  armis  and  a  knight 
He  was  to  fene,  fulfilled  of  high  proweffe, 
For  bothe  he  had  a  bodie  and  a  might 
To  doen  that  thing  as  well  as  hardinefle. 
And  eke  to  fene  him  in  his  gere  dreffe. 
So  frefhe,  fo  yong,  fo  weldy,  femid  he,« 
It  was  an  hevin  on  him  for  to  fe  ^ 

His  helme  to  hewin  was  in  twentie  places,  - 
That  by  a  tiffue  hong  his  backe  behinde. 
His  flielde  to  daftved  with  fwerdis  and  with  maces, 
In  whiche  men  might  many  an  arowe  finde 
That  thirhd  Jiad  both  horne,  and  nerfe,  and  rii^dei 
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And  aie  tli6  peple  cried,  Here  conieth  our  jole, 
And  next  his  brotliir  holdir  up  of  Troie  ! 

For  which  he  wext  a  little  redde  for  fhame 
When  he  fo  herd  the  peple  on  him  crien, 
That  to  beholde  it  was  a  noble  game 
Now  fobirliche  ne  caft  adoune  his  eyen. 
Crefeide  anon  gan  all  his  chere  efpien, 
And  let  it  in  her  herte  fo  foftly  fmke 
That  to  her  felf  flie  fayed,  Ho  !  give  me  drinkel 

For  of  her  owne  thought  ihe  woxe  al  redde, 
Remembring  her  right  thus,  lo  !  this  is  he 
Whiche  that  mine  uncle  fwereth  he  mote  be  dedde 
But  I  on  him  have  mercie  and  pite  : 
And  with  that  like  thought  for  pure  fhame  flie 
Gan  in  her  hedde  to  pull,  and  that  as  fafli, 
While  he  and  all  the  peple  forth  by  paft  : 

And  gan  to  cafl  and  rollin  up  and  doun 
Within  her  thought  his  excellent  prbweffe^ 
And  his  eftate,  and  alfo  his  renOun, 
His  witte,  his  fliape,  and  eke  liis  gentilnefie  J 
But  mofte  her  favour  was,  for  his  diftreffe 
Was  all  for  her,  and  thought  it  were  a  routh 
To  fiaen  foche  one,  if  that  he  ments  trouth. 

Now  might  fome  envious  wight  janglin  thus, 
This  was  a  fodain  love ;  how  might  it  Tie 
That  flie  fo  lightly  lovid  Troilus, 
Right  at  the  firft  fight  of  him  ?  Yea,  parde. 
Now  whofo  faied  fo  mote  he  nevir  the. 
For  every  thing  a  ginning  hath  it  nede 
Er  all  be  wrought  withontin  any  drede. 

For  I  faie  nat  that  fhe  fo  fodenly 
Yafe  him  her  love,  but  that  flie  gan  encline 
To  liken'  him  tho,  and  I  have  told  you  why  J 
And  aftir  that  his  manhode  and  his  pine 
Made  love  within  her  herte  for  to  mine. 
For  whiche  by  proceffe  and  by  gode  fervice 
He  wanne  her  love,  and  in  no  fodain  wife^ 

And  alfo  blisful  Venus  wele  arayed 
Satte  in  her  fevinth  houfe  of  hevin  tho 
Difpofid  wele,  and  with  afpeftis  payed, 
To  helpin  fely  Troylus  of  his  wo ; 
And,  fothe  to  fayne,  fhe  n'as  nat  all  a  foe 
To  Troylus  in  hys  natyvyte, 
God  wote  that  wele  the  fonir  fpedin  he. 

Now  let  us  flinte  of  Troilus  a  throwc, 
That  ridith  forth,  and  let  us  tonrne  faft 
Unto  Crefeide,  that  heng  her  hedde  full  lowe 
There  as  fhe  fatte  alone,  and  gan  to  caft 
Wheron  Ihe  would  apoinift  her  at  the  laft, 
If  it  fo  were  her  erne  ne  would  yceffe 
For  Troilus  upon  her  for  to  preffe. 
And,  Lorde !  fo  (he  gan  in  her  thought  argue 
,  In  this  matter  of  whiche  T  have  you  told, 
Ai^d  what  to  doen  beft  were,  and  what  efchue, 
That  platid  flie  ful  oft  in  many  fold ; 
Now  was  her  herte  warme,  now  was  it  cold  ; 
And  what  fhe  thought  of  fomwhat  fhal  1  write 
As  mine  au<5thour  liflith  to  me  t'  endite. 

She  thought  wele  firft  that  Troilus  perfon 
She  knewe  by  fight,  and  eke  his  gentilnefie, 
And  thus  fhe  faid,  All  were  it  nought  to  doen 
To  graunt  him  love,  yet  for  his  worthineffe 
It  wer  honor  with  plaie  and  with,  gladneffe 
Vol.  I, 


CRESEIDil 


^U 


In  honefle  with  fuch  a  lorde  to  dele 
Fpr  mine'eflat^and  alfo  for  his  hele. 

Eke  well  wote  I  my  king's  fonne  is  he. 
And  fith  he  hath  to  fe  ine  foche  delite. 
If  I  would  mtCrliche  his  fight  yflie, 
Par'aventure  he  might  have  me  in  difpite. 
Thorough  whiche  I  might  ftondin  ih  worfe  plite  J 
Now  were  I  not  Wife  me  hate  to  purchace, 
Withoutin  nede,  there  I  miie  ftand  in  grace. 

In  every  thing  I  wot  therfe  lieth  mefurc  j 
For  though  a  man  forbidith  dronkinefTe, 
He  nought  forbiddith  that  every  creture 
Be  drinkilefl"e  for  alwaie,  as  I  gefTe  • 
Eke  fithe  I  wot  for  me  is  his  diftrefle 
I  ne  ought  not  for  that  thing  him  difpife, 
Sith  it  is  fo  he  menith  in  gode  wife. 

And  eke  I  knowe  of  longe  time  agone 
His  thewis  gode,  and  that  he  n'is  not  nice. 
No  vauntour  faine  men  certain  he  is  none, 
To  wife  is  he  to  doen  fo  grete  a  vice, 
Ne  als  I  n'ill  him  nevir  fo  cherice 
That  he  (hall  make  a  vaunt  by  jufte  caufe; 
He  fhall  me  nevir  binde  in  foche  a  claufe. 

Now  fet  a  cafe,  the  hardift  is  iwis. 
Men  mightin  demin  that  he  lovith  me  ; 
What  difhonour  were  it  unto  me  this  ? 
Male  I  him  let  of  that  ?  why  naie,  parde  i 
I  knowe  alfo,  and  alwaie  here  and  fd, 
Men  lovin  women  al  tliis  toune  about ; 
Be  thei  the  wers  ?  vfhy  naie,  withoutin  doub^J', 

I  thinke  eke  how  he  worth/  is  to  have 
Of  all  this  noble  toune  the  thriftyift 
That  woman  is,  if  fhe  her  honour  fave, 
For  out  and  out  he  is  the  worthyift 
Save  only  Hedlor,  whiche  that  is  the  beft ; 
And  yet  his  life  lieth  all  now  in  my  cure  : 
But  foche  is  love,  and  eke  mine  avinture. 

Ne  me  to  love  a  wondir  is  it  nought, 
For  w  ell  vrote  I  my  felf,  fo  God  me  fpede. 
All  woll  I  that  no  man  wift  of  this  thoughtj 
I  am  one  of  the  fairift  out  of  drede, 
And  gOdelyift,  who  fo  that  takith  hede. 
And  fo  men  faine,  ifi  all  the  toune  of  Troie  5, 
What  wondir  is  though  he  of  me  have  joie  ? 

I  am  mine  own8  woman,  Well  at  efe, 
I  thanke  it  God,  as  aftir  hiine  eftate. 
Right  yong,  and  ftond  untied  in  luftie  lefe, 
Withoutin  jeloufie,  and  foche  debate  ; 
Shall  no  hufbonde  faine  unto  me  Check©  matCj 
For  either  thei  ben  full  of  jeloufie, 
Or  maiftirfull,  or  lovin  novelrie.. 

What  ftiall  I  doen  ?  to  what  fine  live  I  thus  ? 
Shall  I  not  love  in  cafe  if  that  me  left  ? 
What  ?  pardieux  I  am  not  religious  ; 
And  though  that  I  mine  herti  fet  at  left 
Upon  this  knight,  that  is  the  worthieft. 
And  kepc  ahvaie  mine  honor  and  my  name. 
By  all  right  it  male  doe  to  me  jio  fliame. 

But  riglit  as  whan  the  funne  fhinith  brighft 
In  Mar«h,  that  chaungith  oftintimc  his  face, 
And  that  a  cloud  is  put  with  winde  to  flight 
Whiche  ovirfprat  the  funne  as  for  a  fpace, 
A  cloudy  thought  gan  through  her  io^U  pace 
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That  ovirfpradde  her  brighte  thoughtis  all, 

So  that  for  fere  a  mofte  flie  gan  to  fall. 

That  thought  was  this  ;  Alas !  fith  I  am  fre 

Should  I  now  love  and  put  in  jeopardie 

My  fikirneffe,  and  thraUin  liberie  I 

Alas !  how  diirft  I  thinkin  that  folie  ? 

Maie  I  not  well  in  othir  folke  afpie 

Ther  dredfull  joie,  ther  conilreint  and  ther  pain  ? 

Ther  lovith  non  that  ne  hath  why  to  plain  I 
For  love  is  yet  the  mofte  ftormie  life 

Right  of  himfelf  that  evir  was  begonne. 

For  ever  fome  miftruft  or  fome  nice  ftrife 

There  is  in  love,  feme  cloud  ovir  the  funne; 

Thereto  we  wretchid  women  nothing  conne 

AVhan  us  is  wo  but  wepe,  and  lit,  and  thinke  : 

Our  wretche  is  this,  our  owne  wo  to  drinke. 
Alfo  thefe  wickid  tonguis  ben  fo  preft 

To  fpeke  us  harme,  eke  men  ben  fo  untrue, 

That  right  anon  as  ceffid  is  ther  left 

So  ceffith  love,  and  forth  to  love  anewe  i 

But  Harme  adoe  is  doen,  ivhofo  it  rut ; 

For  though  thefe  men  for  love  'hem  firft  to  rende, 

Fulljlarp  beginning  brekith  efte  at  ende. 
How  oftin  time  hath  it  yknowin  ben 

The  trefon  that  to  women  hath  be  doe  ! 

To  what  fine  is  foche  love  I  can  not  fene,:! 

Or  where  becomith  it  whan  it  is  go 

There  is  no  wight  that  wote  I  trowe  fo ; 

Wher  it  becometh  lo  no  wight  on  it  fporneth  ;■ 

That  erft  was  nothing  into  nothing  turneth. 
How  bufie  (if  1  love)  eke  muft  I  be 

To  plefin  'hem  that  jangle'  of  love  and  deme, 

And  coyen  'hem  that  the!  faie  no  harm  of  me  ! 
For  though  there  be  no  caufe  yet  'hem  may  feme 
Al  be  for  harme  that  folke  ther  frendis  queme ; 
y\nd  who  maie  ftoppin  every  wickid  tong 
Or  foune  of  bellis  while  that  thei  ben  rong  ? 

'And  after  that  her  thought  gan.,for  to  clere. 
And  faied,  He  ivhiche  that  nothing  undirtaketh 
Nothing  achevith,  be  him  loth  ordsrc  ; 
And  with  an  othir  thought  her  hert  yquaketh  ; 
Than  flepith  hope,  and  aftir  drede  awaketh ; 
Now  bote  now  cold  :  but  thus  betwixin  twey 
She  rift  her  up  and  went  her  for  to  pley. 

Adoune  the  ftaire  anon  right  tho  ihe  went 
Into  her  gardine,  with  her  necis  thre, 
And  up  and  doun  thei  madin  many'  a  went 
Flexippe'  and  Ihe,  Tarbe'  and  Antigone,^ 
To  playin,that  it  joie  was  to  fe, 
And  othir  of  her  women  a  grete  rout 
Her  folowed  in  the  gardine  all  about. 

This  yerde  was  large,  and  railed  al  the  aleyes, 
And  fhadowed  wel  with  blos'omy  bowis  grene. 
And  benchid  newe,  and  fondid  all  the  weyes. 
In  whiche  ftie  walkith  arme  in  arme  betwene. 
Till  at  the  laft  Antigone  the  fliene 
Gan  on  a  Trojan  fong  to  fmgin  clere, 
Thatit  an  hevin  was  her  voice  to  here. 

She  faied,  O  Love  !  to  whom  I  have  and  fhal 
Ben  humble  fubjeil,  true  in  mine  entent, 
As  Ibeft  can  to  you,  Lorde,  yeve  I  all 
For  evirmore  mine  hert'is  love  to  rent, 
For  nevir  yet  thy  grace  to  no  wight  lent       ; 
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So  blifsfuU  caufe  as  me,  my  life  to  lede 
In  alle  joie  and  furetie  out  of  drede. 

The  bhfsful  God  hath  me  fo  well  befet 
In  love  iwis,  that  all  that  berith  life 
Imaginin  ne  could  how  to  be  bet ;     _ 
For,  Lorde,  withoutin  jeloufie  or  ftrife 
I  love  one  whiche  that  mofte  is  ententife 
To  fervin  well,  unwerily'  or  unfained, 
That  evir  was,  and  left  with  harme  diftained,. 

As  he  that  is  the  well  of  worthinefle, 
Of  trouth  the  ground,  mirrour  of  godelihedde. 
Of,  wit  Apollo,  ftone  of  fikirnefle. 
Of  virtue  rote,  of  lufte  findir  and  hedde, 
Thorough  whiche  is  all  forowe  fro  me  dedde  : 
Iwis  I  love  him  beft,  fo  doeth  he  me  ; 
Now  gode  thrift  have  he  where  fo  er  he  be ; 

Whom  ftiould  I  thankin  but  you,  god  of  Love,, 
Of  all  this  blifie  in  whiche  to  bathe  I  ginne  ? 
And  thankid  be  ye,  Lorde,  for  that  I  love  : 
This,  is  the  righte  life  that  I  am  iniie. 
To  flemin  all  manir  of  vice  and  finne  ; 
This  doeth  me  fo  to  vertue  for  to'  entende 
That  daie  by  dale  I  in  my  will  amende. 

And  who  that  faieth  that  for  to  love  is  vice 
Or  thraldome,  though  he  fele  in  it  diftreffe. 
He  either  is  envious  or  right  nice. 
Or  is  unmightie  for  his  Ihreudeneffe 
To  lovin;   for  foche  manir  folke  I  gelTe 
Diffamin  Love  as  nothing  of  him  knowe  ; 
They  fpeke  of  Love,  but  nevir  bent  his  bowe. 

What  is  the  funne  worfe  of  his  kinde  right 
Though  that  a  man  for  febleffe  of  his  eyen 
Maie  not  endure  on  it  to  fe  for  bright  ? 
Or  love  the  worfe  that  wretchison  it  crien  ? 
No  wele  is  worth  that  maie  no  forowe  drienj 
And  forthy,  Who  that  hath  an  hedde  of  n/erre 
Fro  cajl  of  jionis  luare  him  in  the  inerr^. 

But  I  with  al  mine  herte  and  all  my  might, 
As  I  have  faied,  woll  love  unto  my  laft 
My  owne  dere  herte,  and  all  mine  owne  knlghfr,. 
In  whiche  mine  herte  ygrowin  is  fo  faft,. 
And  his  in  me,  that  it  ftiall  evir  laft  i 
All  did  I  dred  at  firft  to  love  begin 
Now  wote  I  well  there  is  no  pain  therein. 

And  of  her  fong  right  with  that  worde  ftie  ftent. 
And  therewithall,  Now  nece  (quod  Crefeide) 
Who  made  this  fong  now  with  fo  gode  entent  i 
Antigone  anfwerde  anon,  and  faide, 
Madame,  iwis  it  was  the  godelyift  maide. 
Of  grete  eftate,  in  all  the  toune  of  Troie,, 
Who  led  her  life  in  mofte  honour  and  joie. 

Forfothe  fo  it  yfemith  by  her  fong. 
Quod  tluj  Crefeide,^ and  gan  therwith  to  fike^ 
And  fayid,  Lorde  !  is  there  foche  bliffe  emong. 
I'hefe  lovirs,  as  thei  can  fo  faire  endite  \ 
Ye,  wifie,  quod  freftie  Antigone  the  white, 
Fpr  all  the  folke  that  have  or  ben  on  live 
Ne  couldin  well  the  bliffe  of  love  difcrive. 

But  wenin  ye  that  every  wretche  wote 
The  parfite  bliffe  of  love  ?  why  naie,  iwis; 
Thei  wenin  all  be  love  if  one  be  bote  ; 
Do'  waie,  do'  waie  !  thei  wote  nothing  of  this.:. 
Men  mote  afkin  of  faindis  if  it  is 
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Ought  fairc  in  hevcn?  and  why?  for  thci  can  tell ; 
And  aikin  fendes  if  it.  be  foule  in  hell  ? 

Crefeide  unto  the  purpofe  nought  anfvverde, 
But  faied,  Ivvis  it  woll  be  night  as  fade  ; 
But  every  worde  whiche  that  fhe  of  her  herdc 
She  ganto  printin  in.  her  herte  fafte, 
And  aie  gan  love  her  lafie  for  to  agafte 
Than'  it  did  erft,  and  llnkin  in  her  herte, 
That  Ihe  wax  fomvvhat  able  to  converte. 

The  day'is  honour  and  the  heven'is  eye, 
The  night'is  foe,  all  this  clepe  I  the  fonne, 
Gan  weltrin  faft,  and  dounward  for  to  wrie. 
As  he  that  had  his  day'is  courfe  tronne, 
And  white  thingiswoxin  all  dinime  and  donne 
For  lacke  of  light,  and  fterris  for  to  apere, 
That  fhe  and  all  her  folke  in  went  ifere. 

So  whan  it  likid  her  to  gon  to  refte, 
And  voidid  wcrin  thei  that  voidin  ought. 
She  fayid,  that  to  flepin  well  her  lefte  ; 
Her  women  fone  unto  her  bedde  her  broug;ht  : 
Whan  al  was  hufh't,than  laie  fhe  ftil  and  thought 
bfall  this  thing  the  manir  arid  the  wile  ; 
Reherce  it  nedith  not,  for  ye  ben  wife. 

A  nightingale  upon  a  cedre  grene 
tJndir  the  chambir  wall  there  as  fhe  laie 
Full  loude  yfong  ayen  the  mons  fliene, 
Par'aventure  in  his  bird'is  wife  a  laie 
Of  love,  that  made  her  herte  frelhe  and  gaie  ; 
That  herkenid  fhe  fo  long  in  godfe  entent 
Till  at  the  lail:  the  dedde  flepe  her  hent. 

And  as  fne  llept  anon  right  tho  her  met 
How  that  an  egle,  fcthered  white  as  bone, 
tJndir  her  brefl  his  longe  clawis  fet, 
And  out  her  hette  he  rent,  and  that  anon. 
And  did  his  herte  into  her  brelt  to  gon, 
Of  which  fhe  nought  agrofe  ne  nothing  fmert, 
And  forthe  he  flyith  v/ith  herte  left  for  hert. 

Now  let  her  flepe,  and  we  our  talis  holde 
Of  Troilus,  that  is  to  paleis  ridden 
F'ro  the  fcarmifhe  of  the  whiche  I  have  tolde. 
And  in  his  chambir  fate  and  hath  abidden 
Til  two  or  thre  of  his  meffangirs  yeden 
For  P^darus,  and  foughtin  him  full  fall 
Til  thei  him  found,  and  brought  him  at  the  laft. 

This  Pandarus  came  leping  in  at  ones. 
And  fayid  thus,  Who  hath  ben  well  ibete 
To  dale  with  fwerdis  and  with  flonge  ftones 
But  Troilus,  that  hath  caught  him  an  hete  ? 
And  gan  to  jape,,  and  faied,  Lorde  how  ye  fwete  ! 
But  rife  and  let  us  foupe  and  go  to  refle  : 
And  he  anfwerde  him,  Doe  we  as  the  lefle. 

With  all  the  haft  godely  as  thei  might 
Thei  fped  'hem  fro  the  foupir  and  to  bedde, 
And  every  wight  out  at  the  dore  him  dight, 
And  wher'  hifn  lift  upon  his  waie  be  fped. 
But  Troilus  thought  that  his  herte  bledde 
For  vi^o  til  that  he  herde  feme  tiding. 
And  fayid,  Frende,  fhall  I  now  wepe  or  fing  ? 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Be  ftill  and  let  me  flepe. 
And  doe'  on  thy  hode,  thine  nedis  fpedde  ybe, 
And  chefe  if  thou  wok  fing,  or  daunce,  or  lepe  : 
At  fhort  wordis,  thou  fhalt  trowe  all  by  me, 
For,  Sir,  my  Hece  woll  doin  well  by  the, 


And  love  the  beft,  by  God  and  by  my  trothe, 
But  lacke  of  purfute  marre  it  in  thy  flothe. 

For  thus  ferforth  I  have  thy  werke  begon 
Fro  dale  to  dale,  till  this  dale  by  the  morowe 
Her  love  of  frendihip  have  I  to  tlie  won. 
And  therto  hath  fhe  laid  her  faith  to  borow; 
Algate  o  fete  is  hameled  of  thy  forowe  : 
What  Ihould  I  Icngir  fermon  of  it  holde  ? 
As  ye  have  herd  before  all  he  him  tolde.. 

But  right  as  flouris  through  the  cold  of  night 
Iclofid  ftoupin  in  ther  ftalkis  lowe, 
Redrefhn  'hem  ayen  the  funne  bright, 
And  fpredin  in  ther  kinde  courfe  by  rowe. 
Right  fo  gan  tho  his  eyin  up  to  throwe 
This  Troilus,  and  faied,  O  Venus  dere  ! 
Thy  might,  thy  grace,  iheried  be  it  here. 

And  to  Pandare  he  held  up  both  his  hondes, 
And  fayid,  Lorde,  all  thine  be  that  I  have. 
For  I  am  whole,  and  broftin  ben  my  bondes  : 
A  thoufande  Troyis  who  fo  that  me  yave 
Eche  aftir  othir,  God  fo  wis  me  fave, 
Ne  might  not  me  fo  gladin  :  lo  !  mine  hert 
It  fpredith  fo  for  joie  it  woll  to  fLerte. 
.    But,  Lorde,  how  fhall  I  doen  ?  how  fhall  I  liven  ? 
Whan  fhall  I  next  my  own  dere  herte  yfe  ? 
How  fhall  this  longe  time  awaie  be  driven 
Til  that  thou  be  ayen  at  her  fro  me  ? 
Thou  maieft  anfwere.  Abide,  abide;   but  Ht 
That  hangith  by  the  ncche,  the  fothe  to  faine. 
In  frrete  d'lfefe  ahuUth  for  the  painc. 

All  eiily  now,  for  the  love  of  Marte, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  for  everything  hath  time. 
So  long  abide  till  that  the  night  departe. 
For  all  fo  fikir  as  thou  lieft  here  by'  nie. 
And  God  toforne,  I  woll  be  there  at  prime. 
And  for  thy  werke  fomwhat  as  I  fhall  faie, 
Or  on  fome  othir  wight  this  charge  laie. 

For  parde  God  wot  I  have  evir  yet 
Ben  redy  the  to  ferve,  and  to  this  night 
Have  I  not  fainid,  but  cmforthe  my  wit 
Doen  all  thy  luft,  and  fhal  with  al  my  might; 
Doe  now  as  I  fhall  faine,  and  fare  aright ; 
And  if  thou  n'ilte,  wite  all  thy  felfe  the  care  ; 
On  me  is  nought  along  thine  evill  fare. 

I  wote  well  that  thou  wifir  art  than  I 
A  thoufande  folde  ;  but  if  I  were  as  thou, 
God  helpe  me  fo,  as  I  would  uttirly 
Right  of  mine  owne  honde  write  to  her  now 
A  lettir,  in  whiche  I  would  telle  her  how 
I  fr.rde  amiffc,  and  her  befeche  of  routh  : 
Now  helpe  thy  felf,  and  leve  it  for  no  flouth. 

And  I  my  felf  fhall  therwith  to  her  gon. 
And  whan  thou  woft  that  I  am  with  her  there 
Worths  thou  up  on  a  courfir  right  anon. 
Ye  hardily,  and  that  in  thy  beft  gere. 
And  ride  forth  by  the  place  as  naught  ne  were, 
And  thou  fhalt  finde  us  (if  I  male)  fitting 
At  fome  windows  into  the  ll;rcte  loking. 

And  if  the  lift  than  maieft  thou  us  Talue, 
And  upon  me  make  thou  thy  countenaunce, 
But  by  thy  life  beware,  and  faft  efchue 
To  tarien  pught ;  God  lliild  us  fro  mifchannce  \ 
Ride  forth  thy  waie  and  hold  thy  govirnauuce  j 
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And.  we  ffiall  fpelce  of  the  fomwhat  T  trow, 
Whan  thou  art  gon,  to  doe  thine  eris  glow. 

Touching  thy  lettir,  thou  art  wife  inough ; 
I  wot  thou  n'iltc  it  deigneliche  endite 
As  make  it  with  thefe  argumentis  toughjr 
Ne  fjriven-like,  or  rraftily  it  write ; 
Beblotte  it  with  thy  terjs-eke  ahte, 
And  if  thou  write  a  godely  worde  all-  fofty 
Though  it  be  gode  rehercc  it  not  to  oft : 

lor  though  thatfthe  befl  harpour  upon  live 
Would  on  the  befte  founidjally  harpe 
That  evir  was  with  all  his  fingirs  five 
Touche  aie  <^  ftring",  c»r  aie  o  warble  harper- 
Were  his  naillis  fKjindtid  nevir  fo  fBarpCj 
It  fliulde  niakin  every  wight  to  dull 
To  here  his  gle  and  of  his  ftrokis  full. 

He  jombre  no  difcordaunt  thing  ifere,. 
As  thuSj  to  ufin  termis  of  phifike  ; 
In  lc*v'is  termis  holde  of  thy  matere 
The  forme  alwaie,  and  doe  that  it  be  like  j 
For  if  a  paintir  would  ypainte  a  pike 
With  ^'is  fete,  and  heddid  as  an  ape. 
It  cordith  not,  fo  were  it  but  a  jape. 

This  ccunfaile  lihid  well  to  Iroilus,,. 
But  as  a  dredfull  lovir  he  faied  this;. 
Alas !   my  dere  brothir  Pandarus  1 
I  am  alhamid'-for  to  write  iwis, 
Left  of  mine  ignorance  I  faied  amisj;  ■ 
Gr  that  fhe  n'olde  it  for  difpite  receve;- 
Than  wer  I  ded,  tiiere  might  it  nothing  weve. 

To  that  Pandare  aufwerid,  If  the  left 
Doe  that'I  faie,  and  let  me  therewith  gon, 
For,  by  that  Lorde  that  foimid  eft  and  weft, 
I  hope  of  it  to  bring  anfwepe  aflen 
Right  of  her  hond,.  and  if  that  thou  n'ilte  non 
Let  bsy  and  forie  mote  he  ben  his  live 
Ayenft  thy  luft  that  helpith  the  to  thrive. 

(Quod  Troilus)  Depardieuis;  I  affent;- 
Sithe  that  the  lifte  I  woll  arife  and  write,. 
And  blifsfuU  God  praie  I-with  gpde  eiitent 
Tbe  viage  and  lettir  I  fhall.  endite 
So  fpede  it,,  and  thou  Minerva  the  White 
Yeve  thou  me  wkte  my  Icttij  to  devife; 
And  fet  him  doan,  and  wrote  right  in  this^  wife. 

Firft  he  gan  her  his  right  ladie  tsocall. 
His  hert'is  lifs,  his  luft,  hie  fortowe's  leche. 
His  blifle,  and'eche  thefe  othir  termis  all 
Thaf  in  foche  cafe  ye  lavirsalle  feche, 
And  in  f«ll  Irambie  wife,  as  in  his  fpeehe. 
He  gan  him  recommaunde  unto  her  grace  ; 
To  tell  all  how  it  aflcith  mokill  fpace; 

And  aftir  this- full  lowly  he  her  praied 
To*be  nought  wrothe  though  he  of  hisfolie 
So  bardie,  was  to  her  to  write,  and  faied 
That  love  it  made,  or  ellis  muft  he  die, 
An^pitoully  gan  mercie  for  to  crie  ; 
And  aftir  that  he  faied  (and  litd  full  loude) 
Mimfelf  was  little  worthe,  and  lall'e  he  coud. 

And  that  flie  would  have  his  conning  ex-cufcd, 
That  Util  was  ;  and  eke  he  dradde  h-ar  Ibj. 
And  his  unwonhineffe  aie  he  accufed-j: 
And  aftir  that  than  gan  he  tel  his  wo  ; 
lut  that  was  endekffe  withouxin  ho  ;.- 
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And  faid,  he  would  in  troutH  alway  him  holde, 

And  redde  it  ovre',  and  gan  the  iettre  folde  ; 

And  with  his  falte  teris  gan  he  bathe 
The  ruby  in  his  fignet,  and  it  fette 
Upon  the  wexe  delivirliche  and  rathe^ 
Therwith  a  thoufande  timis  er  he  lette 
He  kifte  the  Iettre  whan  he  had  it  ftiette^ 
And  faide,  I^ettre,,  a  blisful  deftlne 
The  ftiapin  is  j  my  fady  flial  the  fe  ! 

This  Pandare  toke  the  Iettre,  and  betlme 
A  morowe  to  his  nec'is  paleia  fterte. 
And  faft  he  fwore  that  it  was  paflid  prime,; 
And  gan  to  jap'j,  and  feide,,  fwis  mine  herte 
Sofreihs  it  is  (although  it  fore  fmerte) 
1  maie  nat  flepe  nevir  a  Ma^y'is  morowe^ 
I  have  ajoly  wo,  a-  lufty  fosowe. 

Crefeide,  whan  that  ftie  her  uncle  herdcy 
With  dredeful  herte,  and  defirous  to  here 
The  caufe  of  his  eomming,  right  thus  anfwerde  j 
Now  by  your  faith,  mine  uncle  (quod  fhe)  dere! 
What  marrir  v/indis  giditrh  you  now  here  ? 
Tell  us  your  joly  wo  and  your  penaunce  ; 
How  ferforth  be  jc  put  in  lov'is  daunce  .' 

By  God  (quod  he)  I  hop  alwaie  behinde. 
And  llieto  laugh  as  though  her  herte  to  breftc. 
(Quod  Pandarus)  Loke  alwaie  that  ye  finde 
Game  in  mine  hode,  but  herkencth  if  you  left  j 
Ther  is  right  now  come  to  the  toune  a  geft,, 
A  Greke  efpie,  and  tellith  newe  thinges. 
For  whiche  I  come  to  teH  you  newe  tidinges. 

Into  the  gardin  go  we',  and  ye  flial  here 
Al  privily  of  this  a  long  fernioim. 
With  that  thei  wentin  ar-nie  in  arme  ifere 
Into  the  gardin  fro  the  chambre  doun  ;: 
And  what  that  he  fo  ferre  was  that  the  foun 
Of  that  which  he  fpake  no  man  herin  might 
He  faid  her  thus,  and  out  the  lettir  plight : 

Lo  !  he  that  is  al  wholly  your'is  fre 
Him  recommaundith  lowly  to  your  grace^ 
And  fent  to  you  this  letter  here  by  mc  j 
Avifith-  you  on  it  whan;  ye  han  fpace. 
And  of  Ibme  godely  aafwere  ycu  purchace. 
Or  helpe  me  God  ib,  pluinely  f&r  to  faine^ 
He  maie  not  longe  livin  for  his  paine. 

Ful  dredefully  the  gan  flie  ftondin  ftil. 
And  toke  it  not,.but  ail  her  humble  chcre 
Gan  for  to  chaungin,  and  faid.  Stripe  nor  bil. 
For  love  of  God,  that  touchith  fuch  matere, 
Ne  bring  me  none  ;  and  alfo,  unde  dere  ! 
To  mine  eftate  have  more  regarde  I  pray 
Than  to  his  luft  :  what  ftiouldin  L  more  fay? 

And  lokith  now  if  this  be  refa'nabk-. 
And  Icttith  not  for  favour  ne  for  flouthe  ;. 
To  faine  a  fothe,  now  is  it  convenable 
To  mine  eftate,  by  God  and  by  my  trouthe. 
To  take  u„or  to  havin  of  him  routhe 
In  harming  of  my  fclfc  or  in  repreve  ? 
Beare  itsayen  for  him  thai  ye  on  leve  " 

This  Pandarus  gan  on  her  for  to  ftare. 
And  fayid  Now  is  this  the  gretift  wonder 
Ihatevirlfawe;   lefbe  this  nice  fare  : 
To  dethe  mote  I  fmittin  be  with  thonder 
\f  for  tloe  cue  whiche  that  ftondith  vendee 
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Would  I  a  lettir  to  you  trlng  or  take 

To  harme  of  you  :  \vhat  lift  you  thus  it  make  ? 

But  thus  ye  farin  well  nigh  all  and  fome, 
That  he  that  moft  defirith  you  to  ferve 
Of  him  ye  retdiin  left  where  he  become. 
And  whethir  that  he  live  or  ellis  fterve ; 
But  for  al  that,  that  er  I  maie  deferve 
Refufe  it  not,  (quod  he)  and  hente  her  faft, 
And  in  her  bofome  '^oune  the  lettir  thraft. 

And  faid  her,  Now  caft  it  awaie  anon 
That  folke  maie  fene  and  gaurin  on  us  twey. 
(Quod  flie)  I  can  abide  till  thei  be  gon  5 
And  gan  to  fmile,  and  faid  hjm,  Eme,  I  pray 
Suche  anfwere  as  you  lift  your  felfe  purvey. 
For  truily  I  wol  no  lettir  write. 
No,  than  wol  I,  (quod  he)  fo  ye  endite. 

TberwitJi  Ihe  lough,  and  fayid,  Go  we  dine; 
And  he  gan  at  himfelfe  to  japin  fafte, 
And  fayid,  Nece,  I  have  fo  giet  a  pine 
For  love,  that  everiche  othir  daie  I  fafte; 
And  gan  hisbefte  '*. pis  forth  to  cafte. 
And  made  her  fo  to  laugh  at  his  folic 
That  ftie  for  laughtir  wenid  for  to  die. 

And  whan  that  fliewas  comen'  into  the  hali 
Now  eme,  (quod  Ihe)  we  wol  go  dine  anon  ; 
And  gan  fome  of  her  women  to  her  call, 
And  ftreight  into  her  chambre  gan  Ihe  gonq; 
But  of  her  befineflis  this  vras  one 
Amongis  othir  thingis,  out  oi  drede 
Fu]  privily  this  lettir  for  to  rede. 

Avifid  word  by  word  in  every  Hne, 
And  founde  no  lacke  ;  flie  thought  he  coude  his 
And  put  it  up,  and  went  her  in  to  dine  ;      [gode, 
And  Pandarus,  that  in  a  ftudie  ftode, 
Er  he  was  ware  fhe  toke  him  by  the  bode. 
And  fayid.  Ye  were  caught  er  that  ye  wifte. 
I  vouchfafe,  (quod  he)  do  whatere  you  lifte. 

Tho  wifliin  thei,  and  fet  'hem  doune  and  ete; 
And  aftir  none  ful  Highly  Pandarus 
Gan  draw  him  to  the  wjndowe  nie  the  ftrete. 
And  fayid,  Nece,  who  hath  arayid  thus 
The  yondir  houfe  that  ftante  aforyene  us  ? 
Which  houfe  ?   (quod  fhe)  and  gan  for  to  beholde. 
And  knewe  it  wel,  and  whofe  it  was  him  tolde  : 

And  fellia  forthe  in  fpeche  of  thingis  fmale, 
And  fatin  in  the  windowe  bothe  twey. 
Whan  Pandarus  fawe  time  unto  his  tale. 
And  fawe  v/ell  that  her  folke  wer  al  awey. 
Now,  nece  mine,  tel  on  (quod  he)  1  prey  ; 
Hpw  likirh  you  the  lettre  that  ye  wot  ? 
Can  he  thereon  ?  for  by  my  trouth  1  n'ot. 

Therwith  al  rofy  hewid  tho  woxe  ftie, 
And  gan  to  hum,  and  fayid,  So  I  trowe. 
Aquite  him  v/e}  for  Godd'is  love  (quod  he) 
My  felfe  tomedis  woll  the  lettre  fowe, 
And  helde  his  hondis  up,  ai:d  fell  on  knowe. 
Nowe  gode  nece,  be  it  nevir  fo  iitc, 
Yeve  me  the  labour  it  to  fowe  and  plite. 

Ye,  for  I  can  fo  writin  (quod  fhe)  tho, 
And  eke  I  n'ot  what  I  Ihould  to  him  fay. 
Naie,  nece,  quod  Pandarus,  faie  you  not  fo. 
Yet  at  the  left  ythonkith  him  1  pray 
Of  his  gode  vvill.    0  doth  him  not  to  d,cy ! 
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Now  for  the  love  of  me,  my  nece  dcre  1 
Refufith  not  at  this  time  my  praiere. 

Depardieux!  (quod  fhe)  God  leve  al  be  weie  J 
God  helpe  me  fo  this  is  the  firft  lettre 
That  er  I  wrote,  ye  al  or  any  dele  : 
And  into'  a  clofet  for  to'  avife  her  bettre 
She  went  alone,  and  gan  her  herte  unfettre 
Out  of  Difdain'is  prifon  but  a  lite. 
And  fet  her  doun  and  gan  a  lettre  write, 

Of  whiche  to  tel  in  fliorte  is  mine  entent 
Th'  effeifte  as  ferre  as  I  can  undirftonde  : 
She  thonkid  him  of  al  that  he  wel  ment 
Towardis  her,  but  holdin  him  in  hsnde 
She  n'olde  not,  ne  makin  her  felvin  bonde 
In  love,  but  as  his  fuftir  him  to  plefe 
She  would  aie  faine  to  done  his  hert  an  efe. 

She  fhdtte  it,  and  to  Pandare  in  g^an  goa 
There  as  he  fat  and  lokidinto  ft;rete. 
And  doun  flie  fet  her  by  him  on  a  ftone 
Of  jafpre',  upon  a  quisftien  of  golde  ibetc, 
And  faid.  As  wifely  helpe  me  God  the  grete 
I  nevir  did  a  thing  with  more  paine 
Than  write  this,  to  the  which  ye  me  conftrainCp 

And  toke  it  him :  he  thonkid  her,  and  feide, 
God  wot  of  thing  ful  oftin  lothe  begonne 
Comith  ende  gode  :  and  nece  mine  Crefeide, 
That  ye  to  him  of  harde  now  ben  iwonne 
Ought  he  be  g]ad,  by  God  and  yondir  fonne  ; 
For  why  ?  men  faine  Imprejfionh  light 
Full  lightly  ben  aie  redy  to  the  flight. 

But  ye  han  plaied  the  tiraunt  al  to  longe, 
And  harde  waS  it  your  hert^  for  to  grave  ; 
Now  ftinte,  that  ye  no  kingir  on  it  honge, 
Al  woldin  ye  the  forme  of  daungir  fave, 
But  haftith  you  to  done  him  joye  to  have. 
For  truftith  wel,  Oolong  idone  hardnejfe 
Cciujiih  difpite ful  oftin  for  dijlrejfe. 

And  right  as  thei  declarid  this  matere 
Lo  !   Troilus  right  at  the  ftret'is  ende 
Came  riding  with  his  tenthe  fomme  ifere 
Al  foftily,  and  thidirwarde  gan  bende 
There  as  they  fate,  as  was  his  waie  to  wende 
To  paleis  warde,  and  Pandare  him  afpide, 
And  faid,  Nece,  ife  who  comith  here  ride! 

O  flie  not  in !  he  fethe  us  I  fuppofe. 
Left  he  may  thinkin  that  ye  him  efchue. 
Nay,  nay,  (quod  flie)  and  woxe  as  redde  as  Tore's 
Witji  that  he  gan  her  humbly  to  falue 
With  dredful  eh^re,  and  ofte  his  hewis  mue. 
And  up  his  loke  debonairly  he  caft. 
And  bcckid  on  Pandare  and  forth  by  paft. 

God  wot  if  he  fat  on  his  horfe  aright. 
Or  godely  was  befene  that  ilkg.  day  ;       ' 
God  \vot  where  he  were  like  a  manly  kniglit  j 
"\Vhat  fliould  I  dretche,  or  tel  of  his  aray  ? 
Creieid-c,  which  tliat  al  thefe.  thingis  fey, 
To  tell  in  fliorte,  her  likid  al  ifere. 
His  perfon,  his  aray,  his  loke,  his  chere. 

His  godely  manir  and  his  gentilneffe, 
So  well,  that  never  lithe  that  flie  was  borne 
Ne  haddin  fhe  fuche  routhe  of  his  diftreffe ; 
And  howe  fo  flie  hath  hard  ben  here  beforne 
lo  God  hope  I  l)ic  hath  now  caught  a  tijsrasj 
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She  fiial  nat  pul  it  out  this  nexte  wike  ; 
God  fende  her  mo  fuch  thornis  on  to  pike  ! 

Pandarus,  whiche  that  ftode  her  fafte  by, 
Felte  iron  hotte,  and  he  began  to  fmite, 
And  feide,  Nece,  I  praye  you  hertiliei 
Tel  me  that  I  flial  aikin  you  alite ; 
A  woman  that  were  of  his  deth  to  wite, 
Withouten'  his  gilt,  but  for  her  lacke  of  routh, 
Were  it  wel  done?  (quod  Ihe)  Naie,by  my  trouth. 

God  help  me  fo,  (quod  he)  ye  fay  me  futhe. 
Ye  felin  wel  your  felfe  that  I  nought  lie. 
IjO  !  yonde  he  rideth,  (quod  fhe)  ye,  fo  he  dothe. 
Wel,  quod  Pandare,  as  I  have  toide  you  thrie, 
Jjet  be  yournicete  and  your  folic. 
And  fpeke  with  him  in  efmg  of  his  herte  ; 
^et  nicete  nat  do  you  bothe  fmerte. 

But  theron  was  to  hevin  and  to  done,' 
Confidiring  al  thing  it  male  nat  be, 
And  why  ?  for  Ihanie  ;  and  it  were  eke  to  fone 
To  grauntin  him  fo  gret  a  liberte, 
For  plainly  her  entent  (as  fayid  fhe) 
Was  fer  to  love  him  uniwift  if  fhe  niight,  , 
And  guerdon  him  with  nothing  but  with  fight. 

But  Pandarus  thought  it  ftial  n^t  be  fo  ; 
If  that  1  male  this  njce  opinion 
Shal  nat  ben  holdin  fully  yeris  two ; 
What  fliould  I  make  of  this  a  longe'  fermon  ? 
He  muft  affent  on  that  qonclufion 
As  for  the  time,  and  wh^n  that  it  was  eve. 
And  al  was  wel,  he  rofe  and  toke  his  leve. 

And  on  his  way  full  faft  homewarde  he  fpedde. 
And  right  for  joy  he  felte  his  hert  to  daunce, 
And  Troilus  he  founde  alone  abedde. 
That  laie  as  done  thefe  lovirs,  in  a  traunce, 
Betwixin  hope  and  derke  difefpei-aunce  ; 
But  Pandarus  right  at  his  in  comming 
He  fong,  as  who  faith,  Lo  !  fomwhat  I  bring ; 

And  faide.  Who  is  in  his  bedde  fo  fone 
Yburied  tlius?  It  am  I,  frende,  (quod  he.) 
Who  ?   Troilus  !  naie,  helpe  me  fo  the  mone, 
(Quod  Pandarus.)    Thou  {halt  up  rife  and  fe' 
A  charme  that  was  yfent  right  now  to  the, 
The  whiche  can  helin  the  of  thine  axeffe. 
If  thou  do  forthwith  all  thy  befineffe, 
;  Ye,  through  the  might  of  God  (quod  Tj-oilus.) 
And  Pandarus  gan  him  the  lettir  take, 
And  faide,  Pardc  God  hath  yholpin  us  : 
Have  here  a  light,  and  loke  on  all  thefe  blake. 
But  oftin  gan  the  hert  to  glad  and  quake 
Of  Troilus  while  he  it  gan  to  rede. 
So  as  the  wordis  yave  him  hope  or  drede. 

But,  finally,  he  toke  al  for  the  befte 
That  ihe  him  wrote,  for  fomwhat  he  behelde 
On  vi'hich  he  thoiight  he  niight  his  herte  refl, 
Al  covired  fhe  the  wordis  undir  fhclde  ; 
Thus  to  the  more  worthy  part  he  him  helde. 
That  what  for  hope  and  Pandarus  behefte 
His  grete  wo  foryede  he  at  the  lefte. 

But  as  we  male  al  dale  oiirfelvin  fe 
Through  more  wcde  or  cole  kindlith  the  more  fire, 
Right  fo  encrefe  of  hope,  of  \yhat  it  be, 
Therwith  ful  oft  encrefith  eke  defire,    ' 
iOr  as  an  oke  comith  pf  a  litjl  fpire. 


So  through  this  lettir  which  that  flie  him  fent 
Encrefm  gan  defire,  of  whiche  he  brent. 

Wherfore  I  fay  alway  that  day  and  night 
This  Troilus  gan  to  defirin  more 
Then  he  did  erll  through  hope,  and  did  his  might 
To  prefm  on,  as  by  Pandarus  lore, 
And  writin  to  her  of  his  forowes  fore 
Fro  day  to  day  :  he  let  it  nought  refreide 
That  by  Pandare  he  fomwhat  wrot  or  feide ; 

And  did  alfo  his  othir  obfervaunces 
That  till  a  lovir  longith  in  this  caas. 
And  aftir  that  his  dice  turnid  on  chatinces 
So  was  he  eithir  glad,  or  faide  Alas  ! 
And  held  aftir  his  geftis  aie  his  pans. 
And  after  fuche  anfweris  as  he  hadde 
So  werin  his  4a-ies  fory  othir  gladde. 

But  to  Pandare  alway  was  his  recours. 
And  pitoufly  gan  aie  to  him  to  plaine, 
And  him  befought  of  rede  and  fome  focours; 
And  Pandarus,  that  fawe  his  wode  paine, 
Wext  well  nigh  ded  for  routh, >fothe  for  to  faine, 
And  befely  with  al  his  hert  gan  cafte 
Some  of  his  wo  to  fleen,  and  that  as  fafte  ; 

And  faide,  Lorde,  and  frende,  and  brothir  dere ! 
pod  wot  that  thy  difefe  ydothe  me  wo, 
But  wolt  thou  flintin  al  this  woful  chere. 
And  by  my  trouth  er  it  be  dayis  two. 
And  God  toforne,  yet  (hal  I  fhape  it  fo 
That  thou  fha]t  come  into  a  certaine  place 
There  as  thou  maiefl  thy  felfe  praien  her  of  grace. 

And  certainly  i  n'ot  if  thou  it  wofte. 
But  thei  that  ben  experte  in  love  it  fay. 
It  is  one  of  thefe  thingis  fortherith  moil 
A  man  to  have  a  leifir  for  to  praie. 
And  fikir  place  his  wo  for  to  bewraie. 
For  in  gode  hert  it  mote  fome  routh  imprelTe 
To  here  and  fe  the  giltleffe  in  diftrefle. 

Par'aventure  thinkift  thou  though  it  be  fo 
That  Kinde  would  her  ydone  for  to  beginne 
To  have  a  manir  routh  upon  my  wo, 
Saith  Daungir  Nay,  thou  fhalt  me  nevir  win  ; 
So  lulith  fhe  hex  hert'is  gofte  within 
That  though  fhe  bendin  yet  fhe  flonte  on  rote ; 
What  in  effed:  is  this  unto  my  bote  .'' 

Thinke  here  ayen  whan  that  the  fturdy  oke. 
On  which  men  hackith  oftin  for  the  nones, 
Recevid  hath  the  happy  falling  ftroke. 
The  grete  fweight  makith  it  fall  all  at  ones, 
As  done  thefe  grete  rockis  or  thefe  milneflones; 
For  fwiftir  courfe  cometh  thing  that  is  of  wight. 
Whan  it  difcendith,  than  done  thingis  light. 

But  rede  that  bowith  doune  for  every  blaft 
Ful  hghtly  ceffith  winde  it  wol  arife. 
But  fo  n!il  not  an  oke  whan  it  is  cafl. 
It  nedith  me  nought  longe  the  for  to'  vlfe  ; 
Men  Ihall  rejoyfin  of  a- grete  emprife 
Atchevid  wel,  and  ftout  withoutin  dout, 
Al  have  men  ben  the  lengir  there  about. 

But,  Troilus,  now  tel  me  if  the  left 
A  thing  whiche  that  I  fhal  a&in  of  the ; 
Whiche  is  thy  brothir  that  thou  lovift  befl 
As  in  thy  very  hert'is  privitc  ?  * 

Iwis  my  brothir  Deiphobus,  (q.uo4  be.) 
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Now,  (quod  Pandare)  cr  hour 'is  twife  twelve 
He  flial  the  efe  unwift  of  it  himfelve. 

Now  let  me'  alone,  and  workin  as  I  may, 
(Quod  ht)  and  to  Deiphobus  went  he  the, 
Which  had  his  lord  and  grete  frend  ben  aie  ; 
Save  Troilus  no  man  he  lovid  fo  : 
To  tel  in  ihorte,  withontin  wordis  mo, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  I  pray  you  that  ye  be 
Frende  to  a  caufe  whiche  that  ytouchith  me. 

Yes,  parde,  (qued  Deiphobus)  wel  thou  woft 
Al  that  evir  I  may,  and  God  tofore, 
Al  n'ere  it  but  for  the  man  I  love  moft, 
My  brothir  Troilus  ;  but  fay  wherfore 
It  is,  for  fithe  the  day  that  I  was  bore 
I  n'as,  ne  nevir  more  to  ben  I  thinke, 
Ayenft  a  thing  that  mightin  the  forthinke. 

Pandarus  gan  liim  thanke,  and  to  him  feide, 
Lo  !  Sii",  I  have  a  lady  in  this  toune 
That  is  my  nece,  and  callid  is  Crefeide, 
To  whiche  fome  men  would  done  oppreflioun, 
And  wrongfully  have  her  poffeflioun, 
lyherfore  I  of  your  lordfhip  you  befeche 
To  ben  our  frende  withoutin  more  fpeche. 
Deiphobus  him  anfwerde,  O !  is  nat  this 
That  thou  fpekifl  of  to  me  thus  ftraungely 
Crefeide,  my  frende  ?  Pandarus  faid  him  Yes. 
Than  nedith  (quod  Deiphobus)  hardily 
No  more  of  this,  for  truflith  wel  that  I 
Wol  be  her  champion  with  fpere  and  yerde ; 
I  ne  rought  nat  though  all  her  foes  it  herde. 

But  telle  me,  thou  that  wofl  all  this  matere, 
How  might  I  beft  availin  now  ?  let  fe. 
(Quod  Pandarus)  If  ye,  my  lorde  fo  dere, 
Woldin  as  now  do  this  honour  to  me 
To  prayin  her  to  morowe,  lo,  that  fhe 
Came  unto  you  her  plaiptis  to  devife 
Her  adverfaries  would  of  it  agrife. 

And  if  I  ^nore  durft  prayin  you  as  nov/, 
And  chargin  you  to  have  fo  grete  travaile. 
To  have  fome  of  your  brethrin  here  with  yoH, 
That  mightin  to  her  caufe  bettir  availe  ; 
Than  wote  I  wel  fhe  mightin  nevir  faile 
For  to  ben  holpin,  what  at  your  inftaunce, 
What  v/ith  her  othir  frendis  govirnaunce, 

Deiphobus,  whiche  that  comin  was  of  kinde 
To  al  honour  and  bounte  to  cpnfente, 
Anfwerde,  It  fhal  be  done ;  and  I  can  finde 
Yet  greater  helpe  to  this  in  mine  entente  : 
What  Woldeft  thou  faine  if  for  Helen  I  fent 
To  fpeke  of  this  ?  I  trowe  it  be  the  beft. 
For  flie  may  ledin  Paris  as  her  left. 

Of  Hecftor,  which  that  is  my  lord  my  brother. 
It  nedith  nat  to  praien  him  frende  to  be. 
For  I  have  herde  him,  o  time  and  eke  other, 
Spekin  of  Crefeide  fuche  honour  that  he 
Maie  faine  no  bet :  fuch  hap  to  him  hath  fhe 
It  nedith  nat  his  helpis  more  to  crave ; 
He  fhal  be  fuche  right  as  we  wol  him  have. 

Speke  thou  thy  felfe  alfo  to  Troilus 
On  ^ny  behalfe,  and  praie  him  with  us  dine. 
Sir,  al  this  fhal  be  done,  (quod  Pandarus) 
And  toke  his  leva,  and  nevir  gan  to  fine, 
^t  to  his  nec'is  houfc  as  ftreight  as  line 


He  came,  and  found  her  fro  the  mete  arife, 
And  fet  him  doun,  and  fpake  right  in  this  wife ; 

He  faide,  O  very  God  fo  have  I  ronne, 
Lo  !  necc  mine,  fe  ye  nat  how  I  fwete  ? 
I  n'ot  whethir  ye  the  more  thanke  me  conne  ; 
Be  ye  not  ware  how  that  falfe  Poliphete 
Is  now  about  eftfonis  for  to  plete. 
And  bringin  on  you  advocacies  newe  ? 
I  ?  no,  (quod  fhe)  and  chaungid  al  her  hewe. 
What !  is  he  more  about  me  for  to  dretche, 
And  done  me  wrong  ?  what  ftial  I  don  ?  alas ! 
Yet  of  him  felfin  nothing  would  I  retche, 
N'ere  it  for  Antenor  and  iEneas, 
That  ben  his  frendis  in  fuch  manir  caas; 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  mine  uncle  dere  \ 
No  force  of  that,  let  him  have  al  ifere, 
Withoutin  that  I  have  inough  for  us. 
Nay,  (quod  Pandare)  it  fhall  nothing  be  fo. 
For  I  have  ben  right  now  at  Deiphobus, 
At  He<51:or,  and  mine  othir  lordis  mo, 
Andftiortly  makid  eche  of 'hemhisfo, 
That  by  my  thrifte  he  ftial  it  nevir  winne 
For  aught  he  can,  whan  fo  that  he  beginne. 
And  as  thei  caftin  what  was  beft  to  done 
Deiphobus,  of  his  ewne  curtifie. 
Came  her  to  praye  in  his  propir  perfone 
To  holde  him  on  the  morowe  companie 
At  dmir,  whiche  fhe  ne  wolde  not  denie, 
But  godely  gan  to  his  prayere  obeye  : 
He  thonkid  her,  and  went  upon  his  wey. 

Whan  this  was  don  this  Pandarus  anone, 
(To  tellin  in  fhorte)  forth  he  gan  to  wende 
To  Troilus  as  ftil  as  any  ftone. 
And  al  this  thing  he  tolde  him  orde  and  ende. 
And  how  that  he  Deiphobus  gan  to  blende, 
And  faide  him,  Now  is  time  of  that  ye  connc    , 
To  here  the  belle  to  morow',  and  all  is  wonne. 

Now  fpeke,  now  pray,  now  pitoufly  coniplaine 
Let  nat  for  nice  fliame,  for  drede  or  flouth ; 
Somtime  a  man  mote  tel  his  owne  paine ; 
Beleve  it,  and  flie  wol  have  on  the  routh; 
Thou  fhalt  ben  favid  by  thy  faith  and  trouth  : 
But  well  wot  I  thou  now  ai't  in  a  drede, 
And  what  it  is  I  lay  I  can  arede  : 

Thou  thinkift  now  how  fhould  I  don  al  this 
For  by  my  cheris  moftin  folke  efpie 
That  for  her  love  is  that  I  fare  amis,    ;; 
Yet  had  I  levre'  unwift  for  forovsr  die  : 
Nowe  thrnke  nat  fo,  for  thou  doft  gret  folie. 
For  I  right  how  have  foundin  a  manere 
Of  fleight  for  to  coverin  al  thy  chere. 

Thou  fhalt  gon  ovirnight,  and  that  as  blive 
Unto  Deiphobus  houfe  as  the  to  plaie, 
Thy  malady  awaie  the  bette  to  drive ; 
For  why  ?  thou  femift  fike,  the  fothe  to  faie ; 
Sone  after  that  doune  in  thy  bedde  the  laie, 
Apd  faie  thou  malft  no  lengir  up  endure. 
And  lie  right  there  and  bide  thine  avinturc 

Say  that  the  fevir  is  wont  the  to  take 
The  fame  time,  and  laftin  till  a  morowe  ; 
And  let  fe  now  how  well  thou  canft  it  make 
For  parde  fike  is  he  that  is  in/orowe  : 
Go  now,  farcwel,  and  Venus  here  toborows 
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I  hope  and  thou  this  purpofe  holde  ferme 
Thy  grace  flie  flial  the  fully  there  conferme. 
(Quod  Troilus)  Iwis  thou  alle  nedeleffe 
'  Confailift  me  that  fikeliche  I  i?ie  faine, 
For  I  am  fike  in  erneft  doutelJleffe, 
So  that  wel  nigh  I  Ilervin  for  the  palne. 
(Quod  Pandarus)  Thou  ihalt  the  better  plaine, 
And  haft  the  leffe  nede  for  to  counterfete, 
For  II;m  men  dentin  bote  that  n,:n  fefivete. 

Lo  !  holde  the  at  thy  trifte  clofe,  and  I 
Shal  wel  the  deere  unto  thy  bowe  ydrivc  : 
Therwith  he  took  his  leve  all  foftily, 
And  Troilus  to  his  paleis  went  blive, 
•So  glad  ne  was  he  ner  in  all  his  live, 
And  to  Pandarus  rede  gau  al  affent, 
And  to  Deiphobus  houfe  af  night  he  went. 

What  nedith  it  to  tellin  all  the  chere 
That  Deiphobus  unto  his  brothir  made, 
Or  his  axis,  or  his  fikeliche  manere    ^ 
How  men  gon  him  \yith  clothis  for  to  lade 
"When  he  was  laid,  and  how  men  would  him  glade  ? 
But  all  for  nought;  he  helde  forth  aie  the  wife 
That  ye  han  herde  Pandare  ere  this  devife. 

But  certaine  is  er  Trpilps  him  leide, 
Deiphobus  had  praied  hjni  oyirnight 
To  ben  a  frende  and  helping  to  Crefeide ; 
God  wot  that  he  that  grauntjd  anon  right 
To  ben  her  fulk  ffend  with  all  his  might : 
But  fuch  a  nede  was  it  to  praien  hini  thenne 
As  for  to  bjddin  a  wode  man  to  renne. 

The  morowe  came,  and  nighin  gan  the  time 
Of  mealtide,  \yhan  that  the  faire  Quene  fieleu 
Shope  her  to  ben  an  hour  aftir  the  prime 
With  Deiphobus,  to  whom  Ihe  n'olde  faine. 
But  as  his  fuftir  homely,  fothe  to  faine, 
She  came  to  dinir  in  her  plaine  entent, 
But  God  and  Pandare  vvift  ^1  -^hat  this  men(:. 

Came  eke  Crefeide  all  innocent  of  this, 
Antigone  her  ncce  and  Tarbe'  alfo  : 
But  flie  we  now  prolixite  beft  isj 
For  love  of  God,  and  let  us  faft  ygo 
Right  to  the'  effedte  withoutin  talis  mo. 
Why  al  this  folke  affemblid  in  this  place, 
And  let  us  of  ther  faluingispace. 

Gret  honour  did  'hem  Deiphobus  certaine, 
And  fedde  liim  wel  w  ith  all  that  might  'hem  like, 
But  evirmo,  akis  !  v^^as  his  refraine, 
My  gode  brothir,  Troilus  the  fike. 
Lithe  yet ;  and  therwithal  he  ga^i  to  fike. 
And  after  that  he  painid  him  to  glade 
Hem  as  he  might,  and  chere  gode  he  made. 

Gomplainid  eke  Helen  of  hi§  fikenefle 
80  faithfully,  that  pity  wa^  to  here, 
^ad  every  wight  gan  wexin  for  ax'es 
A  leche  anon,  and  laide,  In  this  majiere 
Men  curin  folke,  this'charme  I  wol  the  lere  ; 
Put  there  fat  one,  al  lift  "her  nat  to  teche, 
That  thought,  yet  beft  couldin  I  ben  his  leche. 

Aftir  complaint  him  gonninthei  to  preife. 
As  folke  don  yet  whan  fome  wight  hath  begorj 
To  preife  a  man,  and  up  with  preife  him  reife 
A  thoufande  folde  yet  higher  than  the  fon ; 
He  is,  he  can,  that  fewe  othir  Iprdes  kon ; 


And  Pandarus  of  that  the!  would  afferme 
He  nought  forgate  ther  praifing  to  conferme. 

Herde  all  this  thing  feire  Crefeide  wel  inough, 
And  every  worde  gan  for  to  notifie. 
For  whiphe  with  fobre  chere  her  herte  lough. 
For  who  ig  that  ne  would  her  glorifie 
To  mowin  fuche  a  knLglit  done  live  or  die  ? 
But  al  paffe  I,  left  ye  to  longe  ydwell ; 
But  for  o  fine  is  al  that  er  I  tell. 

The  time  came  fro  dinir  for  to  rife, 
And  as  'hem  ought  arifin  everichone. 
And  gon  a  while  of  this  and  that  devife  ; 
But  Pandarus  brake  al  this  fpeche  anon. 
And  faid  to  Deiphobus,  Wol  ye  gon. 
If  it  your  will  be,  as  I  erft  you  prayde. 
To  fpekin  of  the  nedis  of  Crefeide  ? 

Helen,  which  that  by  the  hondJ  her  helde, 
Toke  firfl:  the  tale,  and  faid'3.  Go  we  blive  ; 
And  godely  on  Crefeide  fhe  behelde. 
And  fayid,  Jovis,  let  him  nevir  thrive 
That  doth  you  harm,  and  reve  him  fone  of  live,  , 
And  yeve  me  forowe  but  he  fhal  it  rue 
If  that  I  may,  and  alle  folke  be  true. 

Tel  thou  thy  nec'is  cafe,  (quod  Deiphobus 
To  Pandarus)  for  thou  canfi  beft  it  tell. 
My  Lprdis  and  my.  Ladies,  it  ftant  thus ; 
What  ftiould  I  lengir  (quod  he)  do  you  dwell  ? 
He  ronge  'hem  out  a  proces  like  a  bell 
Upon  her  foe,  that  hight  was  Polyphete, 
So  heinous  that  men  mightin  on  it  fpete. 

Anfwerde  of  this  eche  worfe  of  'hem  than  other. 
And  Polyphete  thei  gonnin  thus  to  warien,^ 
And  honied  be  fuche  one  were  he  my  brother. 
And  io  he  fhal,  for  it  ne  male  nought  varien  : 
What  fhould  I  lengir  in  this  tale  tarien  ?' 
Plainliche  al  at  ouis  thei  her  highten 
To  ben  her  frende  in  all  that  er  thei  mlghten. 

Spake  tjian  Helen,  and  faid  to  Pandarus, 
Wot  aught  my  lord  my  bpothir  of  thismatere, 
I  mene  Hedor,  or  wote  it  Troilus  ? 
He  faide  her  Ye  ;  but  wol  ye  me  now  here  ? 
Me  thinketh  thus,  fjth  that  Troilus  is  here 
It  were  gode  if  that  ye  wouldin  affent 
She  tolde  him  her  felfe  al  this  er  fhe  went ; 

For  he  wol  have  thp  more  her  grefe  at  hcrte, 
Bicaufe  lo,  flie  a  worthy  l^dy  is, 
And  by  ypur  wil  1  wql  but  in  right  fterte. 
And  do  you  wete,  and  that  anon  iwis. 
If  that  Jie  flepe  or  wol  aught  here  of  this  : 
And  in  he  lept,  and  faid  him  in  his  ere, 
God  have  thy  foule  1  for  brought  have  I  thy  berc, 

To  fmilin  of  this  gan  tho  Tfojlus ; 
And  Pandarus  withoutin  rekining 
Out  went  to  Helen  and  Deiphobus, 
And  faid   hem,  So  there  be  no  taryino- 
Ne  more  prefe    he  wol  well  that  ye  W 
Crefeide  my  lady  that  is  now  here 
And  as  he  maie  epduren  he  wol  her  here. 

Nowlokithye,forV4:;fct^r"^^V 
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Now  lokith  ye,  that  knowin  what  to  don  is. 

I  fay  for  me  beft  is,  as  I  can  knowe. 
That  no  wight  in  ne  wende  but  ye  twey. 
But  it  were  I,  for  I  can  in  a  thiowe 
Reherfe  her  cafe  unlike  that  flie  can  fey. 
And  aftir  this  ihe  may  onis  him  pr^y 
To  ben  gode  lorde  in  fliort,  and  take  her  leVe ; 
This  may  not  mokill  of  his  efe  him  reve. 

And  eke  for  ftie  is  flraunge  he  woU  forbere 
His  efe,  whiche  that  him  darin  nat  for  you ; 
Eke  othir  thing  that  touchith  nat  to  her 
He  wol  it  tel,  I  wote  it  well  right  now, 
Thatfecrete  is,  and  for  the  town'is  prow  : 
And  thei,  that  knew  nothing  of  his  entente, 
Without  more  to  1'roilus  in  thei  wente. 

Heleine  in  all  her  godely  foftly  wife 
Can  him  falue  and  womanly  to  plaie. 
And  faied,  Iwis  ye  mote  algate  arifc  ; 
Now,  faire  brothir,  be  all  whole  I  praie ; 
And  her  arme  right  over'  his  fliuldir  laie. 
And  him  with  all  her  wit  to  recomfort ; 
As  Ihe  beft  could  flie  gan  him  to  difport. 

So  after  this  (quod  Ihe)  We  you  befeke. 
My  dere  brothir  ►  Deiphobus  and  t, 
For  love  of  God,  and  fo  doeth  Pandare  eke. 
To  ben  gode  lorde  and  frende  right  hertily 
Unto  Crefeide,  whiche  that  certainly 
Receivid  wrong,  as  wot  well  here  Pandare, 
That  can  her  caie  well  bet  than  I  declare. 

This  Pandarus  gan  nevve  his  tong  affile. 
And  all  her  cafe  reherce,  and  that  anone  : 
Whan  it  was  faied,  fone  aftir  in  a  while 
(Quod  Troilus)  As  fone  as  I  male  gone 
1  woll  right  fain  with  all  my  might  ben  one, 
Have  God  my  trouth,  her  caufe  for  to  fufteine  : 
Now  good  thrift  have  ye  (quod  Helen  the  Quene.) 

(Quod  Pandarus)  And  it  your  will  ybe 
That  Ihe  maie  take  her  leve  er  that  fhe  go, 
O,  ellis  God  forbid  it !   (tho  quod  he) 
If  that  fhe  vouchfafin  for  to  doe  fo. 
And  with  that  worde  (quod  Troilus)  Ye  two> 
Deiphobus  and  my  fufter  lefe  and  dere. 
To  you  have  I  to  fpeke  of  a  matere, 

To  ben  avifid  by  your  rede  the  better; 
And  found  (as  hap  was)  at  his  bedd'is  hedde 
The  copie  of  a  tretife  and  a  letter 
That  Hedtor  bad  him  fent  to  alkin  redde 
If  foche  a  man  was  worthy  to  ben  dedde  ? 
Wote  I  naught  who,  but  in  a  grifly  wife 
He  prayid  'hem  anone  on  it  avife. 

Deiphobus  gan  this  letter  for  to'  unfoldc 
In  ernefl:  grete,  fo  did  Helen  the  Queue, 
And  roming  outwarde  fall:  it  gonne  bebolde. 
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Dounward  a  fteire,  into  an  be<ber  grcne ; 
This  ilke  thing  thei  reddin  'hem  betwene, 
I  And  largily  the  mountenaunce  of  an  houre 
Thei  gonne  on  it  to  redin  and  to  poure. 

Now  let  'hem  rede,  and  tourne  we  anone 
To  Pandarus,  that  gan  full  fafte  prie 
That  all  was  well,  and  out  he  gan  to  gone 
Into  the  grete  chambir,  and  that  in  hie. 
And  fayid,  God  fave  all  this  companie  ! 
Cpme,  nec^  mine,  my  ladie  Quene  Helen, 
Abidith  you,  and  eke  my  lordis  twene. 

Rife,  take  with  you  your  nece  Antigone, 
Or  whom  you  lift,  or  no  force  hardily; 
The  laffe  prefle  the  bettir  :  come  forth  with  me'^^ 
And  lokith  that  ye  thonkin  humbily 
Them  all  thre,  and  whan  ye  maie  godily 
Your  time  ifee  takith  of  them  your  leve, 
Left  we  to  long  his  reftis  him  bireve. 

All  innocent  of  Pandarus  entent. 
Quod  tho  Crefeide,  Go  we,  uncle  dere ! 
And  arme  in  arme  inward  with  him  flie  wento 
Avifing  well  her  wordis  and  her  chere  j 
And  Pandarus  in  erneftfull  manere 
Sayid,  All  folke,  for  Godd'is  love  I  praie, 
Stintith  right  here,  and  foftily  you  plaie. 

Avifith  you  what  folke  ben  here  within. 
And  in  what  plite  one  is,  God  him  amende  \" 
And  inward  thus  full  foftily  begin  ; 
Nece,  I  conjure  and  highly  you  defende. 
On  his  behalfe  whiche  that  foulc  us  all  fende. 
And  in  the  vertue  of  corounis  twaine, 
Slea  nat  this  man  that  hath  for  you  this  paic&a 

Fie  on  the  devill !  thinke  whiche  one  he  is. 
And  in  what  plite  he  lieth  ;  come  of  anone  ; 
Thinke  all  fqche  taried  tide  but  loft  it  n'is. 
That  woll  ye  bothe  faine  whan  ye  ben  one  ; 
And  fecondly,  there  yet  devinith  none 
Upon  you  two,  come  of  now  if  ye  conne 
While  folke  is  blent,  lo  !  all  the  time  is  wonnSj^ 

In  titiring,  and  purfute,  and  delaies. 
The  folke  devine  at  wegging  of  a  ftre. 
And  tbough  ye  would  hah  aftir  merie  daies 
Than  dare  ye  nat ;  and  why  ?  for  flie  and  flie 
Spake  foche  a  worde ;  thus  lokid  he  and  he  s 
Left  time  be  lofte  I  dare  nat  with  you  dele. 
Come  of  therfore,  and  bringith  him  to  hele. 

But  now  to  you,  ye  lovirs  that  ben  here. 
Was  Troilus  nat  in  a  cankAlort, 
That  laie  and  might  the  whifpring  of  'hern  here, 
And  thought,  o  Lorde  !  right  qow  rennith  my  fort 
Fully  to  die  or  have  anone  comfort, 
And  was  the  firft  time  that  he  fliould  her  praie 
pf  love  ;  o  mightie  God !  what  ftiall  he  fti?  I 
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O  B1.1SFOLL  light !  of  whiche  the  bemis  clere 
Adornith  alle  the  third  hevin  faire, 
O  fonn'is  life  '-  o  Jov'is  doughtir  dere  ! 
Plefaunce  of  love  !  o  godely  debonaire  ! 
•  In  gentle  hertes  aie  redy  to  repaire, 
O  very  caufe  of  hele  and  of  gladnefle, 
Iheried  be  thy  might  and  thy  godenefle  ! 

L-iheveti  and  hell,  in  yerth  and  the  fait  fe. 
Is  felt  thy  might,  if  that  I  well  difcerne, 
/    As  man,  brid,  befte,  filhe,  herbe,  and  grene  tre, 
Thei  fele  in  timis  with  vapour  eterne  : 
God  lovith,  a.hd  to  love  he  woU  naught  werne ; 
And  in  this  woflde  no  liv'is  creture 
Withoufin  love  is  wroucht  or  niaie  endure. 

Ye,  Jdvis,  firft  to  thiike  affedlis  glade, 
ITirough  whiche  that  thingis  livin  all  and  be, 
Commendidin  and  amoroUs  him  made 
On  mortall  thing,  and  as  ye  lift  aie  ye 
Yeve  him  in  love  efe  or  adverlite, 
And  in  a  thoufdnde  formisdoune  him  fent 
For  love  in  yerth,  and  whom  you  lift  he  hent. 

Ye  fiers  Mars,  apefm  of  his  ire, 
And  as  you  lift  ye  makin  hertes  digne, 
Algatis  them  that  ye  woU  fet  a  fire 
Thei  dredin  Ihame,  and  vicis  thei  refigfie ; 
ye  doen  'hem  curteis  be,  frefhe,  and  benigne, 


And  hie  or  lowe  aftir  a  wight  entendeth 
The  joy  is  that  he  hath  your  might  it  fendeth. 

Ye  holdin  reigne  and  houfe  in  unite. 
Ye  fothfaft  caufe  of  frendfliip  ben  alfo ; 
Ye  knowin  all  thiike  covered  qualite 
Of  thingis  whiche  that  folke  on  wondrin  fo 
Whan  thei  can  nat  conftrue  how  it  male  go 
She  loveth  him,  or  why  he  lovith  here. 
As  why  this  fiflie  nat  that  comith  to  were. 

Ye  folke  a  lawe  have  fet  in  univerfe. 
And  this  knowe  I  by  them  that  lovirs  be. 
Thai:  who  fo  ftrivith  with  you  hath  the  werfe  : 
Now  ladie  bright,  for  thy  benignite. 
At  reverence  of  them  that  fervin  the, 
Whofe  clerke  I  am,  fo  techith  me  divife 
Some  joie  of  that  is  felt  in  thy  fervice  : 

Ye  in  my  nakid  hert'is  fentiment 
Inhilde,  and  doe  me  fnewre  of  thy  fwetenefle, 
Caliope  !  thy  voice  be  now  prefent. 
For  now  is  nede ;  feeft  thou  nat  my  diftrefle 
How  I  mote  tell  anon  right  the  gladneffe 
Of  Troilus  to  Venus  herying  ? 
To  whiche  gladneffe  who  nede  hath  God  him  bring} 
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Laie  all  this  mene  while  this  fad  Troilus 

Recording  his  leflbn  in  this  manere, 

Mafeie,  thought  he,  thus  woll  I  faie  and  thus, 

Thus  woll  I  plain  unto  my  ladie  dere, 

That  worde  is  gode,  and  this  fhall  be  my  chere, 

This  n'ill  I  nat  foryetin  in  no  wife  : 

God  leve  him  werldn  as  he  can  devife. 

And,  Lorde  !  fo  that  his  herte  began  to  quappe 
Hering  her  come,  and  Ihort  gan  for  to  fike  ; 
And  Pandaraus,  that  led  her  by  the  lappe, 
Came  nere,  and  gan  in  at  the  curtein  pike. 
And  faied,  God  doe  bote  on  all  that  are  fike ! 
Se  who  is  here  you  comin  to  vifite; 
Lo !  here  is  fhe  that  is  your  deth  to  wite. 
Therwlth  it  femid  as  he  wept  almofte. 
A!  a  !  quod  Troilus,  fo  routhfully. 
Where  me  be  wo  o  mightie  God  1  thou  woftc  : 
Who  is  all  there  1  fe  nat  truily. 
Sir,  (quod  Crefeide)  it  is  Pandare  and  I. 
Ye,  fwete  herte,  alas  !  I  maie  nat  rife 
To  knele,  and  do  your  honour  in  fome  wife. 

And  dreffid  him  upward;  and  fhe  right  tho 
Gan  both  her  hondis  foft  upon  him  leie. 
O,  for  the  love  of  God  doe  ye  not  fo 
To  me  !  (quod  fhe.)  Ey,  what  is  this  to  fei ! 
Sir,  comen'  am  I  to  you  for  caufis  tweie, 
EIrft  you  to  thonke,  and  of  your  lordfliipe  eke 
Continuaunce  I  woulde  you  bcfeke. 

This  Troilus,  that  herd  his  ladie  praie 
Of  lordlhip,him  wox  neithir.quick  ne  dedde, 
Ne  might  o  worde  for  fhame  unto  it  faie. 
Although,  men  fhouldin  fmitin  of  his  hedde 
But,  Lorde  !  fo  he  woxe  fodainliche  alle  redde  ; 
And,  Sir,  his  lefTon  that  he  wende  conne 
To  prayin  her  is  through  his  wit  ironne. 

Crefeide  all  this  efpyid  well  inough. 
For  ftie  was  wife,  and  loved  him  ner  the  lefle, 
AU  n'ere  he'  in  all  aparte,  or  made  it  tough. 
Or  was  to  bolde  to  fmg  a  fol'is  maffe ; 
But  whaa  his  fliame  began  fomwhat  to  palie 
His  reafons,  as  I  maie  my  rimis  holde, 
I  woll  you  tell  as  techin  bokis  olde. 

In  chaungid  voice,  right  for  his  very  drede, 
Whiche  voice  eke  quoke,  and  therto  his  manere 
Godelie  abafh't,  and  now  his  hewis  rede 
Now  pale,  unto  Crefeide  his  ladie  dere* 
With  loke  doune  caft  and  humble  yoldm  chere, 
Lo  the  aldirfirft  worde  that  him  afterte 
ijV^as  twyis,  Mercie,  mercie,  my  dere  herte ! 


And  Hint  a  while,  and  whan  he  might  out  bring 
The  nexte  word,  was,  God  wote  for  I  have 
As  faithfully  as  I  have  had  konning 
Ben  your'is  all,  God  fo  my  foule  fave, 
And  Ihall,  till  that  I  wofull  wight  be  grave. 
And  though  I  dare  ne  can  unto  you  plain 
Iwis  I  fuffir  not  the  lafle  pain. 

Thus  moche,  as  now,  ah  womanllchc  wife  I 
I  maie  out  bring,  and  if  this  you  difplefe 
That  fhall  I  wreke  upon  mine  owne  life     , 
Right  fone  I  trowe,  and  doe  your  herte  an  efe, 
If  with  my  deth  your  hert  I  maie  apefe  , 
But  fens  that  ye  han  herd  me  fomwhat  fey 
Now  retche  I  nevir  how  fone  that  I  deie. 

Therwith  his  manly  forowe  to  beholde 
It  might  have  made  an  herte  of  ftone  to  rew. 
And  Pandare  wept  as  he  to  watir  would. 
And  pokid  evir  hisnece  newe  and  newe, 
And  fayid,  Wo  begon  ben  hcrtis  true  ; 
For  love  of  God  make  of  this  thing  an  ende. 
Or  flea  us  bothe  at  ones  er  that  ye  wende. 

I,  what  ?  (quod  fhe,)  By  God  and  by  my  trouth. 
I  n'ot  nevir  what  ye  wilne  that  I  feie. 
Eie  !  what  ?  (quod  he)  that  ye  have  on  him  routh 
For  Godd'is  love,  and  doeth  him  nat  to  deie. 
Now  than  thus,  (quod  fhe)  I  woUin  him  pieie 
To  tellin  me  the  fine  of  his  entente ; 
Yet  wift  I  nevir  well  what  that  he  mente. 

What  that  I  mene,  o  my  fwete  herte  dere ! 
(Quod  Troilus)  o  godely  frefhe  and  fre  ! 
That  with  the  ftremis  of  your  eyin  clere 
Ye  wouldin  fomtime  frendly  on  me  fe, 
And  th^n  agrein  that  I  maie  ben  he     _ 
Withoutin  braunche  of  vice  on  any  wife 
In  trouthe  alwaie  to  do  you  my  fervife. 

As  to  my  ladie  right,  and  'chefe  refort. 
With  all  my  witte  and  all  my  diligence. 
And  I  to  have  right  as  you  lift  comfort. 
Under  your  yerde  egall  to  mine  offence, 
As  deth,  if  that  I  brekin  your  defence, 
And  that  ye  digne  me  fo  mochil  honour 
Me  to  commaundin  aught  in  any  hour. 

And  1  to  ben  your  vgry  humble,  true. 
Secrete,  and  in  my  palnispacient, 
And  evir  to  defirin  frelhly  newe 
To  fervin,  and  ben  aie  like  diligent, 
And  with  gode  herte  all  wholly  your  talent 
Recevin,  in  gre,  how  fore  that  me  fmerte  : 
Lo,  this  mene  I,  o  mine  owne  fwete  herte  ! 
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(<^od  1?anda,rus)  Lo  !  here  an  hard  requeft, 
And  refo'nable  a  ladie  for  to  werne ; 
Now  nece  mine,  by  Natall  Jov'is  feft, 
Were  I  a  god  ye  ftiouldin  fterve  as  yerne. 
That  herin  well  this  man  wol  nothing  yerne 
But  your  honor,  and  fene  hini  almofte  fterve, 
Anrd  ben  fo  lothe  to  fuffre'  him  you  to  ,ferve. 

With  that  Ihe  gan  her  eyin  on  him  caft 
Full  efily  and  full  debonairly, 
Avifing  her,  and  hied  her  not  to  faft 
With  rier  a  worde,  but  faied  him  foftily, 
Mine  honour  fafe  I  woU  well  truily. 
And  in  foche  forme  as  ye  can  now  devife, 
Recevin  him  fully  to  my  fervife  ; 

Befeching  him,  for  Godd'is  love,  that  he 
Would  in  honour  of  trouth  and  gentillneffe, 
As  I  we'll  mene,  eke  menie  well  to  me. 
And  mine  honour  with  wit  and  bufmeffe 
Aie  kepe  ;  and  if  I  male  doen  him  gladnefTe 
From  hermisfcrthe  iwis  'I  n'ill  not  faine  : 
'     l^ow  bethe  all  whole,  no  lengir  ye  ne  plain. 

But  natheleffe  this  warne  I'you,  (quod  flie} 
A  king'is  fonne  altliough  ye  Tie  iwis. 
Yet  ye  fhall  no  nriore  have  foverainte 
Of  me  in  love  than  right  in  that  cafe  1%, 
J^e  n'ill  Ifoibere  if  ye  doen  amis 
To  wrathin  you,  and  while  that  ye  me  ferve 
Cherifhe  you  right  aftir  that  ye  deferve. 

And  fhortily,  dere  herte,  and  all  my  knight! 
Beth  glad,  and  drawith  you  to  luftineffe. 
And  1  'ihall  truely,  with  all  my  full  might, 
Your  bittir  tourin  all  to  fwetineffe, 
M I  be  fhe  that  ma'ie  do  you  gladneffe 
I^or  every  V70  ye  ftiall  recovir  bliffe. 
And  him  in  armis  tote,  and  gan  him  kifTe. 

Fill  Pandarus  on  kneesj  and  up  his  cyen 
To  hevin  threwe,  and  helde  his  hondishie ; 
Immortall  god !  (quod  he)  that  maieft  not  disn 
Cupide,  of  this  thou  maift  the  glorifie, 
And  Venus,  thou  maift  makin  melodic  : 
"Withoutin  honde  me  femirtithat  inicune 
For  this  miracie  I  here  eche  bell  foune. 

But  ho  1  no  more  -now  of  this  iike   matere  ; 
per  why  ?  this  folke  woll  comin  up  anone 
That  have  the  lettir  redde  t  lo  I  1  'hem  here  ; 
But  I  conjure  the  Grefeide  anone. 
And  thou  to  Troilus,  whan  thou  maift  gone. 
That  at  mine  houfe  ye  ben  at  my  warning, 
S'or  I  full  well  fhall  ffiapin  your  comming-; 

And  efith  there  your  hertis  right  inough, 
And  let  fc  whiche  of  you  fhall  b'ere  the  bell 
To  fpeke  of  love,  and  -right  therwith  he  lough. 
For  there  have  ye  a  leifir  for  to  telj. 
(Quod  Troilus)  How  long  fhall  I  here  dwell 
Er  this  be  doen  ?  Quod  he,  Whan  thou  maieft  rife 
This  thing  fhall  be  right  as  you  lift  devife. 

With  that  Helen  and  alfo  Deiphobus 
Tho  comin  upward,  right  at  the  fbaire's  ende. 
And,  Lorde !  fo  tho  gan  gronin  Troilus, 
His  brothir  and  his  fuftir  for  to  blende. 
{ Quod  Pandarus)  It  time  is  that  we  wende  ; 
Take,  nece  mine,  your  leve  at  them  all  thre, 
^^i  let  'hem  fpeke,  and  comith  forth  with  me. 


She  toke  her  leve  at  'hem  full  thriftily, 
As  fhe  well  could,  and  thei  her  reverence 
Unto  the  full  ydiddin  hertily. 
And  wondir  well  fpekin  in  her  abfencc 
Of  her,  in  praifing  of  her  excellence. 
Her  govirnaunce,  her  wit^  and  her  manere 
Commendidin,  that  it  joie  was  to  Tiere. 

Now  let  her  wende  unto  her  owne  place^, 
And  tournin  we  to  Troilus  againe. 
That  gan  full  lightly  of  the  lettir  pace 
That  Deiphobus  had  in  the  gardine  faine. 
And  of  Helen  and  of  him  he  wpuld  feinc 
Delivirid  ben,  and  faied  that  him  left 
To  flepe,  and  aftir  talis  have  a  reft. 

Helen  him  kift,  and  toke  her  leve  as  bliv^ 
Deiphobus  eke,  and  home  went  eyery  v/igKt, 
And  Pandarus  as  fafte  as  he  maie  drive 
To  Troilus  tho  came  as  line  right, 
AAd  on  a  paillet  all  that  glade  night. 
By  Troilus  he  laie  with  merie  chere, 
And  well  was  them  that  thei  werein  yfere. 

Whan  every  wight  was  voided  but  thei  t"STO„ 
And  all  the  doris  werin  faft  ifhet, 
To  tell  in  fhort,  Tvithoutin  wordis  mo. 
This  Pandarus  withoutin  any  let 
Up  rofe,  and  on  his  bedd'is  fide  him  fet, 
And  gan  to  fpelcin  in  a  fobir  wife 
To  Troilus  as  I  fhall  you  devife. 

Mine  aldirlevift  Lorde,  and  brothir  dere  t 
God  wot  and  thou  that  it  fate  me  fo  fore 
Whan  I  the  fawe  fo  ianguifning  to  yere 
For  love,  of  whiche  thy  wo  woxe  alwaie  more. 
That  I  with  all  my  might  and  all  my  lore 
Have  everfithin  doen  my  bufinefTe 
To  bringin  the  to  joie  out  of  diftrefle  ; 

And  have  it  brought  to  foche  flite  as  thou  woft. 
So  that  througli  me  tlK)u  llondift  now  in  waie 
To  farin  well,  I  faie  it  for  no  boft ; 
And  waft  thou  why  ?  but  fhame  it  is  t»  faie. 
For  the  have  1  begon  a  game  to  plaie 
Whiche  that  1  nevir  doen  fhall  eft  for  other, 
Altho  'ne  were  a  thoufande  fold  my  brother  ; 

That  is  to  faie,  for  the  am  I  become, 
Betwixin  game  and  erneft,  foche  a  menc 
As  naakin  women  unt^j  men  to  come, 
All  faie  I  nat,  thou  woft  well  what  I  menCj,. 
For  the  have  I  my  nece,  of  vicis  clene. 
So  fully  made  thy  gentillneffe  to  trift 
That  all  ftiali  ben  right  as  thy  felfin  lift. 

But  God,  that  ail  wotteth,  take  I  to  witnelTe 
That  never  this  for  covetrfe  I  wrought, 
But  onely  for  to  abredge  that  diftreffe 
For  whiche  well  nie  thou  deydift,  as  me  thought  5 
But,  gode  brothir,  doith  now  as  the  ought 
For  Godd'is  love,  and  kepe  her  out  of  blame, 
Sins  thou  art  wife,  and  fave  alwaie  her  name  : 

For  wel  thou  wofte  the  name  as  yet  of  her 
Emonges  the  peple""  as  (who  faieth)  halowed  is,. 
For  that  man  is  unbore,  I  dare  well  fwere. 
That  ever  wift  that  fhe  yet  did  amis  :  ' 

But  wo  is  me  that  I  that  caufe  all  this 
Maie  thinkin  that  fhe  is  my  nece  dere, 
And  I  ber  erne,  and  traitour  eke  ifer^. 
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And  wer  it  wifl  that  I  through  mine  engine 
Had  in  my  nece  iput  th-Is  fantafie 
To  doen  thy  luft,  and  wholly  to  be  thine, 
Why,  all  the  worlde  wouldin  upon  it  crie,, 
And  fayin  that  I  the  worffi  trecherie 
Did  in  this  cafe  that  evir  was  begon, 
And  fhe  fordon,  and  thou  right  nought  iwon. 

Wherefore  er  I  woll  ferthir  gone  or  paaa 
Yet  efte  I  the  befechc  and  fully  faie 
That  privite  go  with  us  in  this  caas. 
That  is  to  faine,  that  thou  us  never  wraie; 
And  be  not  wrothe  thongh  I  the  oftin  praie 
To  holdin  fecrc  foche  an  high  matter, 
For  fkilfull  is,,  thon  wofte  well,  my  praier. 

And  thinke  what  wo  there  hath  betid  er  this 
For  making  of  avauntis,  as  men  rede,, 
And  what  mifchaunce  in  this  worlde  yet  there  is 
Fro  dale  to  dale  right  for  that  wickid  dede, 
For  whiche  thefe  wife  clerkis  that  ben  dede 
Have  evir  this  proverbid  to  us  young, 
That  The  jirji  -utrtue  is  tahpe  the  toung. 

And  n'ere  it  that  I  wilne  as  now  aBredge 
DifFufion  of  fpeche,  I  could  almofte 
A  thoufande  olde  ftories  the  aledge 
Of  women  loite  through  falfe  and  foHs  bofte  j 
Proverbis  canft  thy  felf  inow,,  and  wofte 
Ayenift  that  vice  for  to  ben  a  blabbe 
All  faied'men  fothe,  as  often  as  thei  gabbe. 

0  tongue,  alas  !  fo  oftin  here  before 
Haft  thou  made  many  a  ladie  bright  of  hewe 
Saied,  Welawaie  the  daie  that  I  was  bore  ! 
And  many'  a  maldins  forrowe  for  to  newe ; 
And  for  the  more  parte  all  is  but  untrue 

That  men  of  yelpe  and  it  wer  brought  to  preve  ; 
Of  kind8  none  avauntour  is  to  leve. 

Avauntour  and  a  lier  all  is  one. 
As  thus ;  I  fuppofe  a  woman  graunt  me 
Her  love,  and  faieth  that  othir  woll  fhe  none, 
And  I  am  fworne  to  holdin  it  fecre, 
And  aftir  I  goe  tell  it  two  or  thre  ; 
Iwis  I  ani  a  vauntour  at  the  left, 
And  lier  eke,  for  Fbreke  my  beheft. 

Now  lokith  than  if  thei  be  not  to  blame 
Soche  manir  folk,  what  fhal  I  clege  'hem,  what  ? 
That  'hem  avaunt  of  women,  and  by  name. 
That  J'et  behight  'hem  nevir  this  ne  that, 
Ne  know  in  'hem  no  more  than  mine  olde  hat : 
No  wondir  is,  fo  God  me  fendih  hele. 
Though  women  dredin  with  u3  men  to  dele. 

1  faie  nat  this  for  no  miftruft  of  you, 
Ne  for  no  wife  men,  but  for  folis  nice. 
And  for  the  harme  that  in  the  worlde  is  now 
As  well  for  folic  oft  as  for  malice. 

For  well  wote  I  that  in  wife  folk  that  v'lzz 
Nawoman  drat,  if  flie  be  well'avifed, 
For  Wife  men  ben  by  folis  harme  chafifed. 

But  no,w  to  purpofe,  leve  brothir  dcre  ! 
Have  all'  this  thing  that  I  have  faied  in  minde. 
And  kepe  the  clofe,  and  be  now  of  gode  chere, 
For  all  thy  daies  thou  ihalt  me  true  yfinde; 
I  fhall  thy  proceffe  fet  in  foche  a  kinde. 
And  God  toforne,  that  it  fliall  the  fuffifc, 
For  it  fliall  be  right  as  thou  wolfc  devifci. 


For  well  I  wote  thou  raenlft  well  parde, 
Therefore  I  dare  this  fully  undirtake  ; 
Thou  woft  eke  what  thy  ladie  grauntid  the. 
And  daie  is  fet  the  charteris  to  make  : 
Have  now  gode  night,  I  male  no  lengir  wake. 
And  bid  for  me,  fith  thou  art  now  in  blUTe, 
That  God  riie  fende  deth  or  fone  liffe. 

Wlio  might  ytellin  halfe  the  joie  or  fefte 
Whiche  that  the  foule  of  Troilus  tho  felte  I 
Hering  the'  cfTeA  of  Pandarus  behefte 
His  olde  wo,  that  made  his  herte  to  fvveltj 
Gan  tho  for  joie  to  waftin  and  to  melt. 
And  all  the  reheting  of  his  ilkes  fore 
At  onis  fled,  he  felt  of  'hem  no  more; 

Kut  right  £6  as  thefe  holtes  and  thefe  hayii 
That  han  in  winfir  dedde  yben  and  drie 
Reveftin  'hem  in  grene  whan  that  Male  is. 
Whan  every  luftie  befte  liftith  to  pleie, 
Right  in  that  felfin  wife,  fothe  for  to  feie, 
Woxe  fodainly  his  herte  full  of  joie. 
That  gladdir  was  there  nevir  man  in  Troie  j. 

And  gan  his  loke  on  Pandarus  up  calh  .  . 

Full  fobirly,  and  frendly  on  to  fe. 
And  fayid,  Frende,  in  Aprilis  the  laft. 
As  well  thou  woft,  if  it  remembir  the. 
How  nigh  the  deth  for  wo  thou  founde  nTfej 
And  how  thou  diddift  all  thy  bufineffe 
To  knowe  of  me  the  caufe  of  my  diftreffe  ; 

7  fiou  woft  how  long  I  it  forbare  to  faie 
To  the  that  art  the  man  that  1  beft  trift. 
And  perill  none  was  to  the  to  bewraie, 
That  wift  r  well;  but  tell  me  if  the  lift, 
Sith  \  fo  lothe  was  that  thy  felf  it  wift. 
How  durft  P  mo  tellin  of  this  matere 
That  quake  now  tho  no  wight  male  us  here  2 

But  natheleire,  by  that  God  I  the  fwerc. 
That  a.^i  him  lift  male  all  this  world  governcj . 
And  if  I  He  Achillis  with  his  fpere 
Mine  herte  cleve,  all  were  my  life  eterne. 
As  I  am  mortall,  if  I  late  or  yerne 
Would  it  bewraie,  or  durft,  or  fliouW,  or  conncj 
For  all  the  gode  that  God  made  undir  fonne  j 

That  rathir  die  I  would  and  determine. 
As  thinkith  me  now,  ftockid  in  prifoun. 
In  wretchidnefle,  in  filihe,  and  in  vermine, 
Captife  to  cruill  King  Agamemnoun ; 
And  this  in  all  the  tempHs  of  this  toun,^ 
Upon  the  goddis  all,  I  woll  the  fwere. 
To  morowe  daie,  if  that  the  likith  here. 

And  that  thou  haft  fo  moche  idoen  for  me; 
That  I  ne  male  it  nevirmore  deferve 
This  knowe  1  well,  ali  might  I  now  for  the 
A  thoufande  timis  on  a  morowe  fterve ; 
I  can  no- more  but  that  T  woll  the  ferve 
Right  as  thine  own  flave,  whithir  fo  thou  wende*^ 
For  evirmore  unto  my  liv'is  ende. 

But  here  with  a!  mine  herte  I  the  befechc 
That  nevir  in  me  thou  deme  foche  folic. 
As  I  fhall  faine,  me  thought  by  thy  fpeche. 
That  this  whi_che  thou  me  doeli  for  companie: 
I  fhould  wenin  it  were  a  bauderie  ;  ' 

I  am  not  wode  all  if  I  leude  ybe : 
It  is  nat  fp,  that  wote  I  well  parde* 
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But  He  that  goeth  for  gold  or  for  richeffe 
On  foche  meiTagis,  call  him  what  ye  lift. 
And  this  that  thou  doeft,  call  it  gentilneffe, 
Compaffion,  and  felowfhip,  and  trift, 
Departin  it  fo,  for  widewhere  is  wift 
How  that  there  is  diverfite  requered 
Betwixin  thingis  like,  as  I  have  lered. 

And  that  thou  knowe  I  ne  thinke  not  ne  wene 
That  this  fervice  a  fhame  be  or  a  jape, 
I  have  my  faire  fuftir  Polyxene, 
Caffandra',  Helen,  or  any  of  the  frape. 
Be  flie  never  fo  faire  or  well  ifhape. 
Tell  me  whiche  thou  wilt  of  everichone 
To  have  for  thine,  and  let  me  than  alone. 

But  fith  that  thou  haft  doen  me  this  fervice 
My  life  to  fave,  and  for  non  hope  of  mede, 
So  for  the  love  of  God  this  grete  emprife 
Performe  it  out,  for  now  is  the  mofte  nede  ; 
I'or  high  and  lowe,  withoutin  any  drede, 
I  woU  alwaie  thine  heftis  alle  kepe  : 
Have  now  gode  night,  and  let  us  bothe  fl?pe. 

Thus  held  'hem  eche  of  othir  well  apaied. 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  might  it  bet  amende. 
And  on  the  morowe,  whan  thei  were  araied 
Eche  to  his  owne  nedis  gan  entende; 
But  Troilus,  though  as  the  fire  h^  brende 
For  ftiarpe  defireof  hope  and  ofplefaunce. 
He  not  forgate  his  gode' wife  govirnaunce; 

But  in  himfelf  with  mariBode  gan  reftrain 
Eche  rakill  dede  and  eche  unbridlid  chere. 
That  all  the  that  livin,  fothe  for  to  faine, 
Ne  fliould  have  wifte  by  worde  or  by  manere 
What  that  he  merit  as  touching  this  matere. 
From  evety  wight  as  ferre  as  is  the  cloud, 
He  was  fo  wife,  and  well  diffimu'len  coud. 

And  all  the  while  whiche  that  I  now  devife 
This  was  his  life,  with  all  his  fulle  might, 
By  daie  he  was  in  Mart'is  high  fervice, 
That  is  to  fain,  in  armis  as  a  knight, 
And  fore  the  more  part  all  the  longe  night 
He  lay  and  thought  how  that  he  might  yferve 
His  ladie  befte,  her  thanke  for  to  deferve. 

N'ill  I  not  fwerin,  although  he  laie  foft, 
That  in  his  thought  he  n'as  fomwhat  difefed, 
Ne  that  he  tournid  on  his  pillowes  oft. 
And  would  of  that  him  miflld  have  h:n  efed ; 
But  in  foche  cafe  men  be  nat  alwaie  plefed 
For  aught  I  wote,  no  more  than  was  he, 
That  can  I  deme  of  poffibilite. 

Bbt  certain  is,  to  purpofe  for  to  go, 
That  in  this  while,  as  written  is  in  gefte. 
He  fawe  his  ladie  fomtime,  and  alfo 
She  with  him  fpake  when  that  fhe  durft  and  lefte. 
And  by  ther  both  avife,  as  was  the  befte, 
Appoindtidin  full  warely  in  this  nede. 
So  as  thei  durft,  how  they  wouldin  precede. 

But  it  was  fpokin  in  fo  fhort  a  wife. 
In  foche  awaite  alwaie,  and  in  foche  fere, 
Left  any  wight  divinin  or  divife 
Would  of  'hem  two,  or  to  it  laie  an  ere. 
That  all  this  worlde  fo  lefe  to  'hem  ne  were 
As  that  Cupido  would  'hem  his  gracef  ende 
To  makin  of  ther  purpofe  right  an  ende. 


Butthilke  little  that  thei  fpake  or  wrought 
His  wife  ghofte  toke  aie  of  all  foche  hede. 
It  femid  her  he  wifte  what  fhe  thought 
Withoutin  wbrde,  fo  that  it  was  no  nede 
To  bid  him  aught  to  doen  or  aught  forbede, 
For  which  fhe  thought  that  love,  al  come  it  late^ 
Of  alle  joie  had  openid  her  the  yate. 

And  (hortly  to  thisprdceffe  for  to, pace, 
So  well  his  werke  and  wordis  he  befet 
That  he  fo  full  ftode  in  his  ladie's  grace 
That  twentie  thoufande  timis  er  fhe  let 
She  thonkid  God  flie  evir  with  him  met ; 
So  could  he  him  governe  in  foche  fervice 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  might  it  bet  devife  : 

For  why  ?  llie  founde  him  fo  difcrete  in  all, 
So  fecrete,  and  eke  of  fuch  obcifaunce, 
That  well  fhe  felt  he  was  to  her  a  wall 
Of  fteele,  and  fhelde  from  every  difplefaunce. 
That  to  yben  in  his  gode  govirnaunce. 
So  wife  he  was,  fhe  was  no  more  afered, 
I  mene  as  fere  as  it  ought  ben  requered. 

And  Pandarus  to  quicke  alwaie  the  fire 
Was  evir  ilike  preft  and  diligent ; 
To  efe  his  frende  was  fet  al  his  defire  ; 
He  Ihove  aie  on  ;  he  to  and  fro  wa:s  fent. 
He  lettirs  bare  whan  Troilus  was  abfent, 
That  nevir  man  as  in  his  frend'is  nede 
Ne  bare  him  bet  than  he  withoutin  drede. 

But  now  pdra' venture  fome  man  waitin  wold 
That  every  Worde  or  fonde,  or  loke  or  chere. 
Of  Troilus  that  I  rehercin  fhold. 
In  al  this  while  unto  his  lady  dere, 
I  trowe  it  were  a  long  thing  for  to  here. 
Or  of  what  wight  that  ftonte  in  fuche  diftointe 
His  wordis  al  or  every  loke  to  pointe. 

Forfothe  I  have  not  herde  it  done  er  this 
In  ftorie  none,  ne  no  man  here  1  wene, 
And  though  I  would  yet  I  could  not  iwis. 
For  there  was  fome  epiftel  'hem  betwene 
That  would  (as  faith  min  audor)  welcontene 
Nie  halfe  this  boke,  of  which  him  lift  not  write  3 
How  fhould  I  than  a  line  of  it  endite  ? 

But  to  the  gret  effefte  than  faie  I  thus. 
That  ftbnding  in  Concorde  and  in  quiete 
This  ilke  two,  Crefeide  and  Troilus, 
As  I  have  tolde,  and  in  this  time  fwete  j 
Save  onely  ofte  mightln  thei  not  mete, 
Ne  leilir  have  ther  fpechis  to  fulfelt. 
That  it  befil  right  as  I  fhal  you  tell. 

That  F'andarus,  that  evir  did  his  might 
Right  for  the  fine  that  I  fhal  fpeke  of  here. 
As  for  to  bringin  to  his  houfe  fome  night 
His  faire  nece  and  Troilus  ifere, 
Where  ais  at  leifir  al  this  high  matere 
Touching  her  love  were  at  the  ful  up  bouiidc, 
Had  out  of  doute  a  time  to  it  yfdunde ; 

For  he  with  grete  deliberacion. 
Had  every  thing  that  therto  might  availe 
Forne  caft,  and,put  in  execution, 
And  neithir  lefte  for  cofte  ne  for  travaile ; 
Cotne  if  'hem  lifte  'hem  fhoulde  nothing  failQ 
And  for  to  ben  in  aught  efpyid  there 
That  wifte  he  wel  an  impoflible  were. 
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And  dredvileffe  it  clere  was  in  the  winde 
Of  every  pie  and  every  letgame, 
Now  at  is  wel,  for  al  the  world  is  blinde 
In  this  matir  bothe  fremid  and  tame  ; 
This  timber  is  al  redy  up  to  frame  ; 
Us  lackith  naught  but  that  we  wetip  wold 
A  certaine  houre  in  whiche  Ihe  comin  Ihold, 

And  Troilus,  that  al  this  purveiaunce 
Knew  at  the  ful,  and  waited  on  it  aie, 
Arid  hereupon  eke  made  gret  ordinaunce, 
And  founde  his  caufe  and  therwith  his  aray, 
Yf  that  he  were  ymiffid  night  or  day, 
There  while  he  was  aboutin  this  fervice, 
That  he  was  gon  to  don  his  facrifice, 

And  mufte  at  fuche  a  temple  alone  wake,, 
Anfwerid  of  Apollo  for  to  be, 
And  firft  to  fene  the  holy  laurir  quake 
Er  that  Apollo  fpake  out  of  the  tre, 
To  tellin  him  whan  Grekis  next  fhould  fie; 
And  forthy  let  him  no  man,  God  forbede  \ 
But  praie  Apollo  helpin  in  this  nede. 

Now  is  there  litill  more  for  to  be  done 
But  Pandare  up,  and,  fhortly  for  to  faine. 
Right  fone  upon  the  chaunging  of  the  mone,. 
Whan  lightlelTe  is  thd  world  a  night  or  twaine. 
And  that  the  wellun  fhopehim  forto  faine, 
He  ftreight  amorowe  unto  his  nece  went, 
Ye  have  wel  herde  the  fine  of  his  entente. 

Whan  be  was  comen'  he  gan  anon  to  plaie, 
As  he  was  wont,  and  of  hirafelfe  to  jape. 
And  finally  he  fwore,  and  gan  her  faie 
By  this  and  that,  flie  fhould  him  not  efcape. 
No  lengir  done  him  aftir  her  to  cape, 
But  certainly  that  Ihe  muft,  by  her  leve, 
Come  foupin  in  his  houfe  with  him  at  eve. 

At  which  fhe  lough,  and  gan  her  firft  excufe. 
And  faid,  Itrainith,,lo  !  how  fhould  I  gone  ? 
Let  be,  (quod  he)  ne  ftonde  not  thus  to  mufe; 
This  mote  be  don,  ye  flial  come  there  anone. 
So  at  the  lafl  herof  thei  fel  at  one. 
Or  ellis  foft  he  fwore  her  in  her  ere 
He  n'olde  nevir  comin  there  fhe  were. 

Sone  aftir  this  fhe  unto  him  gan  rown^e. 
And  alkid  him  if  Troilus  were  there  ? 
He  fwore  her  Nay,  for  he  was  out  of  towne. 
And  faid,  What,  nece,  I  pofe  that  he  were  there. 
You  durft  nevir  thereof  have  the  more  fere  ? 
For  rathir  than  men  might  him  there  afpie 
Me  levir  were  a  thoufande  folde  to  die. 

Naught  lifl  mine  auc9:our  fully  to  declare 
What  that  fhe  thought  whan  that  he  faid  her  fo. 
That  Troilus  was  out  of  toune  ifare, 
And  if  he  faide  therof  foth  or  no. 
But  that  without  awaite  with  him  to  go 
She  grauntidhim,  fithe  he  her  that  befought, 
And  as  his  nece  obeyrd  as  her  ought. 

But  nathelelTe  yet  gan  fhe  him  befeche, 
Although  with  him  to  gone  it  was  no  fere. 
For  to  beware  of  gofifhe  peplis  fpeche, 
That  dremin  thingis  whiche  that  nevir  were, 
And  well  avifin  him  whom  he  Ifrought  there ; 
And  faid  him,  Eme,  fens  I  muft  on  you  trift 
Loke  ai  be  wel ;  I  do  now  as  you  lift. 


He  fwore  her  this  by  floclcjs  and  by  .ftones, 
And  by  the  goddis  that  in  hevin  dwell. 
Or  ellis  were  him  levir  foule  and  bones 
With  Pl^ito  King  as  depe  ben  in  hell 
As  Tantalus :  what  fhouldin  I  more  tell  ? 
Whan  al  was  wel  he  rofe  and  toke  his  leve. 
And  fhe  to  foupir  came  whan  it  was  eve, 

With  a  certaine  numbre  of  Iter  owne  men. 
And  with  her  fayir  nece  Antigone, 
And  othir  of  her  women  nine  or  ten  ; 
But  who  was  glad  nowe,  who,  as  trowyin  ye  \ 
But  Troilus,  that  ftode  and  might  it  fe 
Throughout  a  litil  window  in  a  ilewe, 
Ther  he  befhet  till  midnight  was  in  mewe, 

Unwift  of  every  wight  but  of  Pandare. 
But  to  the  point.    Now  whan  that  fhe  was  comer 
With  al  joie,  and  all  her  frendis  in  fare. 
Her  eme  anone  in  armis  hath  her  nome. 
And  aftir  to  the  foupir  al  and  fome. 
Whan  as  time  was^  ful  fofte  thei  'hem  yfet, 
Ood  wot  there  was  no  deinte  ferre  to  fet. 

And  aftir  foupir  gonnin  thei  to  rife. 
At  efe  wel,  with  hertis  full  frefh  and  glade. 
And  wel  was  him  that  coude  bell  devife 
To  likin  her,  or  that  her  laughin  made  : 
He  fonge,  fhe  plaide ;  he  tolde  a  tale  of  Wade- 
But  at  the  laft,  as  every  thing  hath  ende. 
She  toke  her  leve,  and  nedis  would  thens  wendc. 

But,  o  Fortune  1  executrice  of  wierdes, 

0  influencis  of  thefe  hevins  hie  1 

Soth  is  that  undir  God  ye  ben  our"  hierdes. 
Though  to  us  beftis  ben  the  caufis  wrie ; 
This  mene  I  now,  for  fhe  gan  homward  hie  j 
But  execute  was  al  befide  her  leve 
The  goddis  wil^  for  whiche  fhe  muft  bileve. 

The  bente  mone  with  her  hornis  all  pale, 
Saturn  and  Jove,  in  Cancro  joynid  were. 
That  fuche  a  raine  from  hevin  gan  availe 
That  every  manir  woman  that  was  there 
Had  of  that  Imoky  raine  a  very  fere. 
At  the  which  Pandare  tho  lough,  and  faid  thennCj 
Now  were  it  time  a  lady  to  gone  henne  ? 

But,  gode  nece,  if  that  I  might  evir  plefe 
You  any  thing,  than  pray  I  you  (quod  he) 
To  don  mine  hert  as  now  fo  gret  an  efe 
As  for  to  dwell  here  al  this  night  with  me; 
For  why  ?  this  is  your  owne  houfe  parde. 
For  by  my  trouthe,  I  fay  it  nat  in  game. 
To  wende  as  nowe  it  were  to  me  a  fhame» 

Crefeide,  which  that  could  as  mokil  gode 
As  halfe  a  world,  toke  hede  of  his  prayere. 
And  fens  it  rained,  and  al  was  in  a  fiode. 
She  thought  as  gode  chepe  may  I  dwellin  here. 
And  graunt  it  gladly  with  a  frend'is  chere. 
And  have  a  thonke,  as  grutche  and  than  abide. 
For  home  to  gon  it  may  nat  well  betide. 

I  wol,  (quod  fhe)  mine  uncle  lefe  and  dere ! 
Sens  that  you  lift ;  it  fkil  is  to  be  fo  ; 

1  am  right  glad  with  you  to  dwellin  here  ; 
I  feide  but  in  game  that  I  wolde  goe. 
Iwis  graunt  mercy  !  nece,  (quod  he)  tho; 
Were  it  a  game  or  no,  the  fothe  to  tell. 
Now  am  I  glad  fens  that  you  lift  to  dweli. 


i 


3^8 


TROILtrS   AND   CRESEIDE. 


Soie  m. 


Thus  al  Is  wel ;  but  tho  began  aright 
*rhe  newe  joy,  and  al  the  feftiagaine ; 
But  Pandarus,  if  godely  had  he  might, 
He  would  have  hyid  hei-  to  bedde  full  fairie, 
And  faid,  O  Lorde  1  this  is  an  huge  f  aine. 
This  were  a  wethir  for  to  flepin  inj 
And  that  1  rede  u^  fon<5  to  begin  : 

And,  neCe,  wot  ye  where  I  wol  ydii  laie  ? 
For  that  we  fliiil  n<tt  Hggin  ferre  afondef. 
And  for  ye  fleithir  fhullin;  dare  I  faie^ 
Heriri  the  hoife  of  rainis  ne  of  thonder, 
By  God  right  in  my  litil  clo'fet  yonder^ 
And  I  wol  in  that  littir  hoUfe  alorie 
Ben  wardain  of  your  women  everichone ; 

And  in  this  middle  chambrc  that  ye  fe 
Shal  all  your  women  flepin  wel  and  fofte, 
And  there  I  fayid  flial  your  felvin  be 
And  if  ye  liggin  wel  to  night  come  ofte, 
And  carith  not  what  wethir  is  alofte. 
Goth  in  anone,  and  whan  fo  that  ye  left 
Go  we  to  flepe,  1  trowe  it  be  the  beft. 

There  n'is  nd  more,  but  here  aftir  fone 
Thei  drank,  voidid,  and  curtins  drew  anone ; 
Gan  every  wight  that  hadde  nought  to  done 
More  in  the  place  out  of  the  charribre  gone ; 
Afaci  evir  rflore  fo  fternelicha  it  rone. 
And  blewe  therwith  fo  wonderliche  loudcj 
That  wel  nigh  no  man  herin  othir  coude, 

Tho  Pandarus  her  eme,  right  as  him  ought, 
With  women  fuche  as  were  her  moft  aboute, 
ful  glad  unto  her  bedd'is  fide  her  brought, 
And  toke  his  leve,  and  gan  ful  lowe  to  loutCj 
And  faid,  Here  at  this  clofet  dore  withoute 
Right  ovirthwart  your  women  liggin  allj 
That  whom  ye  lift  ef  'hem  ye  maie  fone  call. 

So  whan  that  Ihe  was  in  the  clofet  laide. 
And  al  her  women  forth  by  oi'dinauhce 
A  bedde  werinj  there  as  I  have  yfaide, 
There  n'as  no  more  to  fkippin  nor  to  praunce 
But  bodin  go  to  bedde  with  mifchaunce, 
If  any  wight  ftering  were  any  where. 
And  let  'hem  flepin  that  abedde  ywere. 

But  Pandarus,  that  wel  couthe  eche  adelg 
The  olde  daunce,  and  every  point  therin, 
Whan  that  he  wifte  that  all  thing  was  wele, 
He  thought  he  wolde  upon  his  werke  begin. 
And  gan  the  ftewe  dore  all  foft  unpin 
As  ftil  as  ftone,  withoutin  lengir  lette  ; 
By  Troilus  adoun  right  he  him  fette. 

And,  ftiortly  to  the  pointe  right  for  to  gone, 
Of  al  this  werke  he  told  him  ofde  and  ende. 
And  fayid,  Make  the  redy  right  anone. 
For  thou  ftialt  into  hevin  bliffe  ywende. 
Now  blifsful  Venus!  thou  me  grace  yfende, 
(Quod  Troilus)  for  nevir  yet  no  nede 
Had  I  er  now,  ne  halfindele  the  drede. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Ne  drede  the  ner  a  dele. 
For  it  fhal  be  right  as  thou  wolt  defire; 
So  thrive  I  this  night  Ihal  I  make  it  wele, 
Or  caftin  all  the  gruil  in  the  fire. 
Yet,  blifsful  Venus  !  this  night  thou  me'  enfpire, 
(Qucd  Troilus)  as  wis  as  I  the  ferve, 
And  evir  bet  and  bet  Ihal  til  I  fterve, 


And  if  I  had,  o  Venus  ful  of  mitthe ! 
Afpedis  badde  of  Mars  or  of  Saturne, 
Or  thou  Combufte,  or  let  were  in  my  birth, 
Thy  father  pray  I  al  thilke  harme  difturne 
Of  grace,  and  that  I  glad  aien  maie  turne. 
For  love  of  him  thou  lovideft  in  the  fhawe, 
'  I  mene  Adon,  that,  with  the  bore  was  flawe  ; 

O  Jove  !  eke  for  the  love  of  faire  Europe, 
The  which  in  form  of  bulle  awaie  thou  fet ; 
Now  heipe,  o  Mars  !  that  with  thy  blody  cope. 
For  lote  of  Cypriaj  thou  me  nought  ne  let ; 
O  Phoebus  I  thinke  when  Daphne  her  felve  fliet 
Undir  the  barke,  and  laurir  woxe  for  drede. 
Yet  for  her  love  o  helpe  nie  at  this  nede  ! 

O  Mercuric  !  for  the  love  of  her  eke 
For  which  Pallas  was  with  AgUuros  wrothe 
Now  helpe ;  and  eke  Diane !  I  the  befeke 
T  hat  this  viage  ne  be  nat  to  the  lothe  ; 

0  Fatall  Suftrin  !  whiche  or  any  clothe 
Me  fhapin  was  my  deftine  me  fponne. 
So  helpith  to  this  werke  that  is  begonne ! 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Thou  wretchid  mouc'is  hertj 
Art  thou  agaft  fo  that  flie  wol  the  bite  i 
Why,  do  on  this  furred  cloke  upon  thy  Iherte, 
And  folowe.  me,  for  I  wol  have  the  wite. 
But  bide,  and  let  me  gon  before  alite  ; 
And  with  that  worde  he  gan  undone  a  trappe. 
And  Troilus  he  brought  in  by  the  lappe. 

The  fterne  winde  fo  loude  began  to  route 
That  no  wight  other'is  noife  might  yhere, 
And  thei  that  layin  at  the  dore  without 
Full  fikirly  thei  fleptin  all  ifere  ; 
And  Pandarus  with  a  ful  fobre  chere 
Goth  to  the  dore  anon  withoutin  lette 
There  as  thei  lay,  and  foftily  it  fliette ; 

And  as  he  came  ayenwarde  privily 
His  nece  awoke,  and  afkith.  Who  goeth  there  ? 
Mine  owne  dere  nece  !   (quod  he)  it  am  I, 
Ne  wondrith  not,  he  have  of  it  no  fere ; 
And  nere  he  came,  and  faid  her  in  her  ere, 
No  worde  for  love  of  God  I  you  befeche, 
Let  no  wight  rife  and  herin  of  our  fpeche. 

What !  whiche  waie  be  ye  comen  ?  Benedicite  f 
(Quod  flie)  and  how  thus  unwifte  of  'hem  all  ? 
Here  at  this  fecret  trappe  dore  (quod  he.) 
(Quod  tho  Crefeide)  Let  me  fome  wight  call. 
Eigh  :  God  forbid  that  it  Ihould  fo  befall 
(Quod  Pandarus)  that  ye  fuche  foly  wrought ! 
Thei  might  demin  thing  that  thei  nevir  thought. 

It  it  nat  gode  ajleping  bounde  to  nvake. 
Ne  yeve  a  wight  a  caufe  for  to  divine ; 
Your  women  flepin  al  I  undirtake. 
So  that  for  them  the  houfe  men  mightin  mine. 
And  flepin  wollen  till  the  funne  ftiine. 
And, when  my  tale  ybrought  is  to  an  ende 
Unwift  right  as  I  came  fo  wol  I  wende. 

Now,  nece  mine,  ye  fluil  well  undirftonde, 
(Quod  he)  fo  as  ye  women  demin  all, 
That  for  to  holde  in  love  a  man  in  hondc. 
And  him  her  lefe  and  her  dere  hert  to  caU, 
And  makin  him  an  how  above  a  call, 

1  mene,  as  love  an  othir  in  mene  while. 
She  doth  her  felfc  a  Ihame  and  hipi,  a  gile. 
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Now  whel-by  ttiat  I  tellin  you  al  this 
Ye  wote  your  felfe  as  welas  any  wight; 
How  that  your  love  al  fully  grauntid  is 
To  Troilus,  that  is  the  wcrthieft  wight 
One  of  the  world,  and  therto  trouth  iplight, 
That  but  it  were  on  him  alonge  ye  h'olde 
Him  nevir  falfin  while  ye  levin  flicMe. 

Now  ftonte  it  thus,  that  fith  I  fro  you  went 
This  Troilus,  right  platly  for  to  feine, 
Is  through  a  guttir  by  a  privy  went 
Into  my  chambre  come  in  al  this  reine, 
Unwift  of  every  manir  wight  certaine 
Save  of  my  felfe,  as  wifely  have  I  joie, 
And  by  the  faith  I  owe  Priam  of  Troie  : 

And  he  i*  come  in  fuche  paine  and  diftreffe 
That  but  he  be  all  fully  wode  by  this 
He  fodainly  mote  fall  into  wodeneffe 
Eut  if  God  helpe  :  and  the  caufe  why  is  this. 
He  faith,  him  told  is  of  a  frende  of  his 
How  that  ye  fliould  love  one  that  hight  Horaft, 
For  forow  of  which  this  liight  fhal  be  his  laft. 

Crefeide,  whiche  that  al  this  wondir  herde, 
Gan  fodainly  aboute  her  hert  to  colde, 
And  with  a  figh  ftie  forowfully  anfwerdj 
Alas !  I  wende  whofoere  talis  toldej 
My  dere  hert,  certis,  eme,  would  me  nat  holde 
So  lightly  faulfe  :  alas  '   conceitis  wrong 
What  harme  thei  done  !  for  now  live  I  to  long. 

Hqraflre,  alas  !  and  falfm  Troilus  1 
I  knowe  him  not,  God  helpe  rrie  fo  !  (quod  flie.) 
Alas  !  what  wicldd  fpirite  tolde  him  thus  ? 
Now  certis,  eme,  to  morow'  and  I  hini  fe 
I  fhal  ther'of  as  full  excufin  me 
As  evir  did  woman,  if  that  him  like, 
And  with  that  worde  flie  gan  full  fore  to  fike. 

Q  God!  (quod  fhe)  fo  worldly  felineffe, 
Whiche  clerkis  callin  falfe  felicite, 
Ymedlid  is  with  many'  a  bitterneffe 
Ful  anguiflious,  that  is,  God  wote,  (quod  fhe) 
Condicion  of  veine  profperite. 
For  eithir  joyis  comin  nat  ifere, 
Or  ellis  no  wight  hath  'hem  alwaie  here, 

Q.brotil  wele  of  mann*is  joie  unliable  ! 
With  what  v\^ight  fo  thou  be,  or  how  thou  playe, 
Eithir  he  wote  that  thou  joie  art  mutable. 
Or  wpte  it  nate,  it  mote  been  one  of  twaie  : 
Now  if  he  wote  it  nat  how  male  he  faie 
That  hfe  hath  very  joie  and  filineffe 
That:  is  of  ignoraunce  aie  in  darkenefTe  ?' 

Now  if  he  wote  that  joy  is  tranfitory, 
(As  every  joie  of  worldly  thing  mote  flie) 
Than  every  time  he  that  hath  in  memory 
The  dredfi  of  lefing  makith  him  that  he 
May  in  no  parfite  fikerneffe  ybe. 
And  if  to  lefe  his  joie  he  fet  a  mite 
Than  femith  it  that  joy  is  worth  ful  lite. 

Wherforc  1  wol  define  in  this  matere. 
That  truily  for  aught  I  can  efpie 
There  is  no  very  wele  in  this  world  here  ; 
But  o  thou  wickid  ferpent  Jeaioufie ! 
Thou  mifbelevid,  envious  folie, 
Why  haft  thou  Troilus  rnade  me  to  untrift, 
SThat  nevir  yet  agilte  him  that  1  wifle  ? 
Vol.  I. 


(Quod  Pandarus)  Thus  fallin  iS  this  caaS. 
Why,  uncle  mine,  (quod  (he)  who  tolde  him  this  J 
And  why  doth  my  dere  herte  thus  alaa  ! 
Ye  wote,  ye,  nece  min,  (quod  he)  what  it  is ; 
I  hope  al  ftial  be  wel  that  is  amis. 
For  ye  maie  quenche  al  this  if  that  you  left  j 
And  doeth  right  fo ;  I  holde  it  for  the  beft. 

So  llial  I  do  to  morow',  iwis,  (quod  flie) 
And  God  toforne,  fo  that  it  fhal  fuffice. 
To  morow,  alas !  that  were  faire  (quod  he.} 
Nay,  nay,  it  maie  nat  ftondin  in  this  wife, 
\  For,  nece  mine,  thus  writin  clerkis  wife. 
That  Perii  is  -with  dretchhig  in  ydraive  ; 
Nay,  fuche  abodis  ben  nat  worthe  an  hawe. 

Nece,  alle  thing  hath  time,  I  dare  avowQj 
For  whan  a  chambre'  a  fire  is  or  an  hall, 
Wel  more  rjede  is  it  fodainly  refcowe 
Than  to  difpute  and  afke  amongis  all 
How  is  this  candil  in  the  ftrawe  yfall  ? 
Ah,  benedicite  !  for  al  among  that  fare 
The  harme  is  done,  and  farwel  feldcfare. 

And,  nece  mine,  ne  take  it  nat  agrefe 
If  that  ye  fufFre'  him  al  night  in  this  wo  ; 
God  helpe  me  fo  ye  had  him  nevir  lefe ; 
What  dare  I  fain,  now  there  is  but  we  twoj 
But  wel  I  wote  that  ye  wol  nat  fo  do. 
Ye  ben  to  w^ife  to  don  fo  gret  folie, 
To  put  his  life  al  night  in  jeopardie. 

Had  I  him  nevir  lefe  ?  by  God  I  wene 
Ye  ne  had  nevir  thing  fo  lefe,  (quod  flie.) 
Now  by  my  thrifte  (quod  he)  that  fhall  be  fene^ 
For  fithe  ye  make  this  enfample  of  me , 
If  I  al  night  would  him  in  forowe  fe  , 

For  al  the  trefour  in  the  toune  of  Troie^ 
I  bidde  God  that  I  nevir  mote  have  joie. 

Now  loke  than  if  ye  that  ben  his  love 
Should  put  his  life  all  night  in  jeopardy 
For  thing  of  nought :  now  by  that  God  above- 
Nat  onely  this  delaie  cometh  of  folie 
But  of  malice,  if  that  I  fhould  nat  lie  : 
What  I  .platly  and  ye  fuffre'  him  in  diftrefTe 
Ye  neithir  bounte  done  ne  gentllneffe. 

(Quodtho  Crefeide)  Wol  ye  done  o  thing, 
And  ye  therwith  fhal  ftinte  al  his  difefe. 
Have  here  and  berith  him  this  bltwe  ring, 
For  there  is  nothing  might  him  bettir  plefe 
Save  I  myfelfe,  ne  more  his  hert  apefe  ; 
And  faie,  my  dere  herte  !  that  his  forowe 
Is  cauf  eleffe,  that  fhal  he  fene  to  morowe. 

A  ringe  !   (quod  he)  ye  hafilwodis  fhaken  f 
Ye,  nece  mine,  that  ring  muft  have  a  ftone, 
A  ftone  which  that  might  ded  men  alive  makenj 
And  luche  a  ring  trowe  I  that  ye  have  none  : 
Difcrecion  out  of  your  hed  is  gone. 
That  fele  I  now,  (quod  he)  and  that  is  routhe  ; 

0  time  iloft,  wel  maift  thou  curlin  flouthe  ! 
Wote  ye  not  wel  that  noble  and  hie  coragc 

Ne  foroweth  nat,  ne  ftintith  eke  for  lite. 
But  if  a  fole  were  in  a  jelous  rage 

1  n'olde  fettin  at  his  forowe  3.  mite, 
But  fefte  him  with  a  few  wordis  white 

An  othir  deie,  whan  that  I  might  him  finde  j 
But  this  thing  ftant  al  in  anothir  kindc ; 
A  a 
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This  is  fo  gentle'  and  fo  tendir  of  herte 
That  with  his  dcth  he  wol  his  forowes  vvreke, 
For  truil  it  wel  how  fore  fo  that  him  fmeite 
He  wbl  to  you  no  jelous  wordis  Ipeke  ; 
And  forthy,  nece,  er  that  his  hert  to  breke. 
So  fpeke  your  felfe  to  him  of  this  matere. 
For  with  a  worde  ye  maie  his  herte  flere. 

Now  have  I  tolde  what  peril  he  is  in, 
And  his  coming  unwift  to  every  wight, 
Ne  parde  harme  maie  there  be  none  ne  fin, 
I  wol  my  felf  be  with  youal  this  night; 
Ye  know  eke  how  it  is  your  owne  knight. 
And  by  that  right  ye  mufl  upon  him  trifle. 
And  I  al  preft  to  fetche  hito  when  you  lifle. 

This  accident  fo  pitous  was  to  here, 
And  eke  fo  like  a  fothe,  at  prime  face. 
And  Troilusher  knight,  to  her  fo  dere, 
His  prive  comming,  and  the  fikir  place. 
That  though  fhe  thaught  fhe  did  him  than  a  grace, 
Confidirid  all  thingis  as  they  ftode, 
No  wondir  is,  fens  he  did  al  for  gode. 

Crefcide  aafwerde,  As  wifely  God  at  rtS, 
My  foule"  bring  as  me  is  for  him  wo. 
And,  eme,  iwis  falne  would  I  don  the  befl. 
If  that  I  a  grace  had  for  to  do  fo  ; 
But  whethij?  that  ye  dwe!  or  for  him  go 
I  am,  til  God  me  bettir  rainde  fende. 
At  Dulcarnon,  right  at  my  witt'isende. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Ye,  nece,  wol  ye  herff, 
Dulcarno-n  clepid  is  fleming  of  wretches. 
It  fcmith  hard,  for  wretchis  wol  nought  lere 
For  very  flouthe,  or  othir  wilfuU  tetchcs, 
This  faid  is  by  them  that  ben't  worth  two  fetches  ; 
But  ye  ben  wife,  and  that  ye  ban  on  honde 
N'isneithir  harde  ne  fkilful  ta  withftonde. 

Than,  eme,  (quod  fhe)  doeth  hereof  as  you  lifl, 
But  er  he  come  I  wol  up  firfl  arife. 
And  for  the  love  of  God,  fensal  my  trill: 
jis  on  you  two,  and  ye  beth  bothe  wife, 
So  werkith  now,  in  fo  difcrete  a  wife. 
That  I  honour  maie  have  and  he  plefaunce, 
For  I  am  here  al  in  your  govirnaunce. 

That  is  wel  faid,  (quod  he)  my  nece  dere  I 
Tliere  gode  thrifte  on  that  wife  gentill  herte; 
But  liggith  ftill,  and  takith  him  right  here. 
It  nedith  nat  no  ferthir  for  him  fterte  ; 
And  eche  of  you  efe  othir  forowes  fmert. 
For  love  of  God  and  Venus  I  the  herie, 
For  fone  hope  I  that  we  IhuUin  ben  merie. 

This  Troilus  full  fone  on  knees  him  fette 
Ful  fobrcly  right  by  her  bedd'is  hed, 
Azid  in  his  belle  wife  his  lady  grette; 
But  Lord  1  fo  file  woxe  fodainliche  all  red, 
And  thought  anone  how  that  fhe  fliulde  be  dedde  ; 
She  coulde  nat  o  worde  aright  out  bringe, 
So  fodainly  for  his  fodalne  cominge. 

Eat  Pandarus,  that  fo  wel  could  fele 
Jji  every  thing,  to  piaie  anon  began, 
And  fayid,  Nece,  fe  how  this  lord  gan  knele, 
Now  for  your  troutho  fe  this  gentil  man; 
And  with  that  worde  he  for  a  quilhin  ran. 
And  Ciid,  Knelith  now  whilis  that  thou  lc{le, 
There  Cod  your  hertis  bring  fone  to  refte. 


Can  I  naught  fain,  for  fhe  bad  him  nat  rife, 
If  forowe'  it  put  out  of  her  remembraunce, 
Or  ellis  that  foe  toke  it  in  the  wife 
Of  duetie  as  for  his  obferva.unce  ; 
But  well  finde  I  ftie  did  him  this  plefaunce. 
That  fhe  him  kill,  although  fhe  fikid  fore. 
And  bad  him  fit  adoun  withoutin  more. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  Now  wol  ye  well  bejin, 
Now  doth  him  fittin  doune,  gode  nece  dere  I 
Upon  your  bedd'is  fide,  al  there  within. 
That  eche  of  you  the  bet  maie  othir  here  ; 
And  with  that  worde  he  drew  him  to  the  fere, 
And  toke  a  light,  and  found  his  countinauncc 
As  for  to  loke  upon  an  old  romaunce. 

Crefeide,  that  was  Troilus  lady  right. 
And  clere  ftode  in  a  grounde  of  fikirneffe. 
All  thought  fhe  that  her  fervaunt  and  her  knight 
Ne  fliuIde  of  trouthe  none  unright  of  her  geffe, 
Yet  nathdeffe,  confidrid  his  diftreffe. 
And  that  love  is  in  caufe  of  fuche  folic. 
Thus  to  him  fpake  (he  of  his  jeloufie  : 

I>o,  herte  mine !  as  would  the  excellence 
Of  love,  aienft  the  whiche  that  no  man  maie, 
Ne  ought  eke  godely  makin  refiflence. 
And  eke  bicaufe  I  felte  wel  and  faie 
Your  grete  trouth  and  fervice  every  date. 
And  that  your  hert  al  mine  was,  foth  to  faine. 
This  drove  me  for  to  rewe  upon  your  paine  ; 

And  your  godenes  have  1  founden'  alway  yet, 
Of  whiche  my  dere  hert,  and  al  my  knight  1 
I  thanke  it  you,  as  ferre  as  I  have  wit, 
Al  can  I  nat  as  much  as  it  were  right; 
And  I  emforth  my  conning  and  my  might 
Have,  and  aie  (hal,  how  fore  fo  that  me  fmert, 
Ben  to  you  trewe  and  wkole  with  all  mine  hert; 

And  dredileffe  that  fhal  be  founde  at  preve  j 
But,  herte  mine  1  what  al  this  is  to  faine 
Shal  well  be  told,  fo  that  ye  nought  you  greve. 
Though  I  to  you  right  on  your  felf  complaine^ 
For  therewit-h  mene  I  finally  the  paine 
That  halt  your  hert  and  mine  in  hcvinefle 
Fully  to  flaine,  and  every  wrong  redrelTe. 

My  gode  hert  mine !  n'ot  I  for  why  ne  hoMF 
That  Jeloufy,  alas  !  that  wicked  wivere. 
Thus  caufeleffe  is  cropin  into  you. 
The  harme  of  whiche  I  would  fain  delivere  : 
Alas  !  that  he  all  whole  or  of  hira  flivere 
Should  have  his  refute  in  fo  digne  a  place  ! 
Than  Jove  him  fone  out  of  your  herte  erace  I 

But  o  thou  Jove  !  o  audirour  of  nature  1' 
Is  this  All  honour  to  thy  dignite 
That  folke  ungilty  fuffrin  here  injure. 
And  who  that  gilty  is  al  quite  gocth  be  ? 
O  were  it  lefuU  for  to  plaine  of  the, 
That  undefcrvid  fuffrift  jeloufie. 
Of  that  I  would  upon  the  plaine  and  crie. 

Eke  al  my  wo  is  this,  that  folke  now  ufen 
To  faine  right  thus  ;  Ye,  jeloufie  is  love, 
And  would  a  bulbil  of  venim  excufen. 
For  that  a  grane  of  love  is  on  it  Ihove, 
But  that  wote  high  Jove  that  fittin  above 
If  it  be  likir  love,  or  hate,  or  grame. 
And  aftir  that  it  ought  to  here  his  namCi 
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But  certaine  is  fomc  mamr  jeloufie 
Is  excufable  more  than  fome  iwis, 
As  whan  caufe  is  and  fome  fuche  fahtafie^ 
With  pite  that  fo  wel  expreflid  is 
That  it  unnethis  doeth  or  faith  amis, 
But  godely  drinkith  up  al  his  diftreffe. 
And  that  excufe  I  for  the  gentilijeife. 

And  fome  fo  ful  of  fury'is  and  difpite 
That  it  furmountith  his  reprefflon ; 
But,  herte  mine  1  ye  be  nat  in  that  plite, 
That  thonke  I  God,  for  whiche  your  pafllon 
1  wol  nat  cal  it  but  illufibn 
Of  haboundaunce  of  love  and  befy  cure, 
That  doth  your  herte  this  difefe  endure ; 

Of  which  I  aril  right  fory  but  nat  wrothe, 
But  for  my  devoir  and  your  hert'is  refte. 
Where  fo  you  lift,  by  ordal  or  by  othe, 
By  forte,  or  in  what  wife  fo  that  you  lefte,' 
For  love  of  God  let  preve  it  for  the  befte. 
And  if  that  I  be  gilty  do  me  die ; 
Alas ;  what  might  I  more  or  done  or  feie  ? 

And  tho  with  that  a  fewe  bright  teris  neWe 
Out  of  her  eyiii  fel,  and  thus  fhe  feide ; 
Now  God,  thou  woft  in  thought  ne  dede  untrewe 
To  Troilus  was  nevir  yet  Crefeide ; 
With  that  her  bed  doun  in  the  bed  flie  leide, 
And  with  the  fhete  it  wrie,  and  fighid  fore, 
And  held  her  pece  ;  nat  a  word  fpake  flie  more. 

But  now  helpe  God  to  quench  al  this  forow, 
So  hope  I  that  he  flial,  for  he  befte  may, 
Fot  /  Sa-vejene  of  a  ful  mifty  moroiu 
Folotaenful  oft  a  meryfotnii-'s  day. 
And  Aftir  luint'ir foloiueth grene  May  • 
Men  fene  all  day,  and  redin  eke  in  ftories, 
That  Aftir Jharp! Jlour'u  ben  viSiorics. 

This  Troilus,  when  he  her  wotdis  herde. 
Have  ye  no  care  him  lift^  nat  to  fiepe, 
For  it  thought  him  no  ftrokis  of  a  yerde 
To  here  or  fe  Crefeide  his  lady  wepe. 
But  wel  he  felte  about  his  herte  crepe. 
For  every  tere  whiche  that  Crefeide  afterte, 
The  crampe  of  deth  to  ftraine  him  by  the  herte. 

And  in  his  minde  he  gan  the  time  accurfe 
'That  he  came  there,  and  that  he  was  yborne. 
For  now  his  wicke  ytournid  into  worfe. 
And  all  that  labour  he  hath  doen  beforne 
He  wende  it  loft,  he  thought  it  n'as  but  lorrie  : 
O  Pandarus !  thought  he,  alus !  thy  wile 
Servith  of  noughit,  fo  welawaie  the  while  ! 

And  therwith  all  he  hing  adoune  his  heddc, 
And  fell  on  knees,  and  forowfully  fight : 
What  might  he  fain  ?  he  felt  he  n'as  but  dedde, 
For  wroth  was  ftie  that  fliould  his  forowes  light; 
But  natheleffe  whan  that  he  fpekij^  might, 
Thanfaid  he  thus,;  God  wote  that  of  this  gaOie 
Whan  all  is  ^ift  than  am  I  nat  to  blame. 

Therwith  the  forowe  in  hcrt  fo  fliet 
That  from  his  eyin  fell  there  nat  a  tere, 
And  every  fpirite  his  vigour  in  knet. 
So  thei  aftonied  and  opprelTid  were ; 
The  feling  of  his  forowe  or  his  fere^ 
Or  of  aught  cllis,  fledde  were  out  of  toune  ; 
Adouae  he  fell  all  fodainly  in  fwoune, 


,  This  was  no  little  forowe  for  to  fe, 
But  all  was  huih't,  and  Pandare  up  as  faft  j 
O  nece  !  pece^  or  we  be  loft  (quod  he  ;) 
Bethe  nat  agaft  j.  but  certain  at  the  laft 
For  this  or  that  he  into  bedde  him  caft^ 
And  faide,  O  thefe  !  is  this  a  mann'is  herte  ? 
And  of  he  rent  all  to  his  bare  flierte. 

And  fayid,  Nece,  but  and  ye  helpe  Us  noWj 
Alas !  your  owne  Troilus  ia  lorue. 
Iwis  fo  would  I,  stnd  I  wiftc  how, 
Full  fain,  (quod  Ihe,)  Alas  that  I  was  borne! 
Ye,  nec^,  woll  ye  pulliti  out  the  thorne 
That  ftiketh  in  his  herta  (qiiod  Pandare  ?) 
Saie  all  foryeve,  and  ftint  is  all  this  fare. 

Ye,  that  to  me  (quod  (he)  full  levir  were 
Than  all  the  gode  the  funne  about  ygoeth ; 
And  therewithal!  fhe  fwore  him  in  his  ere, 
Iwis,  my  dere  herte  '.  I  am  not  wrothe. 
Have  here  my  trbuth,  and  many'  an  othir  dthe.* 
Now  fpeke  to  me,  for  it  am  I  Crefeide  : 
But  all  for  naught ;  yet  might  he  not  abreide. 

Therwith  his  poulce  and  paumis  of  his  hondes 
Theigari  to  frote,  and  wete  his  templis  twaini 
And  to  delivir  him  fro  bittir  bondes 
She  oft  hirti  kift;  and,  fliortly  for  to  fain. 
Him  to  rewakin  flie  did  all  her  pain  ; 
And  at  the  laft  he  gan  his  breth  to  drawe, 
And  of  his  fwough  fone  aftir  that  adawe. 

And  gan  bet  minde  and  refon  to  him  takej 
But  wondir  fore  he  was  abafhed  iwis. 
And  with  a  figh  whan  he  gan  bet  awake 
He  faied,  O  mercie,  God    what  thing  is  this?  ' 
Why  doe  ye  with  your  felvin  thus  amis  ? 
(Quod  tho  Crefeide)  is  this  a  mann'is  game  ? 
What,  Troilus  !  woU  ye  do  thus  for  ftiame  ? 

And  therwithall  her  arme  ovre'  him  ftie  laidcj 
And  all  foryave,  and  oftin  time  him  keft  : 
He  thonkid  her,  and  to  her  fpake  and  faied 
As  fill  to  purpofe  for  his  hert'is  reft  ; 
And  ftie  to  that  anfwerde  him  as  her  left. 
And  with  her  godelie  wordis  him  difport 
She  gan,  and  oft  his  forowes  to  comfort. 

(Quod  Pandarus)  For  aught  I  can  afpien 
This  light  nor  I  ne  fcrving  here  of  naught, 
Light  is  nat  gode  for  fike  folkis  eyen  ; 
But  for  the  love  of  God,  fens  ye  ben  brought 
In  this  gode  plite,  let  now  non  hevy  thought 
Ben  hangid  in  the  hertis  of  you  twey  ; 
And  bare  the  candle  towardes  the  chimney, 

Sone  after  this,  thcmgh  it  no  nede  ywere. 
Whan  fhe  foche  othis  as  her  lift  devife  ' 

Had  of  him  takiri,  her  thought  tho  ho  fere 
Ne  caufe  eke  none  to  bid  him  thennis  rife  ; 
Yet  lefle  thing  than  othis  maie  fuffice 
In  fnany*  a  cafe,  for  eVery  Wight  I  geffc  ' 

That  Jovith  well  menith  but  gentilneffe. 

But  in  effect  ftie  would  y  wete  anon 
Of  what  man,  and  eke  where,  and  alfo  why^ 
He  jeloys  was,  fens  there  was  caufe  non. 
And  eke  the  figne  whiche  that  he  toke  it  by. 
She  bade  him  that  to  tell  her  bufily, 
Or  ellis  certain  fhe.  bare  him  on  honde 
That  this  was  dcen  of  malice,  her  to  fonde^, 
A  a  ij 
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Withoutin  more,  {Iiortly  for  to  fain, 
He  muft  obeie  unto  his  ladle's  hefl, 
And  for  the  lafle  harme  he  muft  fomwhat  fain ; 
He  faied  her,  Whan  flie  'Was  at  foche  a  fell 
She  might  on  him  have  lokid  at  the  left;- 
N'ot  I  nat  what  (all  dcre  inough  a  riflie) 
As  he  that  nedis  muft  a  caufe  out  fifhe. 

And  Ihe  anfwerde,  Swete  hert !  all  were  it  fo, 
^Vhai  Tiarnie  was  that,  fmce  I  non  evill  mene  ? 
For  by  that  God  that  wrought  us  bothe  two 
In  all  raanii"  thing  is  mine  entent  clene  ;  ' 
Soche  argumentes  ne  be  nat  worthe  a  bene  : 
Woll  ye  the  childifti  j.elous  counterfete  ? 
Now  were  it  v/orthy  that  ye  were  ibete. 

Tho  Troilus  gan  fdrowfully  fike, 
Left  fae  be  wrothe  him  thought  his  herte  delde,- 
And  faiedj  Alas  !  upon  my  forowe's  fike 
Have  mercie,  o  fwete  herte  mine,  Crefeide  ! 
And  if  that  in  tho  wordis  that  I  feide 
Be  any  wrong,  I  woll  no  more  trefpace ; 
Doeth  what  you  lift  ;  1  am  all  in  your  grace. 

And  fhe  anfwerdesOf  gilt  mifericordc, 
That  is  to  faine,  that  I  foryeve  all  this. 
And  evirmore  on  this  night  you  recorde. 
And  bethe  well  ware  ye  doc  no  more' amis, 
Naie,  dere  hert  mine  1  nc  more  (quod  he)  iwis. 
And  now  (quod  fhe)  that  1  have  you  doe  fmef  Ce 
Foryeve  it  to  me,  mine  owne  fwete  herte  I 

This  Troilus  with  bliffe  of  that  fupprifed 
Put  all  in  Godd'is  bande,  as  he  that  ment 
Nothing  but  well,  and  fodainly  avifed 
He  her  in  his  armis  faft  to  him  hcnt ;' 
And  Pandarus  with  a  full  gode  entent 
Laied  him  to  fiepe,  and  faied.  If  ye  be  wife 
Sownith  not  now,  left  more  folke  arife. 

What  might  or  male  the  fely  larkc  faie 
■When  that  the  fparhauke  hath  him  in  his  fote? 
1  can  no  more  but  of  thefe  ilke  twaie, 
(To  whom  this  tale  fugre  be  or  fote) 
Though  I  tary  ayere,  fomtime  I  mote 
After  mine  audlhour  tellin  ther  gladnelTe, 
As  well  as  I  have  tolde  ther  hevinelTe. 

Crefeide,  whiche  that  felt  her  thus  itake^ 
(As  -writin  clerkis  in  ther  bokis  old) 
Right  as  an  afpin  lefe  fhe  gan  to  quake 
"Whan  fhe  him  felt  ber  in  his  armis  fold ; 
]But  Troilus  all  whole  of  caris  cold 
•Can  thankin  tho  the  blisfull  goddis  fcven. 
Thus  Sondry  painis  bringln  folk  to  hcvsn. 

This  Troilui  in  armis  gan  her  ftraine. 
And  fayid,  Swete !  as  evir  mote  I  gone 
Now  be  ye  caught ;  now  here  is  but  we  twainej- 
Now  yeldith  you,  for  othir  bote  is  nonel 
To  that  Crefeide  anfwerid  thus  anone, 
Ne  had  I  er  now,  my  fwete  herte  dere  ! 
Ben  yoldin,  iwis  I  were  now  not  here. 

O  foth  is  faied,  that  helid  for  to  be 
Of  a  fevir  or  othir  grete  fikneffe 
Men  muft  drinkin,  as  we  may  oftin  fe. 
Full  bittir  drinl^e,  and  for  to  have  gladneffe 
Alen  drinkin  oft  in  pain  and  in  diftrefTe ; 
I  mei'.e  it  here,  as  for  this  avinture, 
lliat  tliJFcugh  a  pain  hath  foujidin  al  his  cure. 


And  now  fwetnefle  yfemlth  ferre  more  fwete 
That  bittirneffe  affayid  was  biforne, 
For  out  of  wo  in  bliffe  now  thei  flete  ; 
Mon  foche  thei  feltin  fithins  thei  were  borne  \ 
Now  is  this  bettir  than  bothe  two  be  lorne  ; 
For  love  of  God  take  every  womun  hede 
To  werkin  thus  if  it  come  to  the  nedc. 

Crefeide  all  quite  from  every  drede  and  tene,; 
As  fhe  that  jufte  caufe  had  him  to  trift, 
Made  him  foche  feft  it  joie  was  for  to  fene. 
Whan  fhe  his  trouth  and  clene  entent  y  wift  ;; 
And  as  about  a  tre  with  many'  a  twiil 
Bitrent  and  writhin  is  the  fwete  wodbindc 
Gan  eche  of  'hem  in  armis  othir  winde. 

And  as  the  newe  abaftiid  nightingale. 
That  ftintith  firft,  whan  fhe  beginnith  fiag^ 
Whan  that  ftie  herith  any  herd'is  tale,. 
Or  in  the  hedgis  any  wight  ftering. 
And  aftir  fikir  doeth  her  voice  out  ring^ 
Right  fo  Crefeide,  whan  that  her  drede  ftent,, 
Opened  her  hert^  and  told  him  her  entent. 

And  right  as  he  that  feeth  his  deth  ifhapen. 
And  dyin  mote,  in  aught  that  he  maie  geffe. 
And  fodainly  refcous  dqeth  him  efcapen, 
And  from  his  deth  is  brought  in  fildrneffej 
For  al  dais  worlde-in  foche  prefent  gladneffe 
Was  Troilus  and  hath  his  lady  fwete  ; 
With  no  worfe  hap  God  let  us  nevir  mete  f 

Her  armisfmall,  her  back  both  ftreight  and  foftj 
Her  fidis  long,  and  flefhy,  fmotbe,  and  white, 
He  gan  to  ftroke,  and  gode  thrift  bad  full  oft. 
Her  fnow-white  throte,  herbreftis  round  and  lite|. 
Thus  in  this  heven'  he  gan  him  to  delite. 
And  therwithall  a  thoufande  times  her  kift. 
That  what  to  doen  for  j'oie  unneth  he  wift. 

Than  laied  he  thus,  O  Love  !  o  Charite  \ 
Thy  mdthir  eke,  Citherea  the  fwete  ! 
Aftir  thy  felf  next  heryid  be  fhe, 
Venus  I  mene,  the  wellwilly  planete. 
And  next  that  Hymenasus !  I  the  grete,- 
For  nevir  man  was  to  you  goddis  hold 
As  I,  whiche  ye  have  brought  fro  caris  cold. 

Benigne  Xove  !  thou  holy  bond  of  thinges. 
Who  fo  woll  grace,  and  lift  the  not  honoure, 
Lo  1  his  defire  woll  flie  withoutin  winges. 
For  n'oldift  thou  of  bountie  'hem  focoure 
That  fervin  beft,  and  moft'e  alwaie  laboure. 
Yet  were  all  loft,  that  dare  f  well  fain  certesj 
But  if  thy  grace  ypaffid  our  defertes. 

And  for  thou  me,  that  left  thonke  coud  deferve 
Of  them  that  nombred  ben  unto  thy  grace, 
Haft  holpin  there  I  likely  was  fo  fterve, 
And  me  beftoy?id  in  fo  high  a  place 
That  thilke  boundis  maie  no  bliffe  furpace, 
]  caji  no  more,  But  laude  and  reverence 
Be  to  thy  bounte  and  thine  excellence. 

And  therwithall  Crefeide  anon  he  kill. 
Of  whiche  certain  (lie  ne  felt  no  difefe, 
And  thus  fated  he,  Now  wofd  to  God  I  wift. 
Mine  herte  fwete  1  how  I  you  beft  might  plef&' 
What  ipan  (quod  he)  ws.s  evir  thus  at  efe 
As  I,  on  whiche  the  fairift  and  the  beft 
That  er  I  feic  deiulth  her  hen  to  reil  I 
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Here  maie  yc  fene  tliat  mercie  paflith  right. 
The'  experience  of  that  is  felt  in  me, 
Th^t  am  unworthy  to  fo  Iwete  a  wight; 
But  harte  mine  I  of  your  benignite 
So  thinkith,  that  though  I  unworthy  be 
Yet  mote  I  nede  amendin  in  fome  wife 
Right  through  the  vertueof  your  hie  fervice^ 

And  for  the  love  of  God,  my  lady  dere'. 
Sith  he  hath  wrought  me  for  I  fhal  you  ferve. 
As  thus!  mene,  that  ye  woll  be  my  fere 
To  do  me  live,  if  that  yuu  lift,  or  flerve  ; 
So  techith  me  how  that  I  maic  deferve 
Your  thonke,  fo  that  I  through  min  ignorauncc 
Ne  doe  nothing  that  you  be  difplefaunce  : 
For  certis,  frelhe  and  womanliche  wife  ! 
This  dare  I  faie,  that  trouth  and  diligence, 
Tiiat  fhall  ye  findin  in  me  all  my  life, 
Ne  I  woll  not  certain  breke  your  defence, 
And  if  I  doe,  prefent  or  in  abfence, 
For  love  of  God  let  ilea  me  with  the  dede. 
If  that  it  like  unto  your  womanhede. 

Iwis,  (quod  fhe)  mine  owne  herte'is  lull ! 
My  ground  of  efe,  and  al  mine  herte  dere ! 
Graunt  mercie  !  for  on  that  is  all  my  truft  : 
But  let  us  fall  awaie  fro  this  raattere. 
For  it  fuiHfith  this  that  faid  is  here, 
And  at  o  worde,  withoutin  repentairtice. 
Welcome  ffiy  knight,  my  pece,  my  fuflifaunce  ! 

Of  ther  delite  or  joies  one  of  the  left 
Were  impoflible  to  my  wit  to  faie,  v 

But  judgith  ye  that  have  ben  at  the  feft 
Of  foche  gladnefTe,  if  that  him  hfl  to  plaie, 
I  can  no  more  but  thus,  thefe  ilke  twaie 
That  night, betwixin  drede  and  fikirneffe, 
Feltin  in  love  the  gretift  worthineffe. 

O  blisfuU  night !  of  them  fo  long  ifought, 
How  blithe  unto  'hem  bothe  two  thou  were  '. 
Why  ne'  had  I  foche  feft  with  my  foiile  ibought. 
Ye,  or  but  the  left  joie  which  that  was  there  I 
Awaie  thou  foule  daungir  and  thou  fere  ! 
And  let  'hem  in  this  hevin  bliffe  ydwell. 
That  is  fo  high  that  all  ne  can  I  tell. 

But;  fothe  is,  though  \  can  not  tellin  all. 
As  can  mine  au6lhour  of  his  excellence, 
Yet  have  I  faied,  and  God  toforne  Ihall, 
In  every  thing  all  wholly  his  fentence, 
And  if  that  1  at  Lov'is  reverence 
Have  any  worde  in  echid  for  the  heft, 
Doeth  therwithall  right  as  your  felvin  left ; 
For  ^11  my  wordis  here,  and  every  part, 
I  fpeke  'hem  all  undir  corredion 
Of  you  that  feling  have  in  lov'is  art, 
And  put  it  all  in  your  difcrecion. 
To  encrefe  or  make  diminicion 
Of  my  langage,  and  that  I  you  befeche  i 
But  now  to  purpofe  of  my  rathir  fpeche. 
Thefe  ilke  two,  that  ben  in  armis  laft, 
So  lothe  to  'hem  afondir  gon  it  were, 
That  eche  from  othir  wendin  ben  biraft, 
Or  ellis,  lo  !  this  was  ther  mofte  fere, 
Ttiat  al  this  thing  but  nice  dremis  were, 
For  whiche  full  oft  eche  of  'hem  faid,  O  fwcte  !  - 
CiJppe  I  you  thus,  or  els  dop  I  it  mete  I 


And,  Lorde  !  fo  he  gan  godelie  on  her  fe. 
That  nevir  his  loke  ne  blent  from  her  face. 
And  faied,  O  my  dere  herte  !  maie  it  be 
That  it  be  fothe  that  ye  ben  in  this  place  ? 
Ye,  herte  mine  !  God  thanke  I  of  his  grace, 
(Quod  tho  Crefeide)  and  therwithall  him  kift. 
That  where  here  fpirite  was  for  joie  ftie  n'ift. 

This  Troilus  full  oft  her  eyin  two 
Gan  for  to  kifi"e,  and  faied,  O  eyin  clere  ! 
It  werin  ye  that  wrought  me  foche  wo. 
Ye  humble  nettis  of  my  lady  dere. 
Though  there  be  mercie  writtin  in  your  chere,^, 
God  wote  the  text  full  harde  is  for  to  finde  ; 
How  couldin  ye  withoutin  i)onde  me  binde  ? 

Therwith  he  gan  her  faft  in  armis  take. 
And  well  an  hundrid  timis  gan  he  fike,  ^ 

Not  foche  forowfuU  fighis  as  men  make 
For  wo,  or  ellis  whan  that  folke  be  fike. 
But  efie  fighis,  foche  as  ben  to  like. 
That  fhewid  his  affecSion  within  ; 
Of  foche  manir  fighis  could  he  not  blin. 

Sone  aftir  this  thei  fpake  of  fondrie  thinge9j 
As  fill  to  purpofe  of  this  avinture, 
And  playinenterchaungidin  ther  ringes. 
Of  whiche  1  can  not  tellin  po  fcripture, 
But  well  wot  a  broche  of  gold  and  azure, 
In  whiche  a  ruble  fet  was  like  an  hert, 
Crefeide  him  yave,  and  ftacke  it  on  his  fherte. 

Lorde  I  trowe  ye  that  a  coveitous  wretche 
That  blamith  love,  and  haltp  of  it  difpite, 
That  of  tho  pens  that  he  can  muckre'  and  ketche 
Was  evir  yet  yeve  to  him  foclie  delite. 
As  is  in  love  in  o  poindl  in  fome  plite  ? 
Naie,  doubtilelTe,  for  all  fo  God  me  favg 
So  parfite  joie  ne  maie  no  nigard  have, 

Thei  woll  faie  Yes,  but  Lorde  that  fo  thei  lie  ! 
Tho  bufie  wretchis  full  of  wo  and  drede  . 
That;,callin  love  a  wodeneffe  or  folic ; 
But  it  fhall  fall  'hem  as  I  fhall  you  rede, 
Thei  fhall  forgon  the  white  and  eke  the  rede. 
And  live  in  wo,  there  God  yeve  'hem  mifchauncc, 
And  every  lovir  in  his  trouthe  avaunce. 

As  would  to  God  tho  wretchis  that  difpife 
Service  of  love  had  eris  all  fo  long 
As  had  Midas,  all  full  of  covetife,    , 
And  therto  dronkin  had  as  hotte  and  ftrong 
As-  Cyrus  did  for  his  affecftis  v/rong. 
To  techin  'hem  that  thei  ben  in  the  vice, 
And  lovirs  not,  although  thei  hold  'hem  nice,    • 

Thefe  ilke  two  of  whom  that  I  you  faie. 
Whan  that  ther  hertis  well  ajflTurid  were, 
Tho  gonnin  thei  to  fpekin  and  to  plaie, 
And  eke  rehercin  how,  and  whan,  and  where, 
Thei  Icnewin  firft,  and  every  wo  or  fere 
I'hat  paffid  was ;  but  all  foche  hevineffe, 
Ithonkid  God,  was  tournid  to  gladneffe. 

And  evirmore  whan  that  'hem  fell  to  fpek* 
Of  any  thing  of  foche  a  time  agone 
With  kiffmg  all  that  tale  ftiould  ybreke,  ■ 

And  fallin  into  a  newe  joie  anone, 
And  diddin  all  ther  might,  fens  thei  were  onej 
For  to  recoveren  blifie  and  ben  at  efe, 
And  pa;fid  v\'o  with  joyis  counterpaiff. 
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Refon  woll  not  that  I  fpekin  of  ilepe, 
For  it  accordlth  not  to  my  mattere ; 
God  wote  thei  toke  of  it  full  little  kepe, 
But  kfl  this  night  that  was  to  'hem  fo  dere 
Ne  fhould  in  vaine  cfcape  in  no  manere 
It  was  bifet  in  joie  and'bufineffe 
Of  all  that  founith  into  gentilneffe. 

But  whari  the  cbcke,  cmnmune  aftroloeer, 
Gan  on  his  brell  to  bete  and  aftir  trowe, 
And  Lucifer,  theday'ife  mcfianger, 
Gan  for  to  rife,  and  out  hi«  bemis  throwe, 
And  eflward  rofe,  to  him  that  could  it  know, 
Fortuna  Major,  than  anone  Ciefcide 
With  herte  fore  to  Troilus  thus  feide  : 

Mine  hert'is  life,  my  truit,  al  my  plefaunce  ! 
Tliat  I  was  borne,  alas  !  that  me  is  wo, 
That  daieofusmote  make  difceveraunce, 
For  time  it  is  to  rife  and  heiinis  go, 
Or  ellis  I  am  loft  for  evitmo, 
O  Night !  alas  1  why  n'ilt  thou  ore  us  hove 
As  long  as  whan  Alcmcna  laie  by  Jove  ? 

O  blacke  Night !  as  folke  in  bokis  rede. 
That  Ihapin  art  by  God  this  -vvorlde  to  hide 
At  certain  timis  with  thy  derkc  wede, 
That  undir  that  men  might  in/relt  abide, 
Wei  oughtin  befles  to  plain  and  folke  to  chide, 
That  thereas  dale  with  labor  would  us  brefl, 
That  thou  us  flieft  and  deinift  us  not  reft. 

Thou  doeft,  alas !  fo  fhortly  thine  office, 
Thou  rakle  Night,  that  God  makir  of  kinde 
The  for  thine  haft,  and  thine  unkinde  vice 
So  fafl  aie  to  our  hcmifphere  binde,  ' 
That  nevirmore  undir  the  gronnd  thou  winde, 
For  through  thy  rakle  hying  out  of  Troie 
Have  I  forgone  thus  haftily  my  joie. 

This  Troilus,  that  with  tho  Wordis  felt, 
As  thought  him  tho,  for  piteous  diftreffe  ' 
The  blodie  teris  from  his  herte  melt. 
As  he  that  yet  nevir  foche  hevinefie 
AfTayid  had  out  of  fo  grete  gladnefie, 
Gan  therewithal!  Crefeide  his  lady  dere 
in  armis  ftrain,  and  faid  in  this  manere  : 

O  cruill  Daie !  accufer  of  the  joie 
That  Night  and  Love  hath  ftole  and  fsft  iwrie, 
Accurfid  be  thy  comrning  into  Troie  ! 
■  For  every  howre  hath  one  of  thy  bright  eyen  : 
Fnvious  Daie  !  what  lift  tlie  fo  to  fpien  ? 
What  haft  tliou  loft  ?  why  fekift  thou  this  place  i 
There  God  thy  light  fo  quenche  for  his  grace  ! 

Alas  !  what  have  thefe  lovirs  the  agiit  ? 
Difpitous  Daie!   thine  be  the  paine  of  hell. 
For  many'  a  lovir  haft  thou  flain  and  wilt; 
Thy  poring  in  woll  no  where  let  *hem  dwell : 
What !  proftift  thou  thy  hght  here  for  to  fel? 
Go,  fell  it  them  that  fmale  felis  grave ; 
We  woll  the  not ;  us  nedith  no  daie  have. 
And  eke  the  fonne  Titan  gan  he  chide, 
And  faid,  O  fole  !  well  male  men  the  difpifc, 
That  haft  all  night  the  DaUning  by  thy  fide, 
And  fuftirift  her  lb  fone  up  fro  the  rife, 
per  to  difefe  us  lovirs  in,  this  wife  ; 
What !  hold  your  bed  there  thou  and  thy  Morow  ; 
I  bidde  Ggd  fo  yeve  you  both  forowe. 


Therwith  full  fore  he  fighed,  aiid  thyshe  feide; 

My  lady  bright .  and  of  my  wele  or  wo 

The  well  and  rote  !  o  godely  mine,  Crefeide ! 

And  fliall  I  rife,  alas !  and  fliall  I  goe  ? 

Now  fele  I  that  mine  herte  mote  a  two ; 

And  how  fliould  I  my  life  an  houre  fave 

Sens  that  with  you  is  all  the  life  I  have  ? 
What  ftiall  I  doen  ?  for  certis  I  n'ot  how, 

Ne  whan,  alas !  I  flial  the  tim .  fe 
I  hat  in  this  plite  I  maic  ben  eft  with  you. 

And  of  my  life  God  wote  how  fliall  that  be. 

Sens  that  deftre  right  now  fo  hitith  mc 

That  I  am  dede  anon  but  I  retourne  : 

How  fhould  I  long,  alas  ;  fro  you  fojoume  : 
But  natheleffe,  mine  owne  ladie  hright ! 

Yet  were  it  fo  that  I  wift  iittirly 

That  I  your  humble  fervaunt  and  your  knight 

Were  in  your  herte  ifet  fo  fermily 

As  _ve  in  mine,  the  whichc  thing  truily 

Me  levir  were  than  have  thefe  worldis  twain, 

Yet  fhould  I  bet  endurin  all  my  pain. 
To  that  Crefeide  anfwerid  right  anon. 

And  with  a  figh  fhe  faied,  O  herte  dere  ! 

The  game  iwis  fo  ferforth  now  is  gon 

That  fir  ft  ftiall  Phoebus  fallin  from  the  fphere, 

And  everiche  egle  ben  the  dov'is  fere, 

And  every  rocke  out  of  his  place  afterte, 

Er  Troilus  go  out  of  Crefeide's  herte. 

Ye  ben  fo  depe  within  mine  herte  ygrave. 

That  tho  I  would  it  turne  out  of  my  thought, 

As  wifely  very  God  my  foule  fave. 

To  dyin  in  the  pain  I  coulde  nought ; 

And  for  the  love  of  God,  that  us  hath  wrought. 
Let  in  your  brain  none  othir  fantafie 

So  crepin,  that  it  caufe  me  to  die. 

And  that  ye  me  would  have  as  faft  in  mind^ 
As  I  have  you,  that  would  I  you  befeche, 
And  if  I  wift  fothily  that  to  fmde, 
God  might  not  o  point  of  my  joyis  eche. 
But,  herte  mine  !  withoutin  more  fpeche, 
Bethe  to  nie  true,  or  ellis  were  it  routhe. 
For  I  am  thine,  by  God  and  by  my  tuouthe. 

Bethe  glad  forthy,  and  live  in  fikirneffe, 
Thus  faied  I  ner  er  this,  ne  Ihall  to  mo  ; 
And  if  to  you  it  were  a  grete  gladneffe 
To  tourne  ayen  fone  aftir  that  ye  gc, 
As  faine  would  I  as  ye  that  it  were  fo, 
As  wifely  God  mine  herte  bring  to  refle, 
And  him  in  armis  toke,  and  ofte  kefte. 

Ayenft  his  will,  fithe  it  mote  nedis  be, 
This  Troilus  up  rofe,  and  faft  him  cled, 
And  in  his  armis  toke  his  lady  fre 
An  hundi-id  times,  and  on  his  waie  him  fped. 
And  with  foche  wordis  as  his  herte  ybled 
He  feide,  Farith  wel,  my  dere  herte  fwete ! 
That  God  us  grannte  found  and  fone  to  mete. 

To  whiche  no  worde  for  forowe  fhe  anfwerd, 
So  fore  gan  his  pai-ting  her  to  diftrain, 
And  Troilus  unto  his  paleis  ferd, 
As  wo  bigon  as  fhe  was,  fothe  to  faine. 
So  harde  him  wrong  of  fliarpe  defire  the  pain; 
For  to  ben  efte  there  he  was  in  plefaunce. 
That  it  may  nere  aut  of  his  remembrauncei 
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Retournid  to  his  roIaU  paleis  fone 
He  foft  unto  his  bedde  gan  for  to  flirinke, 
To  flepe  long,  as  he  was  wont  to  doen ; 
But  all  for  naught;  he  male  wel  ligge  and,winke, 
But  flepe  maie  there  none  in  his  herte  finke, 
Thinking  how  flie,  for  whom  defire  him  brende, 
A  M.  folde  was  worth  more  than  he  wende. 

And  in  his  thought  gan  up  and  doune  to  wende 
Her  wordis  all,  and  every  continaunce, 
And  fermily  impreflin  in  his  minde 
The  lefte  poinde  that  to  him  was  plefaunce. 
And  verily  of  thilke  remembraunce 
Defire  al  newe  him  brende,  and  lull  to  brede 
Gan  more  than  erft,  and  yet  toke  he  non  hede. 

Crefeide  alfo  right  in  the  fame  wife 
Of  Troilus  gan  in  her  herte  ihet, 
His  worthinefle,  his  luft,  his  dedis  wife, 
His  gentilnefle,  and  how  fhe  with  him  met, 
Thonklng  Love  that  he  fo  well  her  befet, 
Defiring  oft  to  have  her  herte  dere 
In  foche  a  place  as  Ihe  durft  make  him  chere, 

Pandare  a  morowe  which  that  commin  w^s 
Unto  his  nece  gan  her  faire  to  grete. 
And  faied.  All  this  night  fo  rained  it  alas  ! 
That  all  my  drede  is  that  ye,  nec8  fwete ! 
Have  little  leifir  had  to  flepe  and  mete  ; 
All  night  (quod  he)  hath  rain  fo  do  me  wake 
That  fome  of  us  I  trowe  ther  heddis  ake. 

And  nere  he  came,  and  faid,  How  ftant  it  now. 
This  merie  morowe  ?  nece,  how  can  ye  fare  ? 
Crefeide  anfwerde,  Nevir  the  bet  for  you, 
Foxe  that  ye  ben,  God  yeve  your  herte  care  ; 
God  helpe  me  fo  .ye  caufid  all  this  fare, 
Trowe  I,  (quod  flie)  for  all  your  wordis  white  : 
O  who  fo  feeth  you  knowith  you  full  lite  ! 

With  that  flie  began  her  face  for  to  wrie 
With  the  ftiete,  and  woxe  for  fliame  all  redde, 
And  Pandarus  gan  undir  for  to  prie, 
Andfayid,  Nece,  if  that  I  fliall  ben  dedde 
Have  here  a  fwerde  and  fmitith  of  my  hedde  : 
With  that  his  arme  all  fodainly  he  thrifte 
Undir  her  aecke,  and  at  the  laft  her  kifte. 

I  pafle  al  that,  which  chargith  naught  to  fay  : 
What !  God  foryave  his  deth,  and  flie  alfo 
Foryave  ;  and  with  her  uncle  gan  to  plaie. 
For  othir  caufe  ne  was  there  none  than  fo  : 
But  of  this  thing  right  to  th'  effed  to  go, 
Whan  time  ywas  home  to  her  houfe  flie  went, 
And  Pandarus  hath  fully  his  entent. 

Now  tourne  we  ayen  to  Troilus, 
That  reftelefie  full  long  a  bedde  ylaie. 
And  privily  fent  aftir  Pandarus, 
To  him  to  come  in  all  the  haft  he  maie  ; 
He  come  anon,  not  onis  faied  he  naie, 
And  Troilus  full  fobirly  he  grete, 
And  doune  upon  the  bedd'is  fide  him  fete. 

This  Troilus  with  all  th'  aifedioun 
Of  frendly  love  that  herte  maie  devife 
To  Pandarus  on'kncis  fill  adoune, 
And  er  that  he  would  of  the  place  arife 
He  gan  him  thankin  on  his  befte  wife; 
An  hundrid  time  he  gan  the  time  blefl'e 
That  he  was  borne,  to  bring  him  fro  diftrelTc. 
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He  faid,  O  frend  of  frendes !  the  aldirbelb 
That  evir  was,  the  fothe  for  to  tell. 
Thou  haft  in  heven  ibrought  my  foule  at  reft 
Fro  Plegethon,  the  firie  flode  of  hell. 
That  though  I  might  a  thoufande  timis  fel 
Upon  a  daie  my  life  in  thy  fervicc. 
It  ne  might  not  a  mote  in  that  fuffice. 

The  fonne,  whiche  that  al  the  worlde  male  fc^ 
Sawe  nevir  yet  (my  life  that  dare  I  leie) 
So  joily,  faire,  and  godely,  as  is  ftie 
Whofc  I  am  all,  and  fliall  till  that  I  deie  ; 
And  that  I  thus  am  her's,  dare  I  wel  feie, 
That  thankid  be  the  highij  worthinefle 
Of  Love,  and  eke  thy  kinde  bufmefle. 

Thus  haft  thou  me  no  little  thing  iyeve ; 
For  why  ?  to  the  obligid  be  for  aie 
My  life ;  and  why  ?  for  through  thine  helpe  I  live, 
Or  els  dedde  had  I  ben  many  a  daie  : 
And  with  that  worde  doun  in  his  bed  he  laie, 
And  Pandarus  full  fobirly  him  herde 
Till  all  was  faid,  and  than  he  him  anfwerde  ; 

My  dere  frende  !  if  I  have  doen  for  the 
In  any  cafe,  God  wote  it  is  me  lefe. 
And  am  as  glad  as  man  maie  of  it  be, 
God  helpe  me  fo  ;  but  take  now  not  agrefe 
That  I  fliall  faine  ;  beware  of  this  mifchefe, 
That  there  as  now  thou  brought  art  to  thy  bliflc 
That  thou  thy  felf  ne  caufe  it  not  to  miffe  : 

For  of  Fortun'is  flsarpe  adverfite 
The  worfte  kinde  of  infortune  is  this, 
A  man  to  have  ben  in  profperite. 
And  it  remembir  whan  it  paiTid  is  : 
Thou'  art  wife  inough,  forthy  doe  nat  amis  ; 
But  not  to  rakill  though  thou  fitte  warme, 
For  if  thou  be  certain  it  woll  the  harme. 

Thou  art  at  efe,  and  hold  the  well  therin, 
For  all  fo  fure  as  redde  is  every  fire 
As  grete  a  crafte  is  to  kepe  "well  as  ivinne  ; 
Bridle  alivaie  thy  f peek  and  thy  deftrs. 
For  Worldly  joi^holdeth  not  but  by  a  -wire. 
That  previth  well,  it  breft  al  daie  fo  ofte, 
Forthy  nede  is  to  werkin  with  it  fofte. 

(Quod  Troilus)  I  hope,  and  Godtoforne, 
My  dere  frende !   that  I  fliall  fo  me  bfere 
That  in  my  gilt  there  fliall  nothing  ben  Iprnt^ 
Ne  I  n'ill  rakle  for  to  grevin  her  ;     • 
It  nedeth  not  this  mattir  oft  to  ters,    ■ 
For  wiftift  thou  mine  herte  wel,  Pandare, 
God  wote  of  this  thou  wouldift  litil  care. 

Tho  gan  he  tell  him  of  his  glade  night, 
And  whereof  firft  his  hert  ydradde  and  how^ 
And  fayid,  Frende,  as  I  am  a  true  knight. 
And  by  that  faithe  1  owe  to  God  and  you, 
I  had  it  nevir  half  fo  hot  as  now. 
And  evir  the  more  that  defire  me  biteth 
To  love  herbeft  the  more  it  me  dellteth. 

I  n'ot  my  felf  not  wifely  what  it  is. 
But  now  I  felin  a  new  qualite. 
Ye,  all  anothir  than  I  did  er  this. 
Pandare  ani^werid  and  faied  thus,  that  h)t 
That  onis  maie  in  hevin  blifie  ybe 
He  felith  othir  wayis,  dare  1  faie. 
Than  thilke  time  he  firft  herd  of  it  fai^j 
A  a  jiij 
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This  is  a  worde  for  al,  that  Troilus 
Was  nevir  ful  to  fpeke  of  this  matere, 
And  for  to  praifm  unto  Pandarus 
The  bounte  of  his  bright  lady  fo  dere, 
And  Pandarus  to  thanke  and  makin  chere  : 
This  tale  was  aie  fpan  ne-\ye  to  beginne 
Till  that  the  night  departid  'hem  atwinne. 

Sone  aftir  this,  for  that  Fortune  it  would, 
Icomin  was  the  blifsful  time  fwete 
That  Troilus  was  warnid  that  he  fhould 
There  he  Was  ej  ft  Crefeide  his  lady  mete, 
For  whiche  he  felte  his  herte  in  joie  fiete, 
And  faithfully  gan  all  the  goddis  hery  ; 
And  let  fe  now  if  that  he  can  be  mery. 

And  holdin  was  the  forme  and  al  the  gife. 
Of  her  cornming,  and  eke  of  his  alfo, 
As  it  was  erlt,  whiche  nedith  nought  devife ; 
But  plainly  to  th'  effedte  right  for  to  go. 
In  joie  and  furete  Pandarus  'hem  two 
A  bedde  ybrought  whan  that  'hem  bothe  left, 
^nd  thus  thei  ben  in  quiete  and  in  reft. 

Naught  nedith  it  to  you,  fithe  thei  ben  met, 
To  afke  at  me  if  that  thei  blithe  ywere  ? 
For  if  it  erft  was  well  tho  was  it  bet 
A  thoufande  folde,  this  nedith  not  enquere  ;     ' 
Ago  was  eTery  forow'  and  every  fere. 
And  bothe  iv/is  thei  had,  and  fo  thei  wende, 
As  mochil  joie  as  herte  maie  comprehende. 

This  n'is  no  litil  thing  of  for  to  fey. 
This  paffith  every  wit  for  to  devife. 
For  eche  of  'hem  gan  othir's  luft  obey  ; 
Felicite,  whiche  that  thefe  clerkis  wife 
Commendin  fo,  ne  may  not  here  fuffife ; 
This  joy  e  ne  maie  not  ivrittin  be  with  inke; 
This  paflith  al  that  any  hert  maie  thinke. 
Bat  cruil  day,  fo  w^elaway  the  ftounde  ! 
Gan  for  to'  aproche,  as  thei  by  ftgnis  knewe. 
For  whiche 'hem  thought  thei  felih  deth'iswounde ; 
So  wo  was  'hem  that  chaungin  gan  ther  hewe. 
And  day  thei  gonnin  to  difpife  al  newe. 
Calling  it  traitour,  envious,  and  worfe, 
Andbittirly  the  day'is  light  thei  corfe. 

(Quod  Troilus)  Alas  !  now  am  I  ware 
That  Pyrois,  and  tho  fwifte  ftedis  thre 
Whiche  that  ydrawin  forth  the  Sunn'is  chare 
Han  gon  feme  bypathe  in  difpite  of  me, 
And  makith  it  fo  fone  day  to  be. 
And  for  the  Sunne  him  haftith  thus  to  rife 
Ne  fhall  I  nevir  don  him  facrifife. 

But  nedis  dale  departin  'hem  muft  fone ; 
And  whaii  ther  fpeche  don  was  and  ther  chere 
Thei  twin  anon,  as  thei  were  wont  to  done. 
And  fettin  time  of  meting  efte  ifere, 
And  many'  a  night  thei  wrought  in  this  manerf  : 
And  thus  Fortune  a  time  yladde  in  joie 
Crefeide  and  eke  this  king'is  fon  of  Troie, 
In  fuffifaunce,  in  bliffe,  and  in  fmginges. 
This  Troilus  gan  al  his  life  to  lede  ; 
He  fpendith,  Juftith,  and  makith  feftinges; 
He  gevith  frely  ofte,  and  chaungith  wede  ; 
He  helde  about  him  alwaie  out  of  drede 
A  worlde  of  folke,  as  come  him  well  of  kinde, 
tj'he  frefhift  and  the  beft  that  he  could  finde. 


That  fuche  a  voice  was  of  him  and  a  fteven 
Throughout  the  world  of  honour  and  largeiTe 
That  it  up  ronge  unto  the  yate  of  h«ven ; 
And  as  in  love  he  ijvas  in  fuche  gladneffe 
That  in  his  hert  he  demid  as  I  gelTe 
That  there  n'is  lovir  in  this  world  at  efe 
So  wel  as  he,  and  thus  gan  love  him  plefe. 

The  godelihede  or  beaute  whiche  that  Kind« 
In  any  othir  lady  had  ifette 
Can  not  the  moiintenaurrce  of  a  gnat  unbindc 
About  his  hert  of  al  Crefeid'is  nette; 
He  was  fo  narowe'  imafkid  and  iknette  ; 

That  is  undon  in  any  manir  fide 
Tliat  n'il  nat  ben  for  aught  that  maie  betide. 
And  by  the  honde  ful  oftin  he  would  take 
This  Pindarus,  and  into  gardin  lede. 
And  fuche  a  feft  and  fuche  a  procefTe  make 
Him  of  Crefeide,  and  of  her  womanhede. 
And  of  her  beaute,  that  withoutin  drede 
It  was  an  heven  his  wordis  foi  to  here. 
And  than  he  woulde  fmg  in  this  manerc  : 

Love,  that  of  erthe  and  fe  hath  govirnauDce, 
Love,  that  his  heflis  hath  in  hevin  hie, 
Love,  that  with  a  right  wholfome  aliaunce 
Hake  peple  joynid  as  him  iifte  'hem  gie. 
Love,  that  yknittith  lawe  and  companie, 
And  couplis  doth  in  vertue  for  to  dwel, 
Binde  this  accorde  that  I  have  tolde  and  tel. 

That  that  the  world  with  faith,  whiche  that  is 
Diverfith  fo  his  ftoundis  according,  [ftable. 

That  elemantisthatbethe  difcordable 
Holdin  a  honde  perpetually  during. 
That  Phoebus  mote  his  rofy  day  forth  bring. 
And  that  the  mone  hath  lordfhip  ore  the  nighteg, 
Al  this  doeth  Love;   aie  heried  be  his  mightes  ! 

That  that  the  fe,  that  gredy  is  to  flov/en, 
Conftrainith  to  a  certaine  ende  fo 
His  flodis,  that  fo  fierfly  thei  ne  gro\ven 
To  drenchin  erthe  and  al  for  evirmo. 
And  if  that  Love  aught  let  his  bridil  go 
Al  that  now  lovith  afondir  fhould  lepe, 
And  loft  were  al  that  Love  halt  now  to  hepe. 
So  would  to  God,  that  author  is  of  kinde. 
That  with  his  honde  Love  of  his  vertue  lift 
To  ferchin  hertis  al,  and  faft  to  binde. 
That  from  his  bonde  no  wight  the  wey  out  wiftj^ 
And  hertis  colde  them  wold  I  that  he  twift 
To  make  'hem  love,  and  that  lift  him  aie  rewe 
On  hertis  fore,  and  kepe  hem  that  ben  trewe. 

In  alle  nedis  for  the  toun'Is  werre 
He  was,  and  aie  the  firft  in  armis  dight. 
And  certainly,  but  if  that  holds  erre. 
Save  Hedlor  moft  idradde  of  any  wight ; 
And  this  encrefe  of  hardineffe  and  might 
Come  him  of  love,  his  ladies  thanke  to  win. 
That  altirid  his  fpirite  fo  within. 

In  time  of  truce  on  hauking  would  he  ride, 
Or  ellis  hunt  the  bore,  beare,  or  lioun, 
The  fmale  beftis  let  he  gon  befide  ; 
And  whan  that  he  come  riding  into'  the  touR 
Ful  oft  his  lady  from  her  window  doun, 
As  frefli  as  faucon  comin  out  of  mue, 
Ful  redy  was  him  godely  tp  falue. 
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And  moH  of  love  and  \''ertue  was  his  i'peche, 
And  in  difpite  had  he  al  wretchidneffe  ; 
And  doutleffe  no  nede  was  him  to  befeche 
To  honourin  them  that  had  worthinefle. 
And  efm  'hem  that  weiin  in  dillreffe  ; 
And  glad  was  he  if  any  wight  wel  ferde 
That  lovir  was  whan  he  it  will  or  herde. 

For,  foth  to  faine,  he  lofl;  heldc  every  wight 
But  if  he  were  in  Lov'is  high  fervice, 
I  mene  folke  that  aught  it  ben  of  right ; 
An4  ore  al  this  fo  wel  coulde  he  devife 
Of  fentiment,  and  in  fo  uncouthe  wife 
Al  his  array,  that  every  lovir  thought 
That  al  was  well  what  fo  he  faid  or  wrought. 

And  though  that  he  become  of  blode  royal, 
Hijii  lift  of  pride  at  no  wight  for  to  chace ; 
Benigne  he  was  to  eche  in  general, 
For  which  he  gate  him  thanke  in  every  place  : 
I'hus  woujde  Love,  iheried  be  his  grace  ' 


That  pride  and  ire,  envie  and  avarice, 
He  gan  to  flie,  and  every  othir  vice. 

Thou  lady  bright,  the  doughtir  of  Dione  ! 
Thy  blinde  and  wingid  fonne  eke;,  Dan  Cupide  \ 
Ye  Suftrin  Nine  eke  !  that  by  Helicone 
In  hil  Parnaflo  liftin  for  to'  abide. 
That  ye  thus  ferre  ban  deinid  me  to  gide 
I  can  no  more,  but  fens  that  ye  wol  wende 
Ye  beried  ben  for  aie  withoutin  ende  ! 

Through  you  have  1  faid  fully  in  my  fong 
Th'  effede  and  joie  of  Trollus  fervice, 
A}  be  that  there  was  forjie  difefe  among. 
As  mine  audour  to  liftith  to  devife  : 
My  Thirde  Boke  now  ende  I  in  this  wife, 
A  nd  Troilus  in  lufte  and  in  quiete 
Is  with  Crefcidc,  his  pwne  ladie  fyyete. 
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ScT  all  to  lltill,  welaway  the  while  '. 

tiaftith  fuche  joie,  ithonkid  be  Fortune, 

That  femith  trewift  whan  flie  woll  begile. 

And  can  to  folis  fo  her  fonge  entune 

That  fhe  'hem  hent  and  blent,  traitour  commute, 

And  whan  a  wight  is  from  her  whele  ithrovve 

Than  laughith  fhe,  and  makith  him  the  mowe. 

From  Troilus  fhe  gan  her  brighte  face 
Away  to  writhe,  and  toke  of  him  non  hede, 
And  cafte  him  clene  out  of  his  ladie's  grace, 
And  on  her  whele  flie  fet  up  Diomede, 
For  which  min  hert  right  now  ginnith  to  blede ; 
And  now  my  pen,  alas !  with  which  I  write, 
^akith  for  drede  of  that  I  mufi  endite  ; 


For  how  Crcfeide  Troilus  forfoke. 
Or  at  the  left  how  that  flie-w^as  unkinde. 
Mote  hennisforth  ben  matir  of  my  Boke, 
As  writin  folke  through  which  it  is  in  mindc  t 
Alas !  that  thei  fliould  evir  caufe  finde 
To  fpeke  her  harme  I  and  if  thei  on  her  lie 
Iwis  them  felfe  fhould  have  the  vilanie. 

O  ye  Erinnyes  1  Night'is  doughtirs  thre, 
That  endeleffe  complaine  evir  in  paine, 
Megsra,  Aledlo,  and  Tyfiphone, 
Thou  cruil  Mars  eke !  fathir  of  Quirine, 
This  ilke  Fourth  Boke  helpith  me  for  to  finc» 
So  that  the  loos  of  love  and  life  ifere 
Of  Troilus  be  fully  fliewid  here^ 
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Lygging  in  hoft,  as  I  have  faide  er  this, 

The  Grekis  ftrong  aboutin  Troie  toune, 

Bifell  that  whan  that  Phcebus  fhining  is 

Upon  the  brefte  of  Hercules  Lioun 

That  Hedlor  with  many  a  bold  boroun 

Call  on  a  dale  with  Grekis  for  to  fight, 

As  he  was  wont,  to  greve  'hem  what  he  might. 

N'ot  I  how  long  or  fhort  it  was  bitwene 
This  purpofe  and  that  day  thei  fightin  mente  j 
But  on  a  dale  wel  armid  bright  and  fhene 
HeAer  and  many'  a  worthy  knight  out  wente 
With  fpere  in  honde,  and  with  bigge  bowis  bente. 
And  in  the  berde,  withoutin  lengir  lette, 
Ther  fomen  in  the  felde  anon  'hem  mette. 

The  longt  day  with  fpeyis  fiiarpe  igrounde, 
With  arowes,  dartis,  fwerdes,  and  macis  fel, 
Thei  fight,  and  bringin  horfe  and  man  to  grounde, 
And  with  ther  axis  out  the  brainis  quel ; 
But  in  the  laft  fhoure,  the  fothe  for  to  tel. 
The  folke  of  Troie  'hem  felvin  fo  mifleden 
That  with  theworle  at  night  homeward  thei  ileden. 

At  whiche  day  was  takin  Antenor, 
Polydamas,  and  alfo  MenefteSj 
Xantippe,  Sarpedon,  Pfllyftenor,  ^ 

PoHte,  or  the  Trojan,  Dan  Ruphes, 
And  othir  leffe  folk,  as  Phebu^, 
So  that  for  harme  that  daie  the  folke  of  Troic 
Dredin  to  lefe  a  grete  parte  of  ther  joie. 

Of  Priamus  was  y eve,  at  Grekes  requeft, 
A  time  of  truce,  and  tho  thei  gonnin  trete 
Ther  prifoners  to  chaungin  moft  and  lefl. 
And  for  the  furplus  yevin  fommis  grete ; 
This  thing  anon  was  couthe  in  every  ftrete, 
Eothe  in  th'  alTege,  in  toun,  and  every  where. 
And  with  the  firfl  it  came  to  Calchas  ere. 

When  Calchas  knew  this  tretife  fhould  yholde, 
In  confiftorie'  amonge  the  Grekis  fone, 
He  gan  in  thringe  forthe  with  the  lordis  olde. 
And  fet  him  there  as  he  was  wont  to  done, 
And'with  a  chaungid  face  'hem  bade  a  bone, 
For  love  of  God,  to  done  that  reverence 
To  flintin  noife,  andyeve  him  audience. 

Than  faid  he  thus,  Lo  !  Lordis  mine,  I  was 
Troyan,  as  it  is  knowin  out  of  drede. 
And  if  that  you  remembre'  T  am  Calchas, 
That  aldirfirft  yave  comfort  to  your  nede, 
And  tolde  v^d  howe  that  you  Mdin  fpe(^c, 


For  dredeleffe  through  you  flial  In  a  fiounde 
Ben  Troie  ibrent,  and  betin  doun  to  grounde. 

And  in  what  forme  or  in  what  manir  wift  ' 
This  toun  to  fhende,  and  al  your  lufl  atchevcj 
Ye  have  er  this  wel  herde  me  you  de  vife  ; 
This  knowin  ye,  my  Lordis,  as  I  leve. 
And  for  the  Grekis  werin  me  fo  leve, 
1  came  my  felfe  m  my  propir  perfone 
To  teche  in  this  how  you  was  belt  to  done. 

Having  unto  my  trefour  ne  my  rent 
Right  no  regarde  in  refpede  of  your  efe. 
Thus  al  my  gode  I  lefte  and  to  you  went, 
Wening  in  this  you,  Lordis,  for  to  plefe  ; 
But  al  that  lofle  ne  doth  me  no  difefe ; 
I  vouchfafe  do,  as  wifely  have  I  joi, 
For  you  to  lefe  al  that  I  have  in  Troie, 

Save  of  a  doughtir  that  I  lefte,  alas  ! 
Sleping  at  home  when  out  of  Troie  I  ftert ; 

0  fterne,  o  cruil  fathir  that  I  was  ! 

Howe  might  I  have  in  that  fo  hard  an  hert  2 
Alas  that  I  ne'  had  brought  her  my  fliert ! 
For  forow'  of  which  I  wel  nat  live  to  morow 
But  if  ye,  Lordis,  rewe  upon  my  forow. 
For  bicaufe  that  I  fawe  no  time  er  now 
Her  to  delivre'  I  holdin  have  my  pees. 
But  now  or  nevir,  if  that  it  like  you, 

1  may  her  have  right  fone  nowe  doubtlees  i 

0  helpe  and  grace  amongis  al  this  prees  ! 
Rewe  on  this  olde  caitife  in  diftreffe, 
Sith  I  through  you  have  all  this  hevinefle. 

Ye  have  now  caught  and  fettrid  in  prifoi^ 
Troyans  inowe,  and  if  your  willis  be 
My  childe  with  one  may  have  redemption  ; 
Now  for  the  love  of  God  and  of  bounte 
One  of  fo  fele,  alas  !  fo  yefe  him  me  : 
What  nede  were  it  this  prayir  for  to  werne, 
Sith  ye  fliul  have  both  folke  and  toun  as  yern  I 

On  peril  of  my  life  I  Ihal  nat  lie, 
Apollo  hath  me  tolde  ful  faithfully ; 

1  have  eke  foundin  by  aftronomy. 

By  fort,  end  eke  by  augury,  trewelv. 

And  dare  wel  faie  the  time  is  fafte  by 

That  fire  and  flambe  on  al  the  toun  ftial  fpre^e. 

And  thus  flial  Troie  yturne  to  afliin  dede. 

For  certaine  Phoebus  and  Neptunus  bothe, 
That  malddin  the  wallis  of  the  toun, 

Ben  v.'ith.  the  folke  of  Troie  ahvaie  fo  wroth 
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That  the!  wol  bring  it  to  confufioun  ; 
Right  in  difpite  of  King  Laomedoun, 
Bicaufe  he  n'olde  payin  'hem  ther  hire. 
The  tpun  of  Troie  ftial  ben  fet  on  fire. 

Telling  his  tale  alway  this  olde  grey. 
Humble  in  fpeche  and  in  his  loking  eke. 
The  falte  tejrris  from  his  eyin  twey 
Ful  faft  yronnin  doun  by  eithir  cheke ; 
So  long  he  gan  of  focour  'hem  befeke 
That  for  to  hele  him  of  his  forowcs  fore 
Thei  gave  him  Antenor  withoutin  more. 

But  who  was  glad  inough  but  Calchas  tho  ? 
And  of  this  thing  ful  fone  his  nedis  leide 
On  them  that  fhouldin  f9r  the  tretife  go. 
And  them  for  Antenor  ful  ofte  preide 
To  bringin  home  King  Thoas  and  Crefeide; 
And  whan  Priam  his  fafe  condudl  fent, 
Th'  embaffadours  to  Troie  flreight  they  went. 

The  caufe  i-tolde  of  thcr  comming,  the  olde 
Priam  the  King  ful  fone  in  generall 
Gan  hereupon  his  parliment  to  holde, 
Of  whiche  th'  effedte  rehercin  you  I  (hall : 
Th'  enibailadours  ben  anfwerde  for  finall 
The  efchaunge  of  prifoners  and  al  this  nede 
'Hem  likith  wel,  and  forth  in  thei  procede. 

ThisTroilus  was  prefent  in  the  place 
Whan  aikid  was  for  Antenor  Crefeide, 
For  whiche  ful  fone  to  chaungin  gan  his  face. 
As  he  that  with  tho  wordis  wel  nigh  deide  ; 
But  natheleffe  he  no  worde  to  it  fcide. 
Left  men  Ihould  his  a£fe<Slion  efpie ; 
With  mann'is  hert  he  gan  his  forowes  drie. 

And  ful  of  anguifti  and  of  grefly  drede 
Abode  what  othir  lordes  would  to  it  fey, 
And  if  that  thei  would  graunt,  as  God  forbede  ! 
Th'   efchaunge  of  her  ;  then  thought  he  thinges 
Firft  how  to  fave  her  honor,  and  what  wey  [twey 
He  mighte  beft  th'  efchaunge  of  her  v/ithflonde ; 
Ful  faft  he  caft  how  alle  this  might  ftonde. 

Love  him  made  alle  preft  to  done  her  bide, 
And  rathir  dyin  than  that  fhe  fhould  go. 
But  Reafon  faid  him  on  that  othir  fide 
Withoutin  affent  of  her  do  nat  fo, 
Left  for  thy  werke  fhe  would  be  thy  foe, 
Andfain,  that  through  thy  meddling  is  iblowe 
Your  bothe  love  ther  if  was  erft  not  knowe. 

For  whiche  he  gan  deliberen  for  the  befte, 
And  though  the  lordis  wouldin  that  Ihe  went 
He  woulde  fuffir  them  graunt  what  'hem  left, 
And  tel  his  lady  firft  what  that  thei  ment ; 
And  when  that  (he  had  faid  him  her  entent, 
Theraftir  would  he  werkin  all  fo  blive 
Tho  al  the  world  ayen  it  would  yftrive. 

Hedlor  with  that  full  wel  the  Grekis  herde 
For  Antenor  how  thei  would  have  Crefeide, 
Gan  it  withftondc,  and  fobirly  anfwerde  ; 
Sirs,  (he  ne  is  no  prifoner  (he  feidc;) 
I  n'ot  en  you  who  that  this  charge  leide, 
But  on  my  parte  ye  male  eftfones  'hem  tell 
Weufin  here  no  women  for  to  fell. 

The  noife  of  peple  upftert  then  atones 
As  brimme  as  blafe  of  ftrawe  ifet  on  fire, 
ipor  infortunc  it  woulde  for  the  nqne's 


Thei  fliouldin  ther  confufion  defire. 
Hedor,    (quod  thei)  what  goft  may  yon  enfpirc 
This  woman  thus  to  (hilde,  and  done  us  lefe 
Dan  Antenor  \  a  wrong  waie  now  ye  chefe 

That  is  fo  wife,  and  eke  fo  bolde  baroun, 
And  we  have  nede  of  folke,  as  men  may  fe ;' 
He  is  one  of  the  gretift  of  this  toun  : 
O  Hedlor  !  lette  fuche  thy  fantaCes  be ; 
O  King  Priam !  (quod  thei)  thus  fegge  we. 
That  all  our  voice  is  to  forgone  Crefeide, 
And  to  delivir  Antenor  thei  preide. 

O  Juvenal,  Lorde  !  trewe  is  thy  fentence, 
That  litil  wenin  folke  what  is  to  yerne, 
That  thei  ne  findin'  in  ther  defire  offence, 
For  cloude  of  errour  ne  lette  'hem  difcerne 
What  beft  is  ;  and  lo  !  here  enfample'  as  yerne  j 
Thefe  folke  defirin  now  deliviraunce 
Of  Antenor,  that  brought  'hem  to  mifchaunce  : 

For  he  was  aftir  traitour  to  the  toune 
Of  Troy,  alas !  thei  quitte  him  out  to  rathe  : 
O  nice  world,  lo  thy  difcrecion  ! 
Crefeide,  which  that  nevir  did  'hem  fcathe, 
Shal  nowe  no  lengir  in  her  blilTe  bathe, 
But  Antenor  he  fhal  eome  home  to  toune,         ; 
And  (lie  (hal  out  :  thus  faid  both  heere  and  houne. 

For  which  delibered  was  by  parliment 
For  Antenor  to  yeldin  out  Crefeide, 
And  it  pronouncid  by  the  Prefident, 
Although  that  He<5i;or  nay  ful  ofte  praide ; 
And  finally,  what  wight  that  it  withfaide 
It  was  for  naught ;  it  muft  yben  and  (hould, 
For  fubftaunce  of  the  parliment  it  would.j 

Departid  out  o'  th'  parliment  echone, 
This  Troilus,  withoutin  wordis  mo. 
Unto  his  chambre  fpedde  him  faft  alone, 
But  if  it  were  a  man  of  his  or  two, 
The  whiche  he  bad  out  fafte  for  to  go, 
Bicaufe  that  he  would  flepin,  as  he  faide. 
And  haftily  upon  his  bedde  him  laide. 

And  as  in  wintir  levis  ben  birafte 
Eche  aftir  othir  til  the  trees  be  bare. 
So  that  there  n'is  but  barke  and  braunche  llafte^ 
Lithe  Troilus  bkaft  of  eche  welfare, 
Iboundin  in  thetlacke  barke  of  care, 
Difpofid  v^'ode  out  of  hiswitte  to  breide, 
So  fore  him  fate  the  chaunging  of  Crefeide. 

He  rift  him  up  and  every  dore  he  fhette 
And  window  eke,  and  tho  this  wofull  man 
Upon  his  bedd'is  fide  adoune  him  fette, 
Ful  like  a  ded  image,  both  pale  and  wan, 
And  in  his  breft  the  hepid  wo  began 
Out  bruft,  and  he  to  workin  in  this  wife, 
In  his  wodeneffe,  as  1  fhal  you  devife. 

Right  as  the  wilde  bulle  beginnith  fpring  J 
Now  here  now  there,  idartid  to  the  herte. 
And  of  his  deth  rorith  in  complaining. 
Right  fo  gan  he  about  the  chambre  fterte. 
Smiting  his  breft  aie  with  his  fiftis  fmerte  ; 
His  bed  to  the'  wall,  his  body  to  the  grounde^ 
Ful  ofte  he  fwapte,  him  felvin  to  confoundc. 

His  eyin  two  for  pite  of  his  hertso 
Out  ftremidin  as  fwifte  as  wellis  twey  ; 
The  highe  fobbis  of  his  forowes  fmert-g 
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His  fpeche  him  refte  ;  unnethls  rtlight  he  fey 
O  Deth,  alas  !  why  n'ilt  thou  do  me  dey  ? 
Acurfid  be  that  day  which  that  Nature 
Yihope  me  to  ben  a  Uv'is  creture  ! 

But  aftir,  whan  the  fury'  and  al  the  rage 
Whiche  that  his  herte  twift  and  fafte  threft 
By  length  of  time  fomewhat  gan  afwage. 
Upon  his  bedde  he  laide  him  doun  to  reft; 
But  the  begon  his  teres  more  out  to  brefl, 
That  wondir  is  the  body  male  fuffife 
To  halfe  this  wo  which  that  I  you  devife. 

Than  faide  he  thus;  Fortune,  alas  the  while! 
What  have  I  done  ?  what  have  I  the  agilt  ? 
How  mightift  thou  for  routhe  thus  me  begile  ? 
Is  there  no  graCe  ?  and  (hal  I  thus  be  fpih  ? 
Shal  thus  Crefeide  away  for  that  thou  wilt  ? 
Alas !  how  mightift  thou  in  thine  hert  finde 
To  ben  to  me  thus  cruil  and  unkinde  ? 

Have  1  the  nat  honourid  al  my  live. 
As  thou  well  woteft,  above  the  goddis  all  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  then  of  this  joie  me  deprive  ? 

0  Troilus  !  what  may  men  now  the  call 
But  wretche  of  wi'etchis,  out  of  honour  fal 
Into  mife'ry  ?  in  whiche  I  wol  bewaile 
Crefeide,  alas  !  til  that  the  brethe  me  faile. 

Alas,  Fortune  !  if  that  my  life  in  joie 
Difplelid'  had  unto  thy  foule  envie, 
Why  ne'  haddift  thou  my  fathir  King  of  Troy 
Biraflte  the  life,  or  done  my  brethrin  die, 
Or  flaine  my  felfe,  that  thus  complaine  and  crie  ? 

1  combt'e  world  that  male  of  nothing  ferve. 
But  evir  die  and  never  fully  fterve. 

If  that  Crefeide  alone  werin  me  lafte 
Naught  raught  I  whidir  thou  woldilt  me  ftere, 
And  her,  alas  I  than  haft  thou  me  birafte  : 
But  evirmore,  lo  !  this  is  thy  manere, 
To  reve  a  wight  that  mofte  is  ta  him  dere, 
To  preve  in  that  thy  gierfull  violence; 
Thus  am  I  loft,  there  helpith  no  defence. 

O  very  Lorde  I   o  Love,  o  god  !  alas  ! 
Thai  knowift  beft  min  hert  and  al  my  thought. 
What  ftial  my  foroufuU  life  done  in  this  caas 
If  I  forgo  that  I  fo  dere  have  bought  ? 
Sens  ye  Crefeide  and  me  have  fully  brought 
Into  your  grace,  and  both  our  hertis  feled, 
How  male  ye  fuffre',  alas !  it  be  repeled  ? 

What  I  may  done  I  flial,  while  I  may  dure 
On  live,  in  turment  and  in  cruill  paine ; 
This  infortune  and  this  difavinture 
Alone  as  I  was  borne  T  wol  complaine, 
Ne  nevir  wol  I  fene  it  fliine  or  raine. 
But  ende  I  wol  as  Edippe  in  dei-knefle 
My  wofull  life,  and  dying  in  diftreffe. 

O  wery  ghdft  I  that  errift  to  and  fro, 
IVhy  n'ilt  thdu  flien  out  of  the  wofuUeft 
Body  that  evir  might  on  grounde  ygo  ? 
O  foule  !  lurking  in  this  woful  nefte, 
Flee  forth  anon,  and  do  mine  herte  to  brefte. 
And  folowe  Crefeide  thy  lady  dere  ; 
Thy  iright  place  is  no  lengir  to  ben  here. 

O  woful  eyin  two  !  fens  your  difporte 
Was  al  to  fene  Crefeid's  eyin  bright, 
Wkat  fhal  ye  done,  but  for  my  difcomforte 
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Stondin  for  naught  and  wepin  out  your  fight,  "< 
Sens  ftie  is  quelnt  that  wont  was  you  to  light  ? 
In  veine  from  this  forth  have  I  eyin  twey 
Iformid,  fens  your  vertue  is  awey. 

O  my  Crefeide  !  o  lady  fov^raine  ! 
Of  this  forowfull  foule  that  thus  crieth 
Who  ftiall  now  yevin  comfort  to  thy  paine  ? 
Alas!  no  wight;  but  whan  mine  hert  ydietb 
My  fpirite,  whiche  that  fo  unto  you  hieth, 
Receva  in  gre,  for  that  ftiall  aie  you  ferve  ; 
Forthy  no  force  is  tho  the  body  fterve. 

O  ye  lovirs !  that  high  upon  the  whele 
Ben  fette  of  Fortune,  in  gode  avinture 
God  lene  that  ye  aie  findin  love  of  ftele. 
And  tonge  mote  your  life  in  joy  endure^ 
But  w'nen  ye  comin  by  my  fepulture 
Remembrith  that  your  felowe  reftith  there. 
For  I  lovid  eke,  though  I  unworthy  were. 

O  olde  unwholfome  and  miflivid  man, 
Calchas  I  mene  !  alas !  what  eilid  the 
To  berl  a  Greke  feiis  thou  art  borne  Trojan  I 
O  Calchas !  whiche  that  wolt  my  bane  be. 
In  curfid  time  was  thou  borne  for  me  ; 
As  woulde  blilsfull  Jove  for  his  joye 
That  I  the  had  where  that  I  would  in  Troie  J 

A  thoufande  fighishottir  than  the  gleda 
Out  of  his  breft  eche  aftir  othir  wente, 
Medlid  with  plaintis  newe,  his  wo  to  fede. 
For  whiche  his  woful  teris- nevir  ftente  ; 
And,  ftiortly,  fo  his  forowes  him  to  rente. 
He  woxe  fo  mate  that  ne  joy  nor  penaunce 
tie  felith  none,  but  lyith  in  a  traunce. 

Pandarus,  whiche  that  in  the  parliment 
Had  herde  what  every  lord  and  burgeis  feidj 
And  how  ful  grauntid  was  by  one  affent 
For  Anteilor  to  yeldin  out  Crefeide, 
Gan  wel  nigh  v/ode  out  of  his  wit  to  breide. 
So  that  for  wo  he  ne  wift  what  he  mente, 
But  in  a  rage  to  Troilus  he  wente, 

A  certaine  knight  that  for  the  time  kepte 
The  chambre  dore  undid  it  him  anone. 
And  Pandarus,  that  ful  tendirly  wepte, 
Into  the  derke  chambre  as  ftil  as  ftone 
Tov/arde  the  bedde  gan  foftly  for  to  gone, 
So  confufe  that  he  he  wift  what  to  fay; 
For  very  wo  his  witte  was  nigh  away. 

And  with  his  chere  and  loking  al  to  rornc 
For  wo  of  this,  and  with  his  armis  folden. 
He  ftode  this  woful  Troilus  beforne. 
And  on  his  pitous  face  he  gan  beholden  ; 
But  Lord!  fo  oftin  gan  his  hert  to  colden,! 
Seying  his  frende  in  wo,  whofe  hevineffe 
His  herte  flough,  as  thought  him,  for  diftreffe. 

This  woful  wight,  this  Troilus,  that  felte 
His  frende  Pandare  icomin  him  to  fe, 
Gan  as  the  fnow  ayenft  the  funne  to  melte, 
For  whiche  this  woful  Pandare  of  pite 
Gan  for  to  wepe  as  tendirly  as  he  ; 
And  fpecheleife  thus  ben  thefe  like  twey. 
That  neithir  might  for  forow  o  worde  fey. 

But  at  the  laft  this  wofull  Tioilus, 
Nigh  did  for  fmert,  gan  breftin  out  to  rore, 
And  with  a  forowful  noife  he  faid  thus,  ' 
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Amonges  his  fobtls  and  his  fighis  fore ; 
3Lo  !  Pandare,  I  am  ded,  withoutin  more; 
Haft  thou  nat  herde  at  parliment,  he  feide. 
Per  Antenor  how  lofte  is  Vfw  Crefeide  ? 

This  Pandarus,  ful  ded  and  pale  of  hewe, 
Fill  pitoully  anfwerid,  and  faide  Yes, 
As  wifely  were  it  falfe  as  it  is  trewe 
That  I  have  herde,  and  wote  all  how  it  is  ! 
O  meicy,  God !  who  would  have  trowid  this  ? 
Who  would  have  wende  that  in  fo  lite  a  throw 
Fortune  our  joye  would  havin  ovirthrow  ? 

For  o !  in  tins  world  there  is  no  creture, 
As  to  my  dome,  that  evir  fawe  ruine 
Scraungir  then  this  through  cafe  or  avinture; 
But  who  may  al  efchue  or  al  devine  ? 
Suche  is  tbis  world.     Forthy  I  thus  define, 
JJe  trullith  no  wight  to  finde  in  Fortune 
Aie  propertie ;  her  yeftis  ben  commune. 

But  tel  me  this,  why  thou  art  now  fo  mad. 
To  forowen  thus  why  lifte  thou  in  this  wife, 
Sens  thy  defire  al  wholly  haft  thou  had, 
So  thait  by  right  it  ought  inough  fuffice  ? 
But  I,  that  nevir  felte  in  my  fervice 
A  frendly  chere  or  loking  of  an  eye. 
Let  me  thus  wepe  and  wailin  til  1  dye. 

And  ore  al  this,  as  thou  Wei  woft  thy  felve, 
This  toune  is  ful  of  ladies  al  aboute, 
And  to  my  dome  fairir  than  fuche  twelve 
As  er  fhe  was  fliall  I  finde  in  a  route. 
Ye,  one  or  twey,  withoutin  any  doute  : 
Forthy  be  glade,  niirie  owne  dere  brother! 
If  fhe  be  loft  we  fnal  recovre'  an  other. 

What !  God  forbid  alway  that  eche  plefaance 
in  o  thing  were,  and  in  non  othir  wight ; 
I£  one  can  finge,  anothir  can  Wei  daunce, 
If  this  be  godely  fhe  is  glad  and  light, 
And  this  is  faire  and  that  can'gode  aright; 
iEche  for  his  vertue  holdin  is  full  dere 
Bothe  heroner  and  faucon  for  rivere. 

And  eke,  as  writ  Zanfis,  that  was  full  wife^ 
The  newi  love  out  chafith  oft  the  old, 
And  upon  riewc  cafe  lyith  newe  avife  ; 
Thinke  eke  thy  felf  to  favin  thou  art  hold  ; 
Soche  fire  by  procefie  fhall  ofkinde  cold. 
For  fens  it  is  but  cafuell  plefaqnce 
Some  cafe  fhal  put  it  out  of  remembraunce. 

For  all  fo  fure  as  dale  cometh  aftir  night 
The  new^  love,  labour,  or  othir  wo, 
<pi"  ellis  felde  feing  of  a  wight, 
Doen  old  affeilipns  all  ovir  go ; 
And  for  thy  part  thou  fhalt  have  one  of  tho 
To  abredge  with  thy  bittir  painis  fmerte} 
Ab fence  of  her  fhall  drive  her  out  of  herte. 

Thefe  wordis  faied,  he  for  the  nonis  all 
To  helpe  his  frende,  left  he  for  forowe  deide, 
For  doubteleffe  to  doen  his  wo  to  fall 
He  ne  raught  nat  what  unthrift  that  he  feide  ; 
But  Troilus,  that  nigh  for  foaowe  deide, 
Toke  little  hede  of  all  that  ere  he  ment ; 
One  ere  it  herd,  at  the'  othir  out  it  went. 

But  at  the  laft  he  anfwerde,  and  faid,  Frcnd, 
This  lechcraft,  or  yhelid  thus  to  be. 
Were  well  fitting  if  that  I  were  a  fend, 


To  traifin  her  that  true  is  unto  me ; 
I  praie  God  let  this  counfail  nevir  the, 
But  doe  me  rathir  fterve  anon  right  here 
Er  I  thus  doen.  as  thou  me  wouldift  lere. 

She  that  I  ferve  iwis,  what  fo  thou  feie, 
To  whom  mine  herte  enhabite  is  by  right, 
Shall  have  me  wholly  her's  till  that  1  deie; 
For,  Pandarus,  fens  I  have  trouth  her  hight, 
I  woll  nat  ben  untrue  for  any  wight, 
But  as  her  man  I  woll  aie  live  and  fterve, 
And  nevir  wolle  non  othir  creture  ferve. 

And  there  thou  faieft  thou  fhalt  as  faire  yfind 
As  fhe   let  be  ;  make  no  comparifon 
To  a  creture  iformid  here  by  Kinde; 

0  leve,  Pandarus !    thy  conclufion ; 

1  woll  nat  ben  of  thine  opinion    . 
I'ouching  all  this,  for  whiche  I  the  befeche 

So  holde  thy  pece  ;  thou  flaeft  me  with  thy  fpeche. 

Thou  biddift.  me  that  I  fhouldlove  another 
All  frefhly  newe,  and  let  Crefeide  go  ; 
It  lithe  nat  in  my  powir,  levL  brother. 
And  though  I  might  yet  would  I  nat  doe  fo : 
But  canft  thou  playin  rake'  to  and  fro, 
Nertle'  in  Docke  out,  now  this  noW  that,  Pandare  ? 
Now  foule  fall  her  for  thy  wo  that  care ! 

Thou  farift  eke  by  me,  thou  Pandarusy 
As  he  that  whan  a  wight  is  wo  bigon 
He  cometh  to  him  apace  and  faith  right  thuSj 
Thinke  not  on  fmert  and  thou  fhalt  fele  none. 
Thou  maieft  rhe  firft  tranfmewin  in  a  fione, 
And  reve  me  of  my  paflionis  all, 
Or  thou  fo  lightly  do  my  wo  to  fall. 

The  deth  maie  well  out  of  my  brefi  depart     - 
The  life,  fo  long  maie  laft  this  forowe  mine, 
But  fro  my  foul^  fhall  Crefeid'is  dart 
Out  nevirmore,  but  doune  with  Proferpine, 
Whan  I  am  dedde,  I  woll  go  won  in  pine. 
And  there  I  woll  eternally  complain 
My  wo,  and  how  that  twinnid  be  we  twain; 

Thou  haft  here  made  an  argument  full  finCj 
How  that  it  fhouldin  lafTe  pain  ybe 
Crefeide  to  forgon,  for  fhe  was  mine, 
And  lived  in  efe  and  in  felicite  : 
Why  gabbift  thou,  thait  faidift  erft  to  me 
That  him  is  wors  that  is  fro  wele  itlirbwe 
Than  he  had  erft  none  of  that  wele  iknowe  ? 

But  tel  me  now,  fens  that  the  thinketh  fo  light 
To  chaungin  fo  in  love  aie  to  and  fro. 
Why  haft  thou  nat  doen  bufily  thy  might 
To  chaungin  her  that  doeth  the  al  thy  wo  ? 
Why  n'llt  thou  let  her  fro  thine  herte  go  ? 
Why  n'ilt  thou  love  anothir  lady  fwete. 
That  maie  thine  herte  fettin  in  quiete  ? 

If  thou  haft  had  in  love  aie  yet  mifchauncCj 
And  canft  it  not  out  of  thine  herte  drive, 
I  that  have  lived  in  luft  and  in  plefaunce 
With  her,  as  moche  as  any  wight  on  live. 
How  fliould  I  that  foryet,  and  that  fo  blive  > 
O  !  where  haft  thou  ben  hid  fo  long  in  mewtf 
That  canft  fo  well  and  formdiche  arrewe  ' 

Naie,  Pandarus,  naught  worth  is  all  thy  redcy 
But  doutelefs  for  ouo;ht  that  may  befall 
Withoutin  wordis  mo,  I  woll  ben  dede.* 
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O  Deth  :  that  encUr  art  of  forowes  all. 
Come  no-w,  fens  I  fo  oft  aftir  the  call, 
For  fely  is  that  deth,  foth  for  to  fain. 
That  oft  iclepid  cometh  and  endith  pain. 

Well  wote  I,  while  my  life  was  in  quiete, 
Er  thou  me  flue  1  would  have  yevin  hire. 
But  now  thy  comming  is  to  me  fo  fwete 
That  in  this  worlde  I  nothing  fo  defire  : 

0  Deth !  fens  with  this  fox-owe  I'  am  afire. 
Thou  eithir  doe  me'  anon  in  teris  drenche 
Or  with  thy  colde  flroke  mine  herte  quenche. 

Sens  that  thou  flaefl;  fo  fele  in  fondry  wife 
Ayenft  ther  will,  unprayid,  daie  and  night. 
Doe  me  at  my  requefte  this  fervice. 
Deliver  now  the  worlde,  fo  doefl:  thou  right, 
Of  me,  that  am  the  forowfuUift  wight 
That  evir  was,  for  time  is  that  I  fterve 
Sens  in  this  world  of  right  naught  do  I  ferve. 

This  Troilus  in  teris  gan  diftill, 
Aslicour  out  of  a  limbeck  full  faft, 
And  Pandarus  gan  holde  his  tonge  Itlli, 
And  to  the  ground  his  eyin  doune  he  caft, 
But  nathelefle  thus  thought  he  at  the  laft  ; 
What !  parde  rathir  than  my  felowe  deie 
Yet  fliall  I  fomwhat  more  unto  him  feie. 

And  fayid,  Frend,  fens  thou  haft  foche  diftrelTe, 
And  fens  the  lift  mine  argumentis  blame. 
Why  n'ilt  thou  thy  felvin  helpe  doen  redreffe. 
And  with  thy  manhode  letiin  all  thi;  game  ? 
Go  raviftie  her,  ne  canft  thou  not  for  fliame  i 
And  eithir  let  her  out  of  toune  fare 
Or  hold  her  ftill,  and  leve  thy  nice  fare. 

Art  thou  in  Troie  and  haft  non  hardiment 
To  take  a  woman  whiche  that  lovith  the. 
And  would  her  felvin  ben  of  thine  affent  ? 
Now  is  nat  this  a  nice  vanite  ? 
Rife  up  anon  and  let  this  weping  be, 
And  kith  thou  art  a  man,  for  in  this  hour 

1  woll  ben  dedde  or  fhe  ftiall  beln  our. 

To  this  anfwerde  him  Troilus  full  foft. 
And  faied,  Iwis,  my  leve  brothir  dere  ! 
All  this  have  1  my  felf  yet  thought  full  oft. 
And  more  thingis  than  thou  devifift  here, 
But  why  this  thing  is  laft  thou  ftialt  well  here, 
And  whan  thou  haft  me  yevin  audience 
Theraftir  maieft  thou  tell  all  thy  fentence. 

Firft,  fin  thou  woft  this  toun  hath  all  this  werre 
For  ravilhing  of  women  fo  by  might. 
It  fliould  not  ben  yfuffrid  me  to  erre, 
As  it  ftont  now,  nedoen  fo  grete  unright ; 
I  fliould  have  alfo  blame  of  every  wight 
My  fathir's  graunt  if  that  I  fo  withftode, 
Sens  flie  is,  chaungid  for  th?  toun'is  gode. 

I  have  eke  thought,  fo  it  were  her  affent, 
To  aflce  her  of  my  fathir  of  his  grace, 
Than  thinke  I  this  were  her  accufement, 
Sens  well  I  wot  I  male  her  not  purchace; 
For  fens  ray  fathir  in  fo  high  a  place 
As  parliment  hath  her  efchaunge  enfeled 
He  n'ill  for  me  his  lettirbe  repeled. 

Yet  deede  I  mofte  her  herte  to  perturhe 
With  violence,  if  I  doe  foche  ag*flje, 
yof  i^l  vftfvdd.  it  opinly  difturbe 
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It  muft  be  difclaundre  unto  her  name. 
And  me  were  levir  die  than  her  diffamc^ 
As  n'olde  God,  but  if  that  I  fliould  have 
Her  honour  levir  than  my  life  to  fave. 

Thus  am  I  loft,  for  aught  that  I  can  fe, 
For  certain  is  that  fith  I  am  her  knight 
I  muft  her  honour  levir  have  than  me 
In  every  cafe,  as  lovir  ought  of  right ; 
Thus  am  I  with  defire  and  refon  twight, 
Defire  for  to  diftourbin  her  me  redeth, 
And  refon  n'ill  not,  fo  iriine  herte  dredeth. 

Thus  weping,  that  he  ne  could  nevir  cefcj 
He  faid,  Alas  !  how  fliall  I  wretche  fare  I 
For  well  fele  I  alwaie  my  love  encrefe. 
And  hope  is  lafle  and  laffe  alway,  Pandare  j 
Encrefin  eke  the  caufis  of  my  care  ; 
So  welawaie !  why  n'ill  mine  herte  breft  ? 
For  why  ?  in  love  there  is  but  little  reft. 

Pandare  anfwerid,  Frend,  thou  maieft  for  me 
Doen  as  the  lift,  but  had  I  it  fo  bote. 
And  thine  eftate,  ftie  fliould  ygo  with  me  ; 
Tho  all  this  toun  cried  on  this  thing  by  note, 
I  n'olde  fet  all  that  noife  at  a  grote. 
For  whan  men  have  well  cried  than  woll  thci  roUQ 
Eke  wondir  laft  but  ix  dales  nere  in  toun. 

Devinith  not  in  refon  aie  fo  depe, 
Ne  curtifly,  but  helpe  thy  felf  anon ; 
Bet  is  that  othir  than  thy  felvin  wepe, 
And  namily  fens  ye  two  ben  all  one  : 
Rife  up,  for  by  mine  hedde  flie  fliall  not  gon^ 
And  rathir  ben  in  blame  a  little  found 
Than  fterve  here  as  a  gnat  withoutin  wound. 

It  is  no  fiiame  unto  you  ne  no  vice 
Her  to  witholdin  that  the  lovith  mofte  : 
Paravinture  flie  might  holde  the  for  nice 
To  lette  her  go  thus  to  the  Grekis  hofte  : 
Thinke  eke  Fortune y  as  well  thy  felvin  wofte, 
Uelpitb  the  bardie  man  to  his  emfrifs. 
And  weivith  wretchis  for  ther  cowardife. 

And  though  thy  lady  would  alite  her  grevCj 
Thou  flialt  thy  felf  thy  pece  hereaftir  make  ; 
But  as  to  me  certain  I  can  not  leve 
That  flie  would  it  as  now  for  evill  take, 
Why  ftioulde  than  for  fere  thine  herte  quake  ? 
Thinke  how  that  Paris  hath,  that  is  thy  brother,! 
A  love,  and  why  flial  thou  not  have  another  ? 

And,  Troilus,  o  thing  I  dare  the  fwere. 
That  if  Crefeide,  whiche  that  is  thy  lefe. 
Now  lovith  the  as  well  as  thou  doeft  here, 
God  helpe  me  fo,  flie  n'ill  not  take  agrefe 
Though  thou  do  bote  anon,  in  this  mifchefe  j 
And  if  flie  wilnith  fro  the  for  to  palTe 
Than  is  flie  falfe,  fo  love  her  well  the  lafle. 

Forthy  take  hert,  and  thinke  right  as  a  knight  j 
Through  love  is  brokin  al  daie  every  lawe ; 
Kith  now  fomwhat  thy  corage  and  thy  might ; 
Have  mercie  on  thy  felf ;  for  any  awe 
Let  not  this  wretchidwo  thine  hert  ygnawe,* 
But  manly  fet  the  worlde  on  fixe  and  (even, 
And  if  thou  die  a  martyr)  go  to  heven. 

I  woll  my  felf  ben  with  the  at  this  dede. 
Though  I  and  all  my  kin  upon  a  ftound 
Should  in.  a  ftrete  as  doggis  Uggin  dede ^ 
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Through-girt  with  many  a  wide  blodie  wound  ; 
In  every  cafe  1  woU  a  ffend  be  found  ; 
And  if  the  lifte  here  ftervin  as  a  wretche 
Adieu,  the  devill  fped^  him  that  retche  ! 

This  Troilus  gan  with  tho  wordis  quicke, 
And  fayid,  Frend,  graunt  mercie  I  I  affent. 
But  certainly  thou  rnaieft  nat  fo  me  pricke, 
Ne  paine  none  ne  maie  me  fo  tourmeut, 
That  for  no  cafe,  it  is  not  mine  en  tent. 
At  fhort  wordis,  though  that  I  dyin  flibuld, 
To  ravifh  her  but  if  her  felf  it  would. 

Why,  fo  mene  i  (fjtiod  Pandare)  al  this  day ; 
But  tell  me  than,ha{l  thou  her  well  affaied 
That  foroweft  thus  ?  and  he  anfwerde  him  Naie. 
"Whereof  art  thou  (quod  Pandare)  than  difmaiedj 
That  n'olle  not  that  Ihe  wnl  ben  il  apaied 
To  ravillie  her,  fens  thou  haft  not  ben  there, 
But  if  that  Jove  the  tolde  it  in  thine  ere  ? 

Forthy  rife  up,  as  naught  ne  were,  anon, 
And  waflic  thy  face,  and  to  the  king  thou  wend. 
Or  he  maie  wondrin  whidir  thou  art  gon  ; 
Thou  muft  with  wifedome  him  and  othir  blend, 
Or  upon  cafe  he  maie  aftir  the  fend 
Or  thou  be  ware  :  and,  fliortly,  brothir  dere  ! 
Be  glad,  and  let  me  werke  in  this  matteire  ; 

For  I  fliall  fhape  it  fo  that  fikirly 
Thou  fhalt  this  night  fomtime  in  fome  manefe 
Come  fpekin  with  thy  ladie  privily, 
And  by  her  wordis,  eke  as  by  her  chere, 
Thou  fhalt  full  fone  aperceve  and  well  here 
Of  her  entent,  and  in  this  cafe  the  befl ; 
And  fare  now  well,  for  in  this  poindl  1  reft. 

The  fwifte  Fame,  whiche  that  fals  thingis 
Equall  reportith  like  the  thingis  true, 
Was  throughout  Troie  ifled  with  preft  wingis 
Fro  man  to  man,  and  made  his  tale  all  newe. 
How  Galchas  doughtir  with  her  brighte  hewe 
At  parliment,  withoutin  wordis  more, 
Igrauntid  was  in  chaunge  of  Antenore. 

The  whiche  tale  anon  right  as  Crefeide 
Had  herd,  fhe,  whiche  that  of  her  fathir  rought 
(As  in  this  cafe)  right  naught,  ne  whan  he  deide, 
Full  bufdy  to  Jupiter  befought 
Yeve  him  mifchaunce  that  this  tretis  brought : 
But,  fliortly,  left  thefe  talis  fothe  were 
She  durft  at  no  wight  afkin  it  for  fere. 

As  Ihethat  had  her  hert  and  all  her  niinde 
On  Troilus  ifet  fo  wondir  faft 
That  all  this  world  ne  might  her  love  unbind, 
Ne  Troilus  out  of  her  herte  caft, 
6he  would  ben  his  while  that  her  life  maie  laft  ; 
And  fhe  thus  brennith  bothe  in  love  and  drede 
So  that  fhe  ne  wift  what  was  beft  to  rede. 
But  as  men  fene  in  toune  and  all  about. 
That  women  ufe  ther  frendis  to  vifite, 
So  to  Crefeide  of  women  came  a  rout 
For  pitous  joie,  and  wendin  her  delite. 
And  with  ther  tabs,  dere  inough  a  mite, 
Thefe  women,  whiche  that  in  the  cite  dwell, 
Thei  fet  'hem  doune,  and  laied  as  I  fiiall  tell. 

(Quod  firft,  that  one)  I  am  glad  truily 
Bicaufe  of  you,  that  fliall  your  fathir  fe. 
Anothir  faied,  Iwis  £o  am  not  I,  • 
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For  all  to  little  hath  fiie  with  us  be. 

(Quod  tho  the  thirde)  I  hope  iwis  that  fhe 

Shall  bringin  us  the  pece  on  every  fide. 

That  whan  ftie  goth  Almightie  God  her  gide  f ; '  ■ '  • 

Tho  Cordis  and  tho  womanniftie  thingis 
She  herd  'hem  right  as  though  ftie  thenniswere,^  ' 
For  God  it  wote  her  herte  on  othir  thing  is ; 
Although  the  body  fat  emong  'hem  there 
Her  advertence  is  alwaie  ellis  where  ; 
For  Troilus  full  faft  her  foule  fought ; 
Withoutin  worde  on  him  alwaie  fhe  thought. 

Thefe  women  that  thus  wendin  her  to  plefo 
Aboutin  naught  gon  all  ther  talis  fpende; 
Sorhe  vanite  ne  can  doen  her  none  efe, 
As  flie  that  all  this  mene  while  brende 
Of  othir  paffmh  than  thei  ywende,- 
So  that  Ihe  feltc  alraofte  her  herte  die 
For  wo,  and  werie  of  that  companie. 

For  whiche  might  fhe  no  lengir  reftrain 
Her  teris,  thei  ganin  fo  up  to  well, 
That  gavin  fignis  of  her  bittir  pain 
In  whiche  her  fpirite  was  and  muft  ydwell, 
Remembring  her  from  heven  unto  which  hei 
She  fallin  was  fens  fhe  forgo  the  fight  , 

Of  Troilus,  and  forowfuUy  fhe  fight. 

And  thilke  folis  fitting  her  abo-ut 
Wendin  that  flie  had  wept  and  fighid  forCj 
Bicaufe  that  fhe  fliouldin  out  of  the  rout 
Departin,  and  nevir  plaie  with  'hem  more  ; 
And  thei  that  haddin  knowin  her  of  yore 
Se  her  fo  wepe,  and  thought  it  was  kindneffe, 
And  eche  of  'hem  wept  ek-e  for  her  diftreffe. 

And  bufilie  thei  gonnin  her  comforte 
On  thing  God  wot  on  which  flie  little  thoughtj 
And  with  ther  talis  wendin  her  difporte,- 
And  to  be  glad  thei  oftin  her  befought ; 
But  foche  an  eit  therwith  thei  in  her  VvTought 
Right  as  t  man  is  efid  for  to  fele 
For  ache  of  hedde  to  clawen'  him  on  his  hele. 

But  aftir  all  this  nice  vanite 
Thei  toke  ther  leve,  ?nd  home  thei  wentin  all  j 
Crefeide,  full  of  forowful  pite, 
Into  her  chambre'  up  went  out  of  the  hall. 
And  tin  her  bedde  fhe  gan  for  dedde  to  fall. 
In  purpofe  nevir  thennis  for  to  rife, 
And  thus  flie  wrought,  as  I  fliall  you  deyife. 

Her  owndid  heer,  that  fonniflie  was  of  hewc. 
She  rent,  and  eke  her  fingirs  lono-  and  fmale 
She  wrong  ful  oft,  and  bade  God  on  her  rue, 
And  with  the  death  to  doe  bote  on  her  bale ; 
Her  hewe,  whilom  bright,  that' tho  was  pale. 
Bare  witnede  of  her  wo  and  her  conftreint, 
And  thus  flie  fpake,  fobbing  in  her  compleint  3 

Alasl   (quod  file)  out  of  this  regioun 
I,  wofuU  wretche  and  infortunid  wight. 
And  borne  in  curfid  conftellacioun, 
Mote  gon,  and  thus  departin  fro  my  knight ! 
Wo  worthe,  alas !  that  ilke  day'is  light 
On  which  I  fawe  him  firft  with  eyin  twain 
That  caufith  n\e  and  I  him  all  this  pain  1 

Thervsrith  the  teris  from  her  eyin  two" 
Doune  felKas.  fliowris  full  in  Aprill  fwithc  ; 
Her  white  brcft  fl>e  bet,  and  for  the  -y^'o   ' 
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Aftir  the  clcth  fhe  cried  a  thoufande  fithe, 
Sens  he  that  woyt  her  wo  was  for  to  lith 
She  mote  forgon,  forwhiche  difavinture 
She  helde  her  feifin  a  forloft  creture. 

She  faiedj  How  fhall  he  doen  and  I  alfo  ! 
How  ftio^ld  I  live  if  that  I  from  him  twin  ! 
O  dere  herte  eke,  that  I  love  fo. 
Who  fliall  that  forowe  flaen  that  ye  ben  in  ! 
b  Calchasi  fathir  !  thine  be  all  this  iin  ! 

0  mothir  mme,  that  clepid  were  Argive, 
Wp  worth  that  daie  that  thou  me  bare  on  live  ! 

To  what  fine  fliould  I  live  and  forowen  thus  ? 
.  How  fhbuld  a  filhe  withoutin  watir  dure  ? 
What  is  Crefeide  worth  from  Troilus  ? 
How  Ihoyld  a  f  lant  or'  any  othir  creture 
Livin  withoute  his  kindly  noriture  ? 
For  whiche  full  oft  a  byword  here  I  feie. 
That  erthelefs  mote  grene  medis  fone  deye. 

I  fliall  doen  thus,  fens  neither  fwerd  ne  dart 
Dare  1  none  handle  for  the  cruilte, 
That  ilke  daie  that  I  fro  you  depart, 
If  forowe  of  that  n'ill  nat  my  bane  bej 
Than  ihall  no  mete  nc  drinke  ycome  in  me 
Till  I  my  foule  out  of  my  breft  unlheth, 
And  thus  my  felvin  woU  I  doen  to  deth. 

And,  Troilus,  my  clothis  everichone 
Shull  blacke  ben,  in  tokining,  herte  fwete  ! 
That  I  arn  as  out  of  this  worlde  agone, 
That  wonf  y  was  you  to  fet  in  quiete. 
And  of  mine  ordir  ale,  till  deth  me  metCj 
The  cbfervaunce  evir  in  your  abfence 
Shall  forovi^c  ben,  complaint  and  abftinence; 

Mine  herte,  and  eke  the  wofuU  ghoft  therein, 
Biqueth  I  with  your  fpiiite  to  complain' 
.Eternally,  for  thei  fliall  nevir  twin; 
For  though  in  yerth  ytwinnid  be  we  twain^ 
Yet  in  the  felde  of  pite,  out  of  pairi, 
That  hight  Elyfium,  we  fliall  ben  yfere, 
As  Orpheus  and  Eur/dice  his  fere. 

Thus,  hcfte  mine  !  for  Antenor,  alas ! 

1  fone  fliall  be  ychaungid,  as  I  wene  ; 
But  how  ftiull  ye  doen  in  this  wofuU  caas  ? 
How  fliall  your  tendir  herte  thus  fuftein  ? 
But,   herte  mine  !  foryet  this  forowe,  and  tene, 
And  me  alfo ;  for,  fothly  for  to  feie. 
So  ye  well  fare  1  retche  not  for  to  deie. 

How  might  it  evir  redde  ben  or  ifong 
The  pfelntis  that  flie  made  in  her  diftreflc  ? 
I  n'ot,  but  as  for  me,  my  little  tong,. 
If  I  difcrivin  would  her  hcvineffe, 
•It  Ihould  ymake  her  foroWe  feme  leiTe 
Than  that  it  was,  and  childiflily  deface 
Her  hie  complaint,  and  therfore  I  it  pace. 

Pandarus,  whiche  that  fent  from  Troilus 
Wasto  Grefeide,  as  ye  have  herddevife, 
That  for  the  bell  it  was  accordid  thus, 
r  And  he  full  glad  to  doen  him  that  fervice 
Unto  Orefeide  in.  a  full  fee  re  te  wife, 
Ther£  as  flie  laie  in  tourment  and  in  rage, 
Came  her  to  tell  all  wholly  his  meffage ; 
And  fonde  that  flie  her  felvin  gan  to  trele 
/        Full  pitpufly,  for  with  Her  falte  teres 
Her  brefl;  and  face  ibatbi(^  was  full  >ycte. 
Vet.  1. 


Her  mightie  treffis  of  her  fonnlfhe  herca 
Unbroidin  hangin  all  about  her  eres, 
Whiche  yavin  him  very  fignall  mattire 
of  deth,  whiche  that  her  lierCe  gan  defire, 

Whan  flie  hitrt  fawe  flie  gan  for  forowe'  anon 
Her  tery  face  atwixt  her  armishide. 
For  whiche  this  Pandare  is  fo  wo  bigon 
That  in  the  hous  he  might  unneth  abide, 
As  he  that  felt  forowe  on  every  fide. 
For  if  Crefeic  -J  had  crfl:  complainid  fore 
Tho  gan  flie  plain  a  thoufande  tiniis  more, 

A,nd  in  her  afpre  plaints  thus  flie  feide  j 
Pandare,  my  eme,  of  joyis  mo  than  two 
Was  caufe,  caufing  firft  to  me  Crefeide, 
That  now  tranfmutid  bin  in  cruil  wo, 
Wher'  fliall  I  faie  to  you  welcome  or  no, 
That  aldirfirfl:  me  brought  unto  fervife 
Of  love,  alas  [  that  endith  in  foche  wife  ? 

Endith  than  love  in  wo  ?  ye,  or  men  lieth, 
And  every  worldly  blifle,  as  thinkith  me  ; 
The  ende  of  blifle  aie  forowe  occupieth ; 
And  who  fo  trowith  not  that  it  fo  be 
Let  him  upon  me  wofuU  wretche  fe. 
That  my  felf  hate,  and  aie  my  birthe  curfe, 
Feling  alwaie  fro  wicke  I  go  to  worfe. 

Whofo  me  feeth  feeth  forowe  all  atonis, 
Paine,  turment,  woy  and  plaint,  and  eke  diftrefs 
Out  of  my  wofull  bodie  harme  there  none  is. 
As  langour,  anguiftle,  cruill  bittirnefle, 
Annoic,  fmarte,  drede,  fuiie,  and  eke  fiknefle  ; 
I  trowe  iwis  from  hevin  teris  rain 
For  pite  of  my  afpre'  and  cruill  pain. 

O  thou  my  fuftir  !  full  of  difcomfort, 
(Quod  Pandarus)  what  thinkift  thou  to  doe  ? 
Why  ne'  haft  thou  to  thy  felvin  fome  refport  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  thus  thy  felf,  alas  !  fordo  ? 
Leve  all  this  werke,  and  take  now  hede  to 
That  I  fliall  fain,  and  herken'  of  gode  entent 
This  that  by  me  thy  Troilus  the  fent. 

Tournid  her  tho  Crefeide  a  wo  making 
So  grete,  that  it  a  deth  was  for  to  fe  : 
Alas !  (quod  flie)  what  wordis  male  ye  bring. 
What  woU  my  dere  herte  fendin  unto  me, 
Whiche  that  T  drede  nevir  more  to  fe  ? 
WoU  he  have  plaint  or  teris  ere  I  wende  ? 
I  have  inough  if  he  theraftir  fende. 

She  was  right  foche  to  fene  in  her  vifagft 
As  is  that  wight  tliat  men  on  here  ybinde, 
Her  face,  like  of  paradis  the  image 
Wa«  all  ichaungid  in  anothir  kinde  ; 
The  plaie,  the  laughtir,  men  wer  wont  tO  find 
In  her,  and  eke  her  joyis  evrichone, 
Ben  fledde  ;  and  thus  lieth  Crefeide  alone. 

About  her  eyin  two  a  purpre  ring 
Bitrent, ,  in  fothfafl;  tokening  of  her  pain. 
That  to  behold  it  was  a  dedly  thing, 
For  whicfie  Pandarus  ne  fnight  nat  reftrain 
The  teris  from  his  eyin  for  to  rain ; 
But  nathdefle  as  he  befl;  might  he  feide 
^  prom -Troilus  thefe  wordis  to  Crefeide : 

Lo  !  nece,  I  trowe  well  ye  ban  herd  all  how 
The  King,  with  othir  lordis,  for  the  beft 
Hath  iBa4e  efchaiinge  of  Antenor  and  you, 
»  h 
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That  cav(fe  is  of  this  forowe  and  unreft 
FJat  how  this  cafe  doth  Troilus  moleft 
This  maie  none  yerthly  mann'is  tong  yfaie  ; 
i/or  very  wo  his  wit  is  all  av/aie  : 

•'  For  whiche  we  have  fo  Ibrowed  he  and  I, 
Tliat  into  little  it  had  bothe  us  flawe, 
But  through  my  ccnjnfaile  this  daie,  finally, 
ilc  foiTLwhat  hath  fro  weping  him  withdrawe, 
And  femith  me  that  he  defirith  fawe 
\7ith  you  (o  ben  all  night,  for  to  devife 
llemcdie'  of  this,  if  there  were  any  wife. 

Thisj  fliort  and  plain,  th'  effecft  of  my  mefiage, 
As  ferforthe  as  any  wit  can  comprehende, 
]'or  ye  that  ben  of  tourment  in  foche  rage 
T/Iaie  to  no  long  prologue  as  now  entende, 
A.iid  hereupon  ye  maie  anfwere  him  fende  ; 
..\nd  for  the  love  of  God,  my  neci  dere  ! 
l>o  leve  this  wo  or  Troilus  be  here. 

Gtete  is  my  wo,  (quod  fhe)  and  fighid  fore. 
As  llie  that  felith  dedly  fliarpe  diftreffe, 
But  yet  to  me  his  forowe'  is  mokill  more, 
That  love  him  bet  than  he  himfelf  I  geffe. 
Alas  1  for  me  hath  he  foche  hevinefic  I 
Can  he  for-  me  fo  pitoufly  complain  ? 
h.vis  this  forowe  doublith  all  my  pain. 

Grevous  to  me,  God  wot,  it  is  to  twin, 
fTJuod  flie)  but  yet  it  hardir  is  to  me 
I'o.fene  that  forowe  which  that  he  is  in^ 
j'or  well  wot  I  it  woll  my  han^  be. 
And  die  I  woll  in  certain  tho  (quod  {he  :) 
But  bid  him  come  er  Deth  that  thus  me   threteth 
Drive  out  that  ghoft  which  in  min  hert  ybeteth.- 

Thefe  Wordis  faied,  fhe  oh  her  armis  two 
rill  gruffe,  and  gan  to  wepin  pitoufly. 
(Qhod  Pandarus)  Alas  !  why  doe  ye  fa, 
f- -lis  ye  well  wote  the  time  is  falte  by 
That  he  fliall  come  ?  arife  up  haftily, 
That  he  you  nat  biwopin  thus  yfinde, 
i3ut  ye  wol  have  him  wode  out  of  his  minde  : 

For  wift  he  that  ye  farde  in  this  mancre   • 
He  would  himfelfin  flea  ;  and  if  I  wende 
'i'o  have  this  fare  he  fliould  not  comin  here 
i'or  all  the  gode  that  Priam  maie  difpende, 
i'or  to  what  fine  he  would  anon  pretende, 
That  know  I  well ;  and  forthy  yet  1  feie 
.30  leve  this  forowe',  or  plainly,  he  woll  dele  : 

And  fliapith  you  his  forowe  for  to'  abredge 
_'\.nd  nat  encrefm,  lefe  nec^  fwete  ! 
Bdthe  rathir  to  him  caufe  of  plat  than'  edge, 
■\nd  v/ith  fome  wifedom  ye  his  forowes  bete  : 
'  I'^hat  helpith  it  to  wepin  full  a  ftrete, 
Or  though  ye  bothe  in  falte  teris  dreint  ? 
Met  is  c(  time  of  cure  itie  than  of  pleint. 

I  mens  thus,  whan  I  him  hithir  brings 
Sens  ye  be  wife,  and  bothe  of  one  aflent, 
So  fliapith  how  to  diftourbe  your  going, 
(Dr  coRie  ayen  fone  aftir  ye  be  went  : 
Women  ben  wife  in  fliprt  avifcment; 
And  let  fene  how  your  wit  fliiall  now  availe,- 
And  what  that  I  maie  help  it  fliall  nat  faile. 

Go,  (quod  Crefeide)  and,  uncle,  truily 
f  fhall  doen  all  my  might  me  to  refl;rain 
Fi  on'\  weping  in  his  fight,  and  bufily 
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Him  for  to  glad  I  fliall  doen  all  my  pain,      ^ 
And  in  my  herte  fekin  every  vain  : 
If  to  this  fore  there  maie  ben  foundm  falve 
It  fliall  not  lacke  certaine  on  mine  behalve. 

Goth  Pandarus,  and  Troilus  he  fought, 
Till  in  a  temple'  he  found  him  all  alone, 
Ashe  that  of  his  life  noi  lengir  rought, 
But  to  the  pitous  goddis  everichone 
Full  tendirly  he  praied  and  made  his  mone, 
To  doen  him  fone  out  of  this  woilde  to  pace, 
For  v/el  he  thought  there  was  non  othir  grace. 

And,  fliortly,  all  the  fothe  for  to  feie. 
He  was  fo  fallin  in  difpaire  that  daie 
That  uttirly  he  fliope  him  for  to  deie  ;  ' 
For  right  tlius  was  his  argument  aiwaie. 
He  faied  he  n'as  but  lorne,  w^elawaie  1 
For  all  that  cometh  cometh  by  neceflite. 
Thus  to  ben  lorne  it  is  my  defline  : 

For  certainly  this  wote  I  well,  he  faide 
That  forefight  of  the  djtine  purveiaunce 
Had  fene  aiwaie  me  to  forgon  Crefeide, 
Sens  God  feeth  every  thing  out  of  doutaancCj 
And  them  difpofith  through  his  ordinaunce 
In  his  mentis  fothly  for  to  be 
As  thei  fliuU  comin  by  predeftine. 

But  nathelefl'e,  alas  '.  whom  fliall  I  leve  ? 
For  there  ben  grete  clerkis  many  one 
That  deftine  through  argumentis  preve, 
And  fome  yfain  that  nedely  there  is  none. 
But  that  fre  choice  is  yeven'  us  everichone. 
O  welawaie  !  fo  fligh  arne  clerkis  old 
That  I  n'ot  whofe  opinion  I  maie  hold. 

For  fome  men  fain  that  God  feeth  al  biforne, 
Ne  God  maie  nat  decevid  ben  parde  ; 
Than  mote  it  fallin,  though  men  had  it  fworne^ 
That  purveiaunce  hath  fene  befcrne  to  be  ;- 
Wherefore  I  faie  that  from  eterne  if  he 
Hath  wi^l  beforn  our  thought  ek-e  as  our  dede 
We  have  no  fre  choice,  as  thefe  ckrkis  rede.     , 

For  othir  thought  nor  othir  dede  alfo 
Might  nevir  ben  bat  foche  as  purveiaunce, 
Whiche  maie  not  ben  difcevid  nevif  mo. 
Hath  feled  biforne  withoutin  ignoraunce ; 
For  if  there  might  yben  a  variaunce 
To  writhin  out  fro  Godd'is  purveying 
There  n'ere  no  prefcience  of  thing  commlng;. 

But  it  were  rathir  an  opinion 
Uncertain,  and  no  ftedfafl;  forefeing; 
And  ccrtis  that  were  an  abufion 
That  God  ih.aild  have  no  perfed:  clere  weting 
More  than  we  men,  that  have  doubtous  wening: 
But  foche  an  errour  upon  God  to  geflfe 
Were  falfc  and  foule,  and  wickid  cusfidenefle. 

Eke  this  is  an  opinion  of  fome 
That  have  ther  top  ful  high  and  fmothe  ifliore, 
Thei  fain  right  thus,  that  thing  is  nat  to  come 
For  that  the  prefcience  hath  fene  before 
That  it  fliall  come,  but  thei  fain  that  therfore 
That  it  flial  come,  therfore  the  purveiaunce 
Wote  it  beforne  withoutin  ignoraunce. 

And  in  this  mahir  this  neceflite 
Retournithin  his  place  contrary'  a-raine . 
For  ned?fully  behovith  it  n^t  be  ■    °        ' 
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That  thilke  tHihgis  fullin  in  Certaine 

That  ben  purveyed,  but  nedefuUy',  as  thei  falne, 

Behovith  it  that  thingis  which  that  fail 

Than  thei  in  csrtaine  ben  purveyid  all  : 

I  mene  as  though  I  laboured  me  in  this 
To  enquire  Which  thing  cauie  of  which  thing  Be^ 
As  whethir  that  the  prefcience  of  God  is 
The  certaine  taufe  of  the  neceffite        * 
Of  thingis  that  to  coniin  beparde. 
Or  if  n^ctflite  of  thing  coming 
Be  the  caufe  certaine  of  the  purveying. 

But  nowe  ne'  enforce  I  me  not  in  {hewing 
How  thfe'  ordit  of  the  caufis  ftant,  but  wot  I 
That  it  behovith  that  the  befalling 
Of  thingis  wift^  before  certainly 
Be  neceflkrie,  al  feme  it  not  therby 
That  prefcience  put  falling  neceffayre 
To  thing  to  come,  al  fal  it  foule  or  faire  : 
,   For  if  there  fit  a  man  yonde  on  a  fe, 
Than  by  neceffite  behovith  it 
That  certis  thine  opinion  fothe  be 
That  wtnift  or  conjedift  that  he  fit  ^ 
And  furthirovir  now  ayenwarde  hit, 
Lo  !  rigiit  fo  is  it  on  the  part  contrarie. 
As  thus  ;  now  herkin,  for  I  wol  nat  tarie  : 

I  fay  that  if  the  opinion  of  the 
Be  fothe  for  that  he  fit,  than  fay  I  this, 
Thit  he  mote  fittin  by  neceffite, 
And  thus  neceffite  in  eithir  is ; 
For  in  him  nede  of  fitting  is  iwisj 
And  in  the  nede  of  fothe;  and  thus  forfothe 
There  mote  ^eceffite  ben  in  you  bothe. 

Bbt-thou  maift  faine^  the  man  fit  nat  therfore 
That  thine  opinion  of  his  fitting  foth  is, 
'  But  rathir  for  the  man  fate  there  before, 
Therfore  is  thine  Opinion  fothe  iwis  : 
And  I  fay,  though  the  caufe  of  fothe  is  this 
Cometh  of  his  fitting,  yet  neceflite 
Is  enterchaungid  bothe  in  him  and  the. 

Thus  in  the  fame  wife  out  of  doutance 
I  tnaie  wel  malcin,  As  it  femith  me. 
My  refoning  of  Godd'ispurveyaunce^ 
And  of  the  thingis  that  to  comin  be. 
By  whiche  refon  men  male  wel  ife 
That  thilke  thingis  that  in  erthe  befall 
That  by  neceffite  thei  comin  all : 

For  although  that  this  thing  fliall  come  iv^is, 
Therfore  is  it  purveyid  certainly, 
Nat  that  it  cometh  for  it  purveyid  is ; 
Yet  nathclelTe  behoveth  it  nedefully 
That  thing  to  come  be  purveyid  treively 
Or  ellis  thingis  that  purveyid  be 
That  thei  bfctidin  by  neceffite. 
i  And  thus  fuffifith  right  inough  certaine 
For  to  diftroie  our  fre  choife  everydell ; 
But  now  is  this  abufin  to  faine 
That  falling  of  the  thingis  temporell 
Is  caufe  of  Godd'is  prefcience  eternell ; 
Now  trewily  that^  is  a  falfe  fentence 
That  thing  to  come  Ihould  caufe  his  prefcience. 
(    What  niight  I  werie  and  I  had  fuche  a  thought, 
But  that  God  purveieth  thing  that  is  to  come 
for  that  it  is  to  come,  and  cllis  nought  ? 


So  might  I  wene  that  thingis  all  and  ftmc 
That  whilom  ben  bifall  and  ovircome 
Ben  caufe  of  thilke  foveraine  purveiaunce 
That  forvvote  al  withoutin  ignoraunce. 

And  ore  al  this  yet  fay  I  mote  therto, 
That  right  as  whan  I  wote  there  is  a  thing 
Iwis  that  thing  mote  nedefully  be  fo, 
Eke  right  fo  whan  I  wote  a  thing  coming, 
So  mote  it  come  ;  and  thus  the  befalling 
Of  thingis  that  ben  wifte  before  the  tide 
Thei  mote  not  ben  efchewid  on  no  fide. 

Than  faid  he  thus,  Almighty  Jove  in  trone  i 
That  wotteft  of  alt  this  thing  the  fothfaftncffe, 
Rewe  on  ray  forowe,  and  do  me  dien  fone. 
Or  bl-ing  Crefeide  and  me  fro  this  diilreffe. 
And  while  he  was  in  all  this  hevineffe, 
Difputing  with  himfelfe  in  this  matere, 
Came  Pandare  in,  and  feide  as  ye  male  here  : 

O  mighty  God  (quod  Pandarus)  in  trone  I 
Eigh  !  who  faw  er  a  wife  man  farin  fo  i 
Why^  Troilus  !  what  thinkift  thou  to  done  ? 
Hali  thoufuch  lufl  to  ben  thine  owne  foe? 
What  I  parde  yet  is  not  Crefeide  ago  ? 
Why  lift  the  fo  thy  felfe  fordon  for  drede 
That  in  thine  hed  thine  eyin  femin  dede. 

Haft  thou  nat  livid  nlany'  a  yere  beforne 
Withoutin  her,  and  farde  ful  wel  at  efe  ? 
Art  thou  for  her  and  for  none  othir  borne  } 
Hath  Kinde  the  wrought  al  only  her  to  plefe  ? 
Let  be,  and  thinke  right  thus  in  thy  difefe. 
That  in  the  dice  right  as  there  fallin  chaunces, 
Right  fo  in  love  there  come  and  gon  plefaunces. 

And  yet  this  is  a  wondir  moft  of  al 
Why  thou  thus  foroweft,  feth  thou  woft  nat  yit 
Touching  her  goyng  how  that  it  fhal  fal, 
Ne  if  fhe  can  her  felfe  diftourbin  it; 
Thou  haft  not  yet  affayid  al  her  wit  : 
A  man  male  al  betime  his  necke  bede 
Whan  it  flial  of,  and  forowen  at  the  nede, 

Forthy  take  hede  of  al  that  1  flial  fay  ; 
I  have  with  her  ifpoke  and  longe  ibe, 
So  as  accordid  was  betwixe  us  twey, 
And  evirmore  me  thinkith  thus,  that  flic 
Hath  fomwhat  in  her  hert'is  privite 
Wherwith  fhe  can,  if  I  ftial  aright  rede, 
Difturbe  al  this  of  whiche  thou  art  in  drede. 
For  which  my  counfel  is,  whan  it  is  night 
Thou  to  her  go,  and  make  of  this  an  ende. 
And  blisful  Juno,  through  her  grete  might, 
Sl^al  (as  I  hope)  her  grace  unto  us  fende; 
Mine  hett  feith  certaine  that  fhe  fnal  nat  wende  ; 
And  forthy  put  thine  hert  a  while  in  reft, 
Afld  holde  tliy  purpofe,  for  it  is  the  beft. 
This  Troilus  anfwerde,  andffighid  fore, 
Thou  faift  right  wel,  and  1  wil  c^o  right  fo, 
And  what  him  lift  he  faid  unto  him  more  ; 
And  whan  that  it  was  time  for  to  go 
Ful  pi'ivily  himfelfe  withoutin  mo 
Unto  her  came,  as  he  was  wont  to  done, 
And  how  thei  wrought  I  fhal  you  tellin  fone. 
Soth  is,  that  when  thei  gonnin  firft  to  mete 
So  gan  the  paine  ther  hertis  for  to  twifte 
That  neithir  of  'hem  othir  mighte  grete, 
B  b  ij 


m 


tidrLtyS   AND   CRESEIfiE, 


jffah  IV' 


But  'hem  in  armis  toke  and  aftir  klfte  ; 
The  laffe  wofull  of  'hem  bothe  ne  wifte 
Wher  that  he  was,  ne  might  0  word  out  bling^ 
As  T  faid  ei'fty  for  wo  and  for  fobbing^ 

The  wofnl  teris  that  thei  letrn  fal 
As  bittir  werin,  out  of  teris  kinde, 
For  paine,  as  is  ligne  aloes  or  gal ; 
So  bittir  teris  wept  nat,  as  \  finde, 
The  wofull  Myrrha  through  the  barke  and  rinde. 
That  in  this  world  ther  n'ls  fo  hard  an  hert 
That  n'old  have  rewid  on  ther  palnis  fmert. 

But  whan  ther  wofull  wery  goftis  twaine 
Returnid  ben  there  as  'hem  ought  to  dwell. 
And  that  fomwhat  to  wekin  gin  the  paine 
By  length  of  phinte,  and  ebbin  gan  the  wel 
Of  ther  fait  teris,  and  the  hert  unfwel, 
With  brftken  voice,  all  horfe  for  fliright,  Crcfcide 
To  Troilus  thefe  ilke  wordis  fcide  : 

O  Jove  \  1  die,  and  mercy  the  befeche ; 
Helpe,  Troilus  i  and  therwithal  her  face 
Upon  his  breft  fhe  laid,  and  loft  her  fpeche. 
Her  wofull  fpiriteTrom  hispropir  piace 
Right  with  the  worde  away  in  point  to  pace: 
And  thus  flie  lith  with  hewis  pale  and  grene 
That  whilom  frefli  and  fairift  was  to  fene. 

This  Troilus  that  on  her  gan  beholde, 
Cleping  her  name,  and  fhe  lay  as  for  ded, 
Withoutin  anfrt^ere,  and  felte  her  limmes'colde, 
lier  eyin  throwin  upwarde  to  her  hed, 
This  forouful  man  can  now  non  othir  rede, 
But  oftin  time  her  colde  mouthe  he  kifte  : 
Where  him  was  wo  God  and  himfelf  it  wifle. 

He  rifithup,  and  longftraite  he  her  leide,; 
For  figne  of  life  for  ftught  he  can  or  mary 
Can  he  none  finde  in  nothing  of  (jrefeide, 
For  whiche  his  fonge  ful  oft  is  Welaway ! 
But  whan  he  fawe  that  fpecheleffe  fhe  lay, 
With  forouful  voice^and  hert  of  bliffe  all  bare. 
He  faid  how  fhe  was  fro  this  world  ifare. 

So  aftir  that  he  long  had  her  complained. 
His  hondis-  wrongc,  and  faid  that  was  to  fey. 
And  with  his  teris  fait  her  breft  berained. 
He  gan  tho  teris  wipin  of  full  drey. 
And  pitoufly  gan  for  the  foule  prey, 
And  faid,  O  X^ord  !  that  fet  arnin  thy  troBc, 
Rewe  eke  on  me,  for  I  IhaJ  folow'  hef  fone. 

She  colde  was,  and  withoutin  fentement, 
I'br  ought  he  wote,  for  brethe  yet  felte  he  none. 
And  this  was  him  a  preignant  argument 
That  ftie  was 'forth  out  of  this  worlde  agone  ; 
And  when  he  faw  there  was  non  othir  wonne 
He  gan  her  limmis  dreffe  in  fuche  manere 
As  men  don  them  that  (hall  ben  laide  cm  here. 

And  afdr  this  with  fterne  and  cruill  herte 
His  fwerd  anon  out  tif  his  fheth  he  twight, 
Himfelfe  to  fleen,  how  fore  fo  that  him  fmerte, 
So  that  his  foule  her  foule  folowin  might 
Ther  as  the  dome  of  Minos  would  it  dight, 
Sith  Love  and  cruil  Fortune  it  ne  would 
That  in  this  world  he  lengir  livin  fhbtild. 

Than  faid  he  thus,  fulfilde  of  high  difdaincf 
O  cruil  Jove  !  and  thou  Fortune  adverfe  ! 
This  al  and  feme  is,  falfely  have  ye  flaine 


Crefelde,and  fithyemay  do  meno  werfe, 
Fie  on  your  might  and  werkis  fo  diverfe  1 
Thus  cowardely  ye  fhul  me  nevir  winne  ; 
There  fhal  no  deth  me  fro  my  lady  twinne. 

For  I  this  world,  fith  ye  have  flaio  her  tihusf^ 
Wol  let,  and  folow'  her  fpirit  lowe  or  hie; 
Shal  nevir  lovir  faine  that  Troilus 
Dare  nuf  for  fere  with  his  lady  die, 
For  certaine  I  wol  here  her  companie  ;• 
But  fithe  ye  wol  nat  fuffre'  us  livin  here. 
Yet  fufFrith  that  our  foulis  ben  ifere. 

And  thou,.  Cite  I  in  whiche  I  live  in  wo. 
And  thou,  Priam  !  and  brethrin  al  ifere  1 
And  thou,  my  mothir  I  farwel,  for  I  go. 
And  Atropos !  make  redy  thou  my  here. 
And  thou,  Crefiiide  I  o  fwete  herte  dere  f 
Receive  thou  now  my  fpirite,  would  he  fey. 
With  fwerde  ai  hert,  al  redy  for  to  dey. 

But  as  God  would  of  fwough  flie  tho  abtaidcy 
And  gan  to  fighe,  and  Troilus  !  Ihe  cride; 
And  he  anfwerid,  Lady  mine,  Crefeide ! 
lavin  ye  yet  ?  and  let  his  fwerde  doune  glide. 
Ye,  herte  mine  !  that  thankid  be  Cupide, 
( Quod  fhe)  and  therwithal  fne  fore  fight. 
And  he  began  to  glade  her  as  he  might; 

Toke  her  in  armis  two,  and  kifte  her  ofte. 
And  her  to  glad  he  did  al  his  entent, 
For  whiche  her  goft,  that  flickered  aie  aloftCy 
Into  her  wofull  hert  aien  it  went ; 
But  at  the  lafte,  as  that  her  eyin  glent 
Afide,  anon  fhe  gan  his  fwerde  afpie 
As  it  lay  bare,  and  gan  for  fere  to  crie. 

And  afeid  him  why  he  had  it  out  drawe  \ 
And  Troilus  anon  the  caufe  her  tolde, 
A  nd  how  himfelf  therwith  he  would  have  ffawc  % 
For  whiche  Crefeide  upon  him  gan  beholde. 
And  gan  bins  in  her  armis  faft  to  folde. 
And  faide,  O  mercy,  God  !  lo  whiche  a  dede  ! 
Alas' !  how  nighe  we  werin  botie  dede  I 

Than  if  I  ne  hadde  fpokin,  as  grace  was. 
Ye  would  have  flaine  your  felfe  anon  ?  quod  ftvc. 
Ye,  doutilefTe.  And  fhe  anfwerde,  Alas ! 
For  by  that  ilke  Lorde  that  made  me 
I  n'olde  a  fprlong  waie  on  live  have  be, 
Aftir  your  deth,  to  have  ben  crounid  quene 
Of  al  the  londe  tlie  funne  on  fhinith  fhene  ; 

But  with  this  felve  fwerde  which  that  here  is 
My  felfin  I  would  have  flaine  (quod  fhe)  tho. 
But  ho  1  for  we  have  right  inough  ef  this, 
And  let  us  rife  and  ftraite  to  bedde  go. 
And  there  let  us  yfpekin  of  our  wo. 
For  by  that  morter  whiche  that  I  fe  hrenne 
Know  I  ful  v/ell  that  day  is  nat  far  henne. 

Whari  thei  wer  in  ther  bedde  in  armis  fold« 
Naught  was  it  like  tho  nightis  here  befome, 
For  petoufly  eche  othir  gan  beholde, 
As  thei  that  haddin  al  ther  blilTe  ilorne. 
Bewailing  al  the  dale  that  thei  were  borne. 
Till  at  the  laft  this  wofull  wight  Crefeide 
To  Troilus  thefe  ilke  wofdis  feide  : 

La,  herte  mine  !  wel  wot  ye  this,  (quod  flie) 
That  if  a  wight  alwaie  his  wo  complaine 
And  fekith.  nat  how  holpin  for  to  be. 
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It  n'is  but  folic  and  cncrece  of  paine  ; 
And  fens  that  here  afiemhlid  be  we  twaine 
To  findin  bote  of  ivo  that  we  ben  in, 
It  were  all  time  right  fone  for  to  begin. 

I  am  a  woman,  as  ful  wei  ye  wotte, 
And  as  I  am  avifid  fodainly, 
So  wol  I  tel  it  you  while  it  is  hotte  : 
Me  thin>kith  thus,  that  neithir  ye  nor  I 
Ought  halfc  this  wo  to  maldn  Ikilfully, 
For  there  is  art  inough  for  to  redreffe 
That  yet  is-mifle,  and  fleen  this  heyinefle. 

Sothe  is,  the  wo  the  whiche  that  we  ben  inne, 
For  aught  I  wote,  for  nothing  ellis  is     „ 
But  for  the  caufe  that  we  fliould  ytwinne ; 
Confidrid  al  there  n'is  no  more  amis  : 
And  what  is  than  a  remedy'  ^into  this 
But  that  we  Ihape  us  fone  for  to  mete  ? 
This  al  and  fome  is,  my  dere  herte  fwete  ! 

Now  that  I  Ihal  wel  bringin  it  aboute 
To  comen'  ayen  fone  aftir  that  I  go 
Therof  am  I  no  manir  thing  in  doute, 
For  dredeleffe  within  a  weke  or  two 
I  flial  ben  here ;  and  that  it  may  be  fo 
By  alle  right,  and  that  in  wordis  few, 
I  flialyou  wel  an  hepe  of  wayis  fhewe  ; 

For  whiche  I  woll  nat  matin  longe  fermon, 
For  time  ilofte  may  not  recovered  be, 
But  I  wol  go  to  my  conclufion, 
And  to  the  befle  in  aught  that  I  can  fe  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  forgive   it  me 
If  I  fpeke  aught  aienft  your  hert'is  refte, 
For  trewily  J  fpeke  it  for  the  b^fte  ; 

Making,  alway  a  proteftacion. 
That  in  effefl  this  thing  that  I  fliall  fay 
N'is  but  to  Ihew  in  you  my  mocion 
To  find  unto  our  helpe  the  befte  way. 
And  takith  it  none  othirwife  I  pray  ; 
For,  finally,  what  fo  ye  me  commaunde 
That  wol  I  done,  for  that  is  no  demaande. 

Now  herkenith  this ;  Ye  have  well  underftond 
My  goyng  grauntid  is  by  parliment. 
So  ferforth  that  it  may  not  ben  withftond 
For  al  this  world,  as  by  my  jugement; 
And  fithe  there  helpith  none  avifement 
To  lettin  it,  lette  it  paffe  out  of  mind. 
And  let  us  ftiape  a  bettir  waie  to  finde. 

The  fothe  is  this ;  the  twinning  of  us  twalae 
Wol  us  difefe  and  cruilly  anoie. 
But  him  behovith  fomtime  havin  paine 
That  fervith  Love,  if  that  he  wol  have  joie  5 
And  fith  I  flial  no  farthir  out  of  Troie 
Than  I  maie  ride  aien  on  halfe  a  morowe 
Jt  ought  the  kffe  caufin  us  for  to  forowe; 

So  as  I  flial  nat  now  ben  hid  in  mewe, 
That  day  by  day,  min  owne  herte  dere ! 
Sens  wel  ye  wote  that  it  is  nowe  a  trewe. 
Ye  fhal  ful  wel  al  minje  ^ate  yhere. 
And  er  that  truce  is  done  1  flial  ben  here; 
And  thus  have  ye  both  Antenor  iwonne 
And  me  alfo.  Bethe  glad  now  if  ye  conne. 

And  thinke  it  right  thus,  Crefeide  is  now  agon, 
JBut  what  ?  flie  flial  come  haftily  ayen  ; 
^ad  wh^n?  a}a6Jl)y  Qod,  Jo,  right  ano?^ 
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■Er  dayis  ten,  this  dare  I  fafely  faine, 
And  than  as  crfl;e  fliall  we  be  bothi^  fainc. 
So  as  we  fliall  togithers  cyir  dwell, 
'That  al  this  worlde  ne  might  our  blifle  tell. 

1  fe  that  oft  time,  there  as  we  ben  nowe. 
That  for  the  befte,  our  counfaile  for  to  hid*. 
Ye  fpeke  nat  with  me  nor  I  \yith  you 
In  fourt^night,  ne  fe  you  go  ne  ride  ; 
And  may  ye  nat  ten  dayis  than  abide. 
For  mine  honour,  in  f«che  an  avinture  ? 
Iwis  ye  mowe,  or  ellis  lite  endure. 

Ye  knowe  eke  howe  that  all  jny  kin  i$  here 
But  if  that  onely  it  my  fathir  be. 
And  eke  mine  othir  thingis  al  iferf, 
And  namily  my  dere  herte  ye. 
Whom  that  I  n'olde  levin  for  to  fe 
Forjl  this  worlde,  as  wide  as  it  hath  fpa^e. 
Or  ellis  fe  I  nevir  Jov'is  face. 

Why  trowin  ye  my  fathir  in  this  wife 
Covetith  fo  to  fe  me,  but  for  drpde 
Lefte  in  thistoune  that  folkis  me  difpife 
Bicaufc  of  him  for  his  unhappy  dede  ? 
What  wote  my  fathir  what  life  that  I  lede? 
For  if  he  wifl:  in  Troie  how  wel  1  fare 
^  Us  nedid  for  my  wending  nat  to  care. 

Ye  feue  that  every  day  eke  more  and  more 
Men  trcte  of  pece,  and  it  fuppofid  i« 
That  men  the  Queue  Helena  fliall  reflore. 
And  Grekis  us  reftore  that  is  amis; 
So  though  there  ne  were  comfort  none  but  this, 
That  men  purpofm  pece  on  every  fide. 
Ye  may  the  bett  at  efe  of  herte  abide; 

For  if  that  it  be  pece,  mine  herte  dere  1 
The  nature  of  the  pece  mote  nedis  drive 
That  men  muft  entrecommunin  ifere. 
And  to  and  fro  eke  ride  and  gone  as  blive 
Al  day  as  thicke  as  been  flien  from  an  hive. 
And  every  Vi^ight  have  liberty  to  bleve 
Where  as  hin;  lift^the  bet  withoutin  leye. 

And  though  fo  be  that  pece  ther  maie  be  noJie, 
Yet  hither,  though  ther  nevir  pecene  were, 
I  mufl;  ycome,  for  whidir  ftiould  I  gone. 
Or  hojv,  mifchaunce  1  ftiould  I  dwellin  there 
Among  tho  men  of  armis  ev.  e*  in  fere  ? 
For  whiche,  as  wifely  God  my  foule  rede, 
I  can  nat  fene  wherof  ye  fliouldin  drede. 

Have  here  anothir  vvay,  if  it  fo  be 
That  al  this  thing  ne  maie  you  not  fuffice  5 
My  fathir,  asyeki-owin  welepajrde, 
Is  holdin  olde  and  ful  of  covitife. 
And  I  right  nowe  have  foundin  al  the  gifc 
Withoutin  nette  wherwith  I  flial  him  hent, 
And  herkenith  now  if  that  ye  wol  aflent. 

Lo  !  Troijus,  men  faine  full  ha^de  it  is 
The  wolfe  ful  and  the  wedir  whole  to  have,} 
This  is  to  faine,  that  men  full  oft  iwis 
Mote  fpendin  parte  the  remnant  for  tofave; 
For  aie  with  golde  men  maie  the  Ijert  ygray^ 
Of  him  that  is  fet  upon  covitife  ; 
And  how  I  mene  I  ftial  it  you  devife. 

The  movable  whiche  J  haya-in  this  t01in?f 
Unto  my  fathir  ftial  I  take,  and  faie, 
That  riehtior  tfU^ft  and  i»r  falvacioui; 
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It  fent  is  from  a  frende  of  his  or  twaie, 
The  which  Trendis  do  fervently  him  praie 
To  fendin  aftir  more,  and  that  in  hie, 
While  that  tliis  toun  ilant  thus  in  jeopardie  ; 

And  that  flial  be  of  goldc  huge  quantite  ; 
Thus  fhal  I  fain,  but  lelt  folke  it  afpide 
This  maie  be  fent  by  ho  wight  but  by  mc  ; 
I  fhal  eke  flx-win  hiiti,  if  pece  betide, 
What  frendis  that  I  have  on  every  fide 
To  doe  the'  wrathe  of  Priamus  to  pace 
Towardis  him,  and  don  him  flandin  grace. 

So'ivhat  for  o  thing  and  for  dthir,  fwete ! 
I  flial  him  fo  enchauntin  with' my  fawes 
That  right  in  bevin  his  foule  fliai  he  mete ; 
^?or  al  Apollo  or  his  clerkislawes,' 
Or  calculing,  availith  nat  thre  hawes; 
Defire  of  goIJe  fhal  fo  his  foulc  blende 
That  as  me  lifle  I  fliall  wel  make  an  ende. 

And  if  he  would  aught  by  his  fort  it  prevc 
If  that  I  lie,  in  certaine  I  fhal  fonde 
Difturbin  Jiim,  and  plucke  him  by  the  fleve, 
Makin  his  forte,  and  berin  him  on  honde. 
He  hath  nat  wel  the  goddis  undirftonde, 
For  goddis  fpeke  in  amphibologies. 
And  for  o  fothe  thei  tellin  twenty  lies  : 

Ekfe  dred;  fond  firft  goddis,!  fuppofe, 
Thus  fhal  I  faine,  and  that  his  cowarde  herte 
Made  him  ainis  the  goddis  text  to  glofe 
Whan  he  for  ferde  out  of  Troie  flerte; 
And  but  I  makin'him  fone  to  converte, 
And  done  my  rede  within  a  day  or  twey, 
I  wol  to  you  oblige  rne  to  dey. 

And  tirewily,  as  writtin  wel  I  finde. 
That  al  this  thing  was  faid  of  gode  entent. 
And  that  her  herte  trevve  was  and  kinde 
Towardis  him,  and  fpake  right  as  fhe  ment, 
And  that  fhe  ftarfe  for  wo  nigh  when  flie  went, 
And  was  in  purpofe  evir  to  be  trewe. 
This  writin  thei  tfeat  of  her  werkis  knewe. 

■  This  Troilus,  with  hert  a:nd  eris  tprad, 
Herde  ai  this  thing  devifid  to  and  fro. 
And  verily  it  femid  that  he  had 
The  felvin  witte,  but  yet  to  let  her  go 
His  herte  misforyave  him  evirmo  ;   ' 
But  finally  he  gan  his  hert3  wreft 
To  trufi:in  her,  and  toke  it  for  the  befl ; 

For  which  the  grete  fury  of  his  penauncc 
Was  quent  with  hope,  and  therwith  'hem  bitwene 
Began  for  joye  the  amorous  <iaunce  ; 
And  as  the  birdis  when  the  fiinne  fliene 
Delitin  in  ther  fonge  in  levis  grene, 
Right  fo  the  wordis  that  thei  fpake  ifere 
iDelitin  them,  and  made  ther  hertis  chere. 

But  nathOleffe,  tlie  wendin  of  Crefeide 
For  atl  this  world  may  nat  out  of  his  minde. 
For  whiche  ful  oft  he  petoufly  her  preide 
That  of  her  hafte  he  might  her  trewe  yfinde, 
Andfaide  her,  Certis  if -ye  be  unkinde, 
And  but  ye  come  at  daie  fet  into'  Troie, 
Ne  fhal  I  nere  have  hele,  honor,  ne  joie  : 
'    For  all  fo  fothe  a  funne  uprifl  to  morow. 
And  Godfo  wifely  thou  me  wofuU  wretche 
To  reft  ybring  out  of  this  cruij  foiowj 


1  wol  my  felvin  ile  if  that  ye  dretclie, 
But  of  my  deth  though  litil  be  to  retche, 
Yet  er  that  ye  me  caufin  fo  to  fnerte 
Dwel  rathir  here  mine  owne  dere  fwete  herte  I 

For  trewily,  mine  owne  lady  dere  ! 
The  fleightis  yet  that  I  have  herd  you  flere 
Ful  fhapely  ben  to  fallin  al  ifere. 
For  thus  men  faith,  That  one  thinklth  the  bere. 
But  al  anothtr  ihinkith  the  ledere  : 
Your  fire  is  wife,  and  faid  is  out  of  drede 
JHcii  may  the  ivife  outrenne  and  nat  outrede. 

It  is  full  harde  to  haltin  unefpied 
Before  a  crepil,  for  he  can  the  crafte  ; 
Your  fathir  is  in  fleight  as  Argus  eyed, 
For  albe'  it  that  his  movble'  is  him  birafte 
His  old2  fleight  is  yet  fo  with  him  lafte 
Ye  fhal  not  blende  him  for  your  womanhede, 
Ne  faine  aright,  and  that  is  al  rny  drede. 

I  n'ot  if  pece  fhall  evirmo  betide. 
But  pece  or  no,  for  erncfl  ne  for  game, 
I  wote  fith  Calchas  on  the  Grekis  fide 
Hath  onis  ben,  and  lofl  fo  foule  his  name. 
He  dare  no  more  come  here  ayen  for  fhamc. 
For  whiche  that  we,  for  ought  1  cao  efpy,   ' 
To  truflin  on  n'is  but  a  fantafie. 

Yp  fhal  eke  fene  your  fathir  fhall  you  glofe 
To  ben  a  wife,  and,  as  he  can  wel  preche. 
He  fhal  fome  Greke  fo  prefe  and  wel  alofe, 
I'hat  ravilhin  he  fhal  you  with  his  fpeche. 
Or  do  you  done  by  fo^e,as  he  fh«ilteche, 
And  Troilus,  on  ^vhom  you  li'il  have  routh, 
Shal  caufclefTe  fo  flervin  in  this  trouth. 

And  ore  al  this  your  fathir  fhal  difpife 
Us  al,  and  faiine  this  cite  is  but  lorne, 
And.  that  th'  affege  nevir  fhal  arife  ; 
For  wh',  ?  the  Grekis  have  it  ail,  fworne. 
Til  v/eben  flaine  and  doun  our  wallis  torhe; 
And  thus  he  fhal  you  with  his  wordis  fere. 
That  aie  drede  I  that  ye  wol  bleviii  there. 

'Ye  fhall  eke  fene  fo  many'  a  lufly  knight 
Among  the  Grekis,  ful  of  worthineffe, 
And  eche  of  'hem  with  herte,  wit,  and  might. 
To  plefin  you  done  al  his  bufineffe, 
That  ye  fliullduUin  of  the  rudinefTe 
Of  us  the  fely  Trojans,  but  if  routhe 
Romordin  you  or  vertue  of  your  trouthe. 

Arid  this  to  me  fo  grevoufe  is  to  thinke 
That  fro  my  brelt  it  wol  my  foule  rende, 
Ne  dredelefl'e  in  me  there  may  nat  finke 
O  gode  opinion  if  that  ye  wende  ; 
For  why  ?  your  fathir's  fleightis  wol  us  fhcnde  I 
And  if  ye  gone,  as  I  have  tolde  you  yore,  ' 

So  thinke  I  n'am  but  ded  withoutin  more; 

For  which  with  humble,  true,  and  pitous,  hert 
A  thoufande  timis  mercie  I  you  praie. 
So  rewith  on  mine  afpre  painis  fmerti 
And  doth  fomwhat  as  that  \  flial  you  faie 
And  let  us  ftele  away  betwixt  us  twaie     ' 
And  thhike  that  foly'-is  whan  a  man  m'aie  chefe 
For  accident  hi§  fubuaunce  for  to  lefe. 

I  men^  thus,  that  fetis  we  mowe  or  daic 
Well  flele  awaie,  and  ben  togither  fo 
What  wit  were  it  to  puttin  iu  aljais  ' 
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(In  cafe  ye  ftiouldin  to  your  fathir  go) 
If  that  ye  mightin  come  aien  or  no  ? 
Thusmene  I,  that  it  were  agrerefolie 
To  put  that  fihirneffe  in  jeopardie. 

And,  vulgarly  to  fpekin  of  fubftaunce, 
Of  trefour  may  we  bothe  with  us  lede 
Ynoiigh  to  live  in  honour  andplefaunce 
Untill  the  time  that  we  ihall  bcij  dede, 
And  thus  wc  may  efchewin  all  this  drede  ; 
For  every  othir  waie  ye  can  recorde 
Mine  hcrt  iwis  maie  therwith  nat  acorde. 

Ajid  hardily  ne  dredith  no  poverte, 
For  I  have  kin  and  frendis  c;llis  where 
That  though  we  comin  in  our  bare  ilierte 
Us  fhuldi-  ijevir  lacke  ne  golde  i>e  gcre. 
But  ben  honourid  while  we  dweltin  there ; 
And  go  we'  anone,  for  as  in  mine  eiitept 
This  is  the  beft,  if  that  ye  wol  aflent. 

Crefeide  with  a  fighe  right  in  this  wife 
Anfwerid  him  ;  Iwis,  my  dere  hert  trewc  ! 
We  niaie  well  ftele  away  as  ye  devife, 
And  findin  fuche  unthrifty  wayis  newc, 
But  a.tirwarde  ful  fore  it  wol  us  rewe; 
And  helpe  me  God  fo  at  my  molle  nede 
As  caufeleffe  ye  fuffrin  al  this  drede  : 

For  thilke  day  that  I  for  cherifliing 
Or  drede  of  fathir,  or  for  othir  \yight, 
Or  for  eftate,  delite,  or  fpr  weding, 
Be  falfe  to  you,  my  Trollus,  my  knight  ! 
Saturnus  doughtir  Juno,  through  her  might. 
As  wode  as  Atalanta  do  me  dwell 
Eternally  in  Styx,  the  pit  of  hell. 

And  this  on  every  god  celeftiall  , 
I  fwere  it  you,  and  eke  on  eche  goddefle, 
On  erery  nymph  ai>d  deite  infernall, 
On  Satyrys  and  Faunys  more  and  lefle, 
That  halve  goddis  ben  of  wildirrefle  ; 
And  Atropos  my  thred  of  life  to  brefl 
If  I  be  falfe.  Now  trowe  me  if  you  left. 

And  thou,  Simois,  that  as  an  arowe  clere 
Through  Troie  rennift  aie  dounward  to  the  fe, 
Be  witneffe  of  this  worde  that  faid  is  here, 
That  thilke  day  that  I  untrew-.  be 
To  Troilus,  mine  ownt  herte  fre  \ 
That  thou  returne  backewarde  unto  thy  well, 
And  I  with  body  and  fouje  fmke  to  hell. 

But  that  ye  fpeke  awaie  thus  for  to  go, 
And  lettin  al  your  frendis,  God  forbede 
For  any  woman  that  ye  fliouldin  fo  ! 
And  namily  fens  Troie  hath  now  fuch.nedc 
Of  helpe  ;  and  eke  of  o  thing  takith  hedc. 
If  this  were  wilte,  my  life  laie  in  balaunce 
And  your  honor,  God  fliilde  us  fro  mifchaunce  ! 

And  iffo  be  that  pece  hereaftir  take, 
^s  al  dale  happith  aftir  angre  game, 
Why,  Lorde  !  the  forow'  and  wo  ye  woldin  make 
That  ye  ne  durft  comin  ayen  for  fhame  1 
And  er  that  ye  jeopardin  fo  your  name 
Beth  nat  to  hafty  in  this  hotte  fare, 
For  hafty  man  ne  wantith  nevir  care. 

What  trowe  ye  the  peple  eke  all  aboute 
Would  of  it  fay  .'  it  is  ful  light  to'  arede  ; 
"^'Jiei  woldin  fay,  and  fwere  it  out  of  dpute, 
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That  love  ne  drave  you  nat  to  don  this  dede, 
But  lufte  voluptuous  and  cowarde  drede  ;     ■ 
I'hus  were  al  lofte  iwis,  mine  herte  dere  ! 
Your  honour,  whiche  that  now  fo  fliinith  dere. 

And  alfo  thinkith  on  mine  honefte, 
That  flourith  yet,  how  foule  J  fliould  it  flaende, 
And  with  what  filth  it,  fp.ottid  ihouJd;  be 
If  in  this  forme  I  flioulde  with  you  wende ;,. 
Ne  though  I  lived  unto  the  worldis  ende  . 

My  name  fliouldl  ncyir  a)jenw.%rd  wiiiiie  :     .    ;    ,- 
Thus  were  I  loft,  and  that  were  ro^ijth  jnd  fiop^f/ 

And  forthy  fle  with  refoir  al  thi-.  (lete  ;^  j  ,j,'^- 
Men  fainej  Thifujfi-aunt  overcomcth  parde,,      ^     u  \i 
Eke  Whofo  -wed  have  life  mote  lete  :  '  ci)  1r  ]' T 

Tiius  makith  vertue  of  neceftite  .k    f  g / 

By  pacience,  and  thinji.e  that  lorde  is  he  ,  ^^/ 

Of  Fortupe  aie  thfit  naught  woU  of  her  retch,'  ,  ^ 
And  ftie  ne  daantitl^^.nO  wight,  but  a  wretch. ' 

And  irruftith  thifi,„thatC(,Ttis,  hcrtc  Avctc  ' 
Or  Phoeljus  furtir,,L,u(;in^  the  flienc, 
The  IJon  paflifrh  oiit  of  this  ^rite 
I  woll  bejiJiere-  vvith,ouiin  any  wene  ; 
f  j^iene,  ashelpej  me  Jii<r.o,,hevin's  quene, 
The  tenth  daje,  b,wt  if  friat  deth  me  alTailej 
I  woll  you  fcne  yvHthputin  any  fade. 

And  jiow,  fo -tills  be  fothe  (quod  Troilus). 
I  ftiall  w^ll.i'iiffr.|j^it||<j^^tjhq  t,ei)th  dale,  ^  , 

Sens  that  I  fe.^ti^at  cede  it  niote  ben  thus;  .      .     -^ 
But  for  tl'je  loV^  X)f  ;God,if  it  be  maic,  '. 

So  let  us  j(lclin  pr jyjly  awaie,       , 
For  evre'  in  one  as  for  to  live  in  reft,  n   \ 

Mine.hertc  laieth  that  it  woilbe  the  beft.  ',,. 

O  mercie,  God  !  what  life  is  this  ?  (ciuod  ftic)    • 
Alas!  ye  flea  me  thus  fot  very  tene  ;  .  '  .  .' 

r.fe  well  now  that  ye  imfftruft'n  nie. 
For  by  your  wordis  it  is  well  ifene  ; 
Now  for  the  love  of  Cynthia  the  fhene 
Miftruft  me  nat  thus  caufeleffe  for  routh, 
Sens  to  be  true  I  have  you  plight  my  trouth. 

And  thinkith  wel  that  fomtime  it  is  wjt 
To  fpendin  a  time  a  time  for  to  win  ; 
Ne  parde  lorne  am  I  nat  fro  you  yet. 
Though  that  we  ben  a  dale  or  two  atwin  : 
Drive  out  tho  fantafies  you  have  within. 
And  truftith  me,  and  levith  eke  your  forov/. 
Or  here  my  trouth,  I  wol  nat  live  til  morow  : 

For  if  ye  %vift  how  fore  it  doeth  pie  fmerte 
Ye  woulde  celTe  of  this  :  for  God  thou  woft 
The  pure  fpirite  y  wepith  in  mine  herte 
To  fene  you  wepin  whiche  that  I  love  m.oft, 
And  that  I  mote  gon  to  the  Grekis  hofte ; 
Ye,  n'ere  it  that  I  wift  a  remedie 
To  come  ayen  right  here  1  woulde  die. 

But  certis  I  am  not  fo  nice  a  wight 
That  I  ne  can  imaginin  a  waie 
To  come  ayen  that  dale  that  I  have  hight. 
For  who  maie  hclden'  a  thing  that  wol  awaie 
My  fathir  naught  for  all  his  queinte  plaie ; 
And  by  my  thrift  my  wending  out  of  Troie 
Anothir  dale  fhall  tourne  us  all  to  joie. 

Forthy  with  all  mine  herte  I  you  befeke. 
If  that  you  lift  doen  ought  for  my  praiere, 
And  for  the  love  whiche  that  1  love  yo    elje 
^  t)  iiij 
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That  er  that  I  departin  fro  you  here 
That  of  fp  godc  a  comfort  and  a  cherc 
I  male  you  fen?  that  ye  m^Ie  bring  at  reft 
Mine  herte,  whidie  is  at  the  ppIncJt  to  breft, 

And  ore  al  this  I  praie  you,  quod  fhe  tho, 
Mine  owne  hert'is  fothfaft  fuffifaunce  ! 
SIth  I  am  thine  all  whole  withoutin  mo, 
That  while  that  I  am  abfent  no  plefauncc 
Of  othir  doe  me  fro  your  remembraunce, 
For  I. am  er  ,agaft ;  for  why?  men  rede 
That  love  is  tMng  ale  full  of  bufie  drcde. 

For  in  this  worlde  there  livith  ladie  none, 
If  that  ye  were  untre,  as  God  dcfende  ! 
That  fo  bistrayid  were  or  wo  begon 
As  T,  that  alle  trouthe  in  you  entende  ; 
And  doutelefs  if  that  othii"  wende 
1  n'ere  but  dedde,  and  sr  yeicaufe  yfinde 
Por  Godd'is  love  fobeth'm'e  naught  unklqde. 

To  this  anfwcrid  Tifoitup,  and  feide, 
■Now  God,  to  whom  thprd  n'is  no  caufe  iwrie, 
Me  glad,  "as  wis  r  rievir  to' Crefeide, 
Sithe  thilkc  daic  I  faw  her  firft  With  eyS, 
"Was  falfe,.  ne  inevir  Ib'iU  t^lttliat  I'die  : 
,At  faort  wordis,  well  ye  'm^^  pie  bileve;' 
i  can  no  rapre ;   it  {hall  J36;  fdiihd^  al;  preve, 

Graunt  mercy,  gede  hfert  mine';  iwis,  (qupd,  fhe) 
And,  blifsful  Venus  !  let  i:n^hevlr,fl:e4-ve 
Er  I  male  ftonde  of  plefaurice  iji  des>;i|e 
To  quite  him  well  that  fo  Well  tan"  deferve. 
And  while  that  God  my  wit  will  nSe  douferve 
I  fhall  fo  doen,  fo  true  I  have  you  found. 
That  aie  honoiir  to  me  ward  fliall  rebouiide  : 

For  triiftith  well  that  your  eflacc  roial], 
Nc  vein?  dflite,  ncr  oncly  worthineffe    '    ■    ' 


Of  you  in  werre  or  turnaie  marclall, 

Ne  pompe,  arraie,  nobley,  or  eke  richeffc, 

Ne  fnadin  me  tp  rue  on  your  diftreffe, 

But  morall  vertue,  groundid  upon  trouth,   • 

That  vyas  the  caufe  I  firft  had  on  you  routh  : 

Eke  gentle  hert,  and  manhode  that  ye  had, 
And  that  ye  had  (as  me  thought)  in  difpite 
Every  thing  that  fownid  into  bad. 
As  rudeneffe,  and  peplilhc  appetite. 
And  that  your  refon  hridlid  your  delite  ; 
This  made  abovin  every  creture 
That  I  was  yours,  anjl  fliall  while  I  maie  dure. 

And  this  may  length  of  yeris  nat  fordoe, 
Ne  remuable  Fortune  deface, 
But  Jupiter,  that  of  his  might  maie  doe 
The  forowfull  be  glad,  fo  yeve  us  grace 
Er  nightis  tenne  to  metin  in  this  place. 
So  th^t  it  maie  your  herte  and  mine  fuffife  : 
And  fare  now  well,  for  time  is  that  ye  rife. 

And  aftir  that  thei  long  iplanid  had. 
And  oft  ikift,  and  ftraite  in  armis  folde. 
The  daie  gan  rife,  and  Troilus  him  clad, 
And  rufuUy  his  ladie  gan  behold. 
As  he  that  felt  of  deth'is  caris  cold. 
And  to  her  grace  he  gan  himrecommaunde ; 
Where  he  was  wo  this  holde  I  no  deniaunde  : 

For  mann'isbedde  imaginin  ne  can, 
Ne'  entendement  confidir,  ne  tongue  tell. 
The  cruill  painis  of  this  wofull  man, 
That  paffin  every  tourment  doune  in  hell ; 
For  whan  he  fawe.that  fhe  ne  might  ydwell, 
Whiche  that  his  foule  out  of  his  body  rent, 
Withoutin  more  out  pf  the  chaitibre-  he  wen?^ 
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Apjiochin  gan  the  fktall  deftine 

Thit  Jovis  hath  in  difpoficioun, 

And  to  you  angrie  Pares,  fuftrin  thre, 

Committith  to  docn  execucioun, 

For  whiche  Crefeide  muft  out  of  the  toun, 

And  Troihis  Ihall  dwellin  forth  in  pine 

Till  Lachefis  his  threde  no  lengir  twine. 

The  golcfin  treflid  Phcebus  high  on  loft 
Thryis  had  alle  with  his  bemis  clere 
The  fnowis  moke,  and  Zephirus  as  oft 
Ibrought  ayen  the  tendir  levis  grene, 
Sens  that  the  fonne  of  Hecuba  the  Queue 
Began  to  love  her  firft,  for  whom  his  forovye 
Was  all  that  fhe  departin  fhould  amorowe. 

Full  redy  was  at  prime  piomedq 
Crefeide  unto  the  Grckis  hofte  to  lede, 
For  forowe'  of  whiche  fhe  feh  her  hert^  blede, 
As  riie  that  ne  will  what  was  beft  to  re4e  : 
And  truily,  as  men  in  bokisrede. 
Men  wifte  nevir  woman  have  the  care, 
Ne  was  fo  lothe  out  of  a  toune  to  fare. 

ThisTroiluswithoutin  rede  or  lore. 
As  man  that  hath  his  joyis  eke  forlore. 
Was  waiting  on  his  ladie  evirmore. 
As  fhe  that  was  the  fothfaft  croppe  and  more 
Of  all  his  luft  or  joyis  heretofore  ; 
But  Troilus,  now  farewell  all  thy  joie  !  . 
For 'flialt  tliou  nevir  iene  her  eff  in  Troic. 


Soth  Is,  that  while  he  bode  In  this  maacrs 
He  gan  his  wo  full  manly  for  to  hide, 
That  well  unneth  it  fene  was  in  his  chere. 
But  at  the  yate  there  fhe  fhould  out  ride 
With  certain  folke  he  hovid  her  to'  abide. 
So  wo  bigon,  all  would  he  not  him  plain. 
That  on  his  hors  unneth  he  fate  for  pain. 

For  ire  he  qupke,  fo  gan  his  herte  gnawe. 
Whan  Diomede  on  hors  gan  him  to  drefTe, 
And  faied  unto  himfelf  this  ilke  fawe  *     . 
Alas  !   (quod  he)  this  foule  o  wretchidneffe 
Why  fuffre*  I  it  ?  why  n'ill  I  it  redreffe  ? 
Were  it  nat  bet  at  onis  for  to  die 
Than  evirmore  in  langour  thus  to  drie  ? 

Why  n'ill  I  make  at  onis  riche  and  pore 
To  have  inough  to  doen  er  that  fh^  go  ? 
Why  n  ill  I  bring  all  Troie  upon  a  rore  ? 
Why  n'ill  1  flaen  this  Diomede  alfo  ? 
Why  n'ill  I  rathir  with  a  man  or  two 
Stele  her  awaie  ?  Why  woU  I  this  endure  ? 
Why  n'ill  I  helpin  to  mine  owne  cure  ? 

But  why  he  n'olde  doen  fo  fejl  a  dedc 
That  fhall  I  fain,  and  why  him  lift  it  fparc : 
He  had  in  herte  alwaie  a  manir  drede 
Left  that  Crefeide,  in  rumour  of  this  fare. 
Should  have  ben  flain  :  lo  !  this  was  al  his  carc 
And  ejlls  certain,  as  I  fayid  yore, 
lie  had  it  docn  vvithoutin  wordig  more.  , 
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Crefeide,  whan  fhe  redy  was  td  ride, 
Full  forowfully  iighed,  and  faied  Alas  ! 
But  forthe  ftie  mote  for  aught  that  maie  betide, 
And  forthe  flie  ritte  a  full  fobirly  pafe  ; 
There  is  none  othir  remedy'  in  this  cafe  : 
What  wondir  is  though  that  her  fore  fmert,  '' 
Whan  flic  forgoit;h  her  owne  fwete  herte  ? 

ThisTroilusin  gife  of  curtifie, 
With  hauke  on  hond,  and  with  an  huge  rout 
Of  knightis,  rode  and  did  her  companie, 
Ypaffing  all  the  valey  ferre  without, 
And  ferthir  would  have  riddin  out  of  doubt 
Full  faine,  and  wo  w^as  him  to  gone  fo  fone, 
But  tourne  he  muft,  atid  it  was  eke  fo  doen. 

And  right  with  that  was  Anteuor  icome 
Out  of  the  Grekis  hofte,  and  every  wight 
Was  of  him  glad,  and  faied  he  was  welcome; 
And  Troilus,  all  n'ere  his  herte  light. 
He  pained  him  with  all  his  fulle  might 
Him  to  withholde  of  weping  at  the  left, 
And  Antenor  he  kift,  and  made  grete  feft. 

And  therwithall  he  muft  his  leve  ytake, 
And  caft  his  eye  uponher  pitoufly, 
And  nei*  he  rode,  his  caufe  for  to  make. 
To  take  her  by  the  honde  all  fpbirlie  ; 
And  Lorde  1  fo  Ibe  gan  wepin  tendirlie. 
And  he  full  foft  and  flighly  gan  her  feie, 
Now  holde  your  daie,  and  doe  me  not  to  deie. 

With  that  his  courfir  tournid  he  about 
With  face  full  pale,  and  unto  Diomede 
No  werde  he  fpake,  ne  none  of  all  his  rout, 
Of  whiche  the  fonne  of  Tydeus  toke  hede, 
As  he  that  kouthe  more  than  the  crede 
In  foche  a  craft,  and  by  the  rain  her  henl. 
And  Troilus  to  Troie  homwardis  went. 

This  Diomede,  that  lad  iier  by  the  bridell. 
Whan  that  he  fawe  the  folke  of  Troie  awaie. 
Thought  all  my  labor  fhall  not  ben  on  idellj 
If  that  I  maie,  for  fomwhat  fhall  I  faie. 
For  at  the  worfl  it  fhortin  maie  our  waie  , 
I  have  herd  faie  eke  timis  twife  twelve 
He  is  a  fole  that  woll  foryete  hini  felve.     - 

But  nathjleffe  this  thought  he  well  inough. 
That  certainly  I  am  aboutin  naught 
If  that  I  fpeke  of  love  or  m:ike  it  tought. 
For  doutilefs  if  fhe  have  in  her  thought 
Him  that  I  gefTe  he  maie  not  ben  ibrbught 
So  fone  awaie ;  but  I  fhall  finde  a  mene 
That  fhe  nat  yet  wete  fliall  what  that  I  meqe. 

This  Diomede,  as  he  that  could  his  gode, 
Whan  this  was  doen  gan  fallin  forth  in  fpeche 
Of  tliis  and  that,  and  afkin  why  fhe  ftodc 
In  foche  difefe  ?  and  gan  her  eke  befeche. 
That  if  that  he  encrelin  might  or  eche 
With  any  thing  her  efe  that  fhe  fhould 
Commaunde  it  him,  and  faid  he  doen  it  would  : 

For  truily  he  fwore  her  as  a  knight  [plefe 

That  ther  n'as  thing  with  which   he  might  her 
That  he  n'olde  doen  his  pain  and  al  his  might 
To  doen  it,  for  to  doen  her  herte  an  efe,     ' 
And  prayid  her  fhe  would  her  forowe'  apefe. 
An  d  faied,  Iwis  we  Grelds  can  have  joie 
To   honoure  you  as  well  as  folke  of  Troie. 
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He  faide  eke  thus,  I  wot  you  thinkith  ftraunge, 
No  wondir  is,  for  it  is  to  you  newe 
Th'  acqueintaunce  of  thefe  Trojans  for  to  chaunge 
For  folke  of  Grece,  which  that  ye  nevir  knewc; 
But  woulde  nevir  God  but  if  as  true 
A  Greke  ye  fliould  emong  us  all  yfinde 
As  any  Trojan  is,  and  eke  as  kinde. 

And  by  the  caufe  I  fwore  you,  lo !   right  now 
To  ben  your  frende,  and  help  you  to  my  might. 
And  for  that  more  acqueintaunce  eke  of  you 
Have  I  had  than  anothir  ftraungir  wight, 
So  fro  this  forth  I  praie  you  daie  and  night 
Commaundith  me,  how  fore  fo  that  me  fmerte. 
To  doen  all  that  maie  like  unto  your  herte  : 

And  that  ye  me  wold  as  your  brothir  trete, 
And  takith  not  my  frendfhip  in  difpite  ; 
And  though  your  forowes  ben  for  thingis  grete, 
N'ot  I  nat  why,  but  out  of  more  refpite 
Mine  hert  hath  for  to'  amende  it  grete  delite. 
And  if  I  maie  your  harmis  nat  redrefle 
I  am  right  forie  for  your  hevinefTe  : 

For  though  ye  Trojans  with  us  Grekis  wroth 
Have  many'  a  daie  ben,  alwaie  yet  parde 

0  god  of  Love  in  fothe  we  fervin  bothe  : 
.  And  for  the  love  of  God,  my  ladie  fre, 

Whom  fo  ye  hate  as  beth  not  wroth  with  me, 
For  truily  there  can  no  wight  you  ferve 
That  halfe  fo  loth  your  w rathe  would  deferve. 

And  n'ere  it  that  we  ben  fo  nere  the  tent 
Of  Calchas,  whiche  that  fene  us  bothi  maie, 

1  would  of  this  you  tell  ail  mine  entent; 
But  this  enfelid  till  anothir  daie  : 

Yeve  me  your  honde ;  I  am  ^nd  fliall  be  aie, 
God  help  me  fo,  while  that  my  life  maie  dure. 
Your  owne  abovin  every  crcture, 

Thus  faid  I  nere  er  now  to  woman  borne. 
For  God  mine  herte  as  wifely  glade  fo 
I  lovid  nevir  woman  here  beforne 
As  paramours,  ne  nevir  fhall  no  mo  ; 
And  for  the  love  of  God  be  not  my  fo, 
All  can  I  not  to  you,  my  ladie  dere  ! 
Complain  aright,  for  I  am  yet  to  lere. 

And  wondrith  nought,  min  owne  lady  bright' 
Though  that  I  fpeke  of  love  to  you  thus  blive 
For  I  have  herd  or  this  of  many'  a  wight 
1  hat  lovid  thing  he  nere  faw  in  his  live; 
Eke  I  am  not  of  power  for  to  ftrive 
Ayenft  the  god  of  Love,  but  him  obaie 
I  woll  alwaie,  and  mercie  I  you  praie. 

Ther  beth  fp  worthy  knightis  in  this  place. 
And  ye  fo  faire,  that  everiche  of  'hem  all 
Woll  pamm  him  to  ftondin  in  your  grace ; 
But  might  to  me  fo  faire  a  grace  befall 
1  hat  ye  me  for  your  fervaunt  woulde  call, 
So   owly  ne  fo  truily  you  ferve 
N  111  none  of  'hem  as  I  ftiall  till  I  fterve. 
A    r  !l     """'^  '^^'  P"^P°f^  lite  anfwerde, 
tL?'      ff  I'^"^"^  forowe'-opprefTid  fo 
That  m  effed  fhe  naught  his  talis  herde, 

Her  though? ?%'  "°"  here  a  worde  or'two;       - 
For  whaifL       \'°'"^"'l  ^^«^  bruft  atwo} 
w  11        u  ?    ^^"^  ^^'  f^'hir  ferre  efpie 
Well  mgh  doune  pf  her  hors  fhe  gan'  to  Cc, 
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But  n^thelcITe  fhe  thontith  Diomedc 
Of  all  his  travaile  and  his  godc  chere, 
And  that  him  lift  his  frendfhip  to  her  bede, 
And  file  acccptith  it  in  gode  manere, 
And  woll  do  fain  that  is  him  lefe  and  dere. 
And  truftih  him  fhe  would,  and  well  fhe  might, 
As  fayid  fhe,  and  from  her  hors  Hie'  alight. 

Her  fathir  hath  her  in  his  armis  nome, 
And  twentie  times  he  kift  his  doughtir  fwete. 
And  faied,  Q  dere  doughtir  mine  !  welcome. 
She  fsied  eke  Ihe  was  fain  with  him  to  mete, 
And  flode, forth  flill,  mild,  muet,  and  manfuete, 
But  here  I  leve  her  with  her  fathir  dwell, 
And  forthe  I  woll  of  Troilus  you  tell. 

To  iroie  is  come  this  wofull  Troilus 
In  forowe  abovin  all  forowes  fmert. 
With  felon  Icke  and  with  fkce  difpitous, 
The  fodainly  doune  from  hig  hors  he  ftert, 
And  through  his  paleyfe  with  a  fwollin  hert 
Tq  chambir  went ;  of  nothing;  toke  he  hede, 
l>re  none  to  him  dare  fpeke  o  worde  for  drede. 

And  there  his  forowes  that  he  fparid  had 
He  yave  an  iffue  large,  and  Deth  he  cride. 
And  in  his  throwis  frenetike  and  mad 
He  curfi{h\Jove,  Apollo,  and  Cupide, 
He  curfith  Bachus,  Ceres,  and  Cypride, 
His  birthe,  himfelf,  his  fate,  and  eke  Nature, 
And  fave  his  ladie  every  creture. 

To  bed  he  goth,  and  wellith  there  and  turneth 
In  furie  as  dopth  Ixion  in  hell, 
And  in  this  wife  he  nigh  till  dale  fojourneth. 
But  the  began  his  herte  alite  unfwell 
Through  teris  which  that  gonnin  up  to  wel. 
And  pitoufly  he  cried  upon  Crefeide, 
And  tQ  hinifelf  right  thus  he  fpake  and  feide  : 

Where  is  mine  owne  ladie  lefe  and  dere  ? 
Where  is  her  white  brell  ?  where  is  it  ?  where  ? 
Where  Ijen  her  armis  and  her  eyin  clere 
That  yeflerdaie  this  time  with  me  were  I 
Now  male  I  wepe  alone  ni^ny  a  tere, 
Andgrafpe  about  Iinaie,  but  in  this  place 
Save  a  pilowe  I  find  naught  to  embrace. 

How  fhall  I  doen  ?  whan  fliall  fhe  come  again  ? 
I  n'ot,  alas  !  M''hy  let  I  her  fo  go  ? 
As  woulde  God  I  had  as  tho  be  flain ! 
O  herte  mine,  Crefeide  !  o  fwete  fo  \ 
P  ladie  mine  !  that  I  love  arid  no  mo, 
To  whom  for  evirmo  mine  herte  I  vowe, 
Se  how  I  die;   ye  n'ill  me  not  refcowe  ! 

Who  feith  you  now,  my  right  lodefterre  ?• 
Who  fittith  now  or  ftant  in  your  prefence  ? 
Who  can  comfortin  now  your  hert'is  werre. 
Now  I  am  gon  whom  ye  yeve  audience  ? 
Who  fpekith  for  me  now  in  my  abfence  ?    _ 
Al?,s!   no  wight,  and  that  is  all  my  care, 
For  well  wote  I  as  ill  as  I  ye  fare. 

How  fhould  I  thus  ten  dayis  full  endure 
"Whan  I  the  firft  night  havin  all  this  tene  ? 
And  how  fhall  fhe  eke,  forowfuU  creture. 
For  tendirneffe  how  fhall  fhe  -this  fuftene 
Soche  wo  for  me  I  o  !  pitous,  pale,  and  grene, 
Shall  woxin  ben  her  frefhe  womanly  face 
For  langftur  er  Ihe  tourne  unto  this  place, 
*■•  '  "     4 


And  whan  he  fill  in  anyflombringis' 
Anon  begin  he  fhoulde  for  to  grone. 
And  dremin  of  the  dredfuUifl  thingis 
That  might  yben,  as  mete  he  were  alone 
In  place  horrible,  making  aie  his  mone, 
Or  riietin  that  he  was  emongis  all 
His  enemies,  and  in  their  hondis  fall. 

And  therewithall  his  bodie  fhoulde  ftertc, 
And  with  the  flarte  all  fodainly  awake. 
And  foche  a  tremour  fele  aboyt  his  herte. 
That  of  the  fere  his  bodie  fhoulde  quake. 
And  therewithall  he  fhould  a  noife  ymake. 
And  feniiq  as  though  he  ibould  fallin  depe. 
From  high  aloft,  and  than  he  woulde  wepe; 

And  rewin  on  himfelf  fo  pitoufly 
That  wondir  was  to  here  his  fantafie  ; 
Anothir  time  he  fhoulde  mightily 
Comfort  himfelf,  and  fain  it  Vt^as  folic 
So  caufeleffe  foche  drede  and  wo  to  drie. 
And  eft  begin  his  afpre  forowes  newe. 
That  every  man  might  on  his  painis  rewc. 

Who  could  tell  all  aright,  or  full  difcrive 
His  wo,  his  plaint,  his  langour,  and  his  pine  ? 
Nat  all  the  men  that  ban  or  ben  on  live  : 
Thou,  Redir,  maiell;  thy  felf  full  well  deyine 
That  foche  a  wo  my  wit  can  not  define ; 
On  idell  for  to  write  it  ftiould  I  fwinke 
Whan  that  my  wit  is  ^werie  it  to  thinke. 

On  hevin  yet  the  Jleris  werin  fene,  ■ 
Although  full  pale  iwoxin  was  the  mone, 
And  whitin  began  the  horizon  Ihene 
All  eflwardis,  as  it  is  wont  to  doen, 
And  Phoebus  with  his  rofie  carte  fone 
Gan  aftir  that  to  dreffe  him  up  to  fare 
Whan  Ti'oilus  hath  fent  aftir  Pandare. 

This  Pandare,  that  of  all  the  daie  beforne 
Ne  might  have  comin  Troilus  to  fe, 
Althou^  that  he  on  his  hedde  it  had  fworne. 
For  with  the  King  Priam  al  daie  was  he. 
So  that  it  laie  nat  in  his  hberte 
No  where  to  gon,  but  on  the  morowe'  he  went 
To  Troilus,  whan  that  he  for  him  fent ; 

For  in  his  herte  he  coulde  well  devine 
That  Trpilus  all  night  for  forovife  woke. 
And  that  he  woulde  tell  him  of  his  pine  ; 
This  knewe  he  well  inough  withoutin  boke; 
For  which  to  chambir  ftreight  the  way  he  tokcj 
And  Troilus  tho  fobirly  he  grette. 
And  on  the  bedde  full  fone  he  gan  him  fette. 

My  Pandarus  !  (quod  Troilus)  the  forowe 
W^hichp  that  I  drie  I  male  not  long  endure  ; 
I  trowe  I  fhall  not  livin  till  to  morowe ; 
For  whiche  I  would  alwaies  on  avinture 
To  the  devifin  of  my  fepoulture 
The  forme,  and  of  my  movble  thou  difpone 
Rightas  the  femith  bell  is  for  to  doen,: 

But  of  the  fire  and  flambe  funerall 
In  whiche  my  body  brennin  fhall  to  gledc. 
And  of  the  feft  and  playis  Paleftrall 
At  my  vigilc  I  praie  the  take  gode  hede 
That  that  be  well,  and  offir  Mars  my  ftede. 
My  fwerde,mine  helme,  and,  leve  brothir  dere! 
My  Ihelde  tp  Pivilas  ycve  that  fliiiiith  clere 
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The  poudi-e'  in  which  mine  hert  ibrend  ihall 
That  praie  I  the  thou  take,  and  it  conietvc    [turn 
In  a  veflell  that  men  depith  an  Urne, 
Of  golde,  and  to  my  lady  that  I  ferve, 
For  love  of  whom  thus  pitoufly  I  fterve, 
So  yeve  it  her,  and  doe  me  this  plefaulice 
To  praie  her  kepe  it  for  a  remembraunce  : 

For  well  I  fdin  by  my  maladie, 
And  by  my  dremis  now  and  yore  ago, 
All  certainly  tliat  I  mote  nedis  die  ; 
The  oule  eke  whichethat  hight  Afcalapho 
Hath  aftir  me  fliright  all  thefe  nightis  two  -! 
And  god  Merc'urie,  now  of  me  woful  wretch 
The  foule  guide,  and  whan  the  lift  it  fetchc. 

Pandare  anfwerid  and  faied,  Troilus, 
My  der.:  frende  !  as  I  have  told  the  yoye 
That  it  is  folic  for  to  forowen  thus, 
And  caufcleffe,  for  whiche  I  can  no  more, 
But  who  fo  woll  not  trowiii  rede  ne  lore 
I  can  not  fene  in  him  no  remedie, 
But  let  him  worchin  with  his  fantafie. 

But,  lYoilus,  I  praife  the  tell  me  now 
If  that"  thou  trowe  er  this  that  any  wight 
Hath  lovid  paramoare  as  well  as  thou  ? 
Ye,  God  wot,  and  fro  many'  a  worthie  knight 
Hath  his  ladie  forgon  a  fourtenight 
And  he  nat  yet  made  haivindele  the  fare; 
What  nedeis  the  to  makin  all  this  cate  ? 

Sens  dale  by  daie  thou  tnaieft  thy  felvin  fe. 
That  from  his  love  or  ellis  from  his  wife 
A  man  mote  twinnin  of  neceflite, 
Ye,  though  he  love  her  as  his  owBe  life, 
Yet  n'ill  he  with  himfelf  thus  makin  ftrife  ; 
For  well  thou  woft,  my  leve  brothir  dere ! 
That  alwaie  frendis  male  not  ben  ifere. 

How'  doen  this  folke  that  fene  ther  lovis  wedded 
By  frendis  might,  as  it  bitidith  oft, 
And  fene  'hem  in  ther  fpoufis  bedde  ibedded  ? 
God  wote  thei  take  it  wifely  faire  and  foft ; 
For  why  ?  gode  hope  halt  up  ther  hferte  aloft, 
Andf or  tliei  can  a  time  of  forowe'  endure ; 
As  time  'hem  hurti'th  a  time  doeth  'hem  cure. 

So  fhouldift  thou  endure,  and  lettin  Aide 
The  time,  and  fonde  to  ben  glad  and  light ; 
Tenne  dayis  n'is  not  fo  long  to  abide  ; 
And  fens  ftie  to  comin  the  hath  bthight 
She  n'ill  her  heft  brekin  for  any  wight, 
For  drede  the  nat  that  fhe  n'ill  finde  a  waic 
To  come  ayen,  my  life  that  durft  I  laie. 

Thy  fweyines  eke,  and  all  foche  fantafie, 
Drive  out,  and  let  'hem  farin  to  mifchaunoe. 
For  thei  procede  of  thy  melancolie. 
That  doeth  the  fele  in  flepe  all  this  penaunce  : 
A  ftrawe  for  all  fwevenis  fignifi^unce  ! 
God  helpe  me  fo  !  I  coumpt  'hem  not  a  bene ; 
There  wot  no  man  aright  what  dremis  mene. 

For  preflis  of  the  temple  tellin  this, 
That  dremjs  ben  the  revelacions 
Of  goddis,  and  als  well  thei  tell  iwis 
That  thei  ben  infernalle  illi»rions, 
And  lechis  faine  that  of  compledions 
procisdin  thei,  of  faft  or  glotonie  : 
5|f  ho  wot  in  fothe  thus  what  thei  fi|;nific  \ 


Eke  othir  fain  that  through  impreflions. 
As  if  a  wight  hath  faft  a  thing  in  minde, 
That  thereof  comith  foche  avifions; 
And  othir  fain,  as  thei  in  bokis  finde. 
That  aftir  timis  of  the  yere  by  kinde 
Men  dreme,  and  that  th'  effedl  goth  by  \^t  mone  : 
But  leve  no  dreme,  for  it  is  nat  to  doen. 

Well  worth  of  dremis  aie  thefe  olde  wives ; 
And  truly  eke  augurie  of  thefe  foulis. 
For  fere  of  which  men  wenin'lefe  ther  lives. 
As  ravin's  qualm,  or  fchriching  of  thefe  oulis, 
To  trowiii  on  it  bothe  falfe  and  foule  is  : 
Alas!  alas  !  that  fo  noble'  a  creture 
As  is  a  man  fliould  dredin  foche  ordure  ! 

For  whiche  with  all  mine  hert  I  the  befechc 
Unto  thy  felf  that  all  this  thou  foryeve ; 
And  rife  now  up,  withoutin  more  fpeche, 
And  let  us  caft  how  forth  male  beft  be  drive 
The  time,  and  eke  how  freflily  we  male  live 
Whan  fhe  comith,  the  which  Ihall  be  right  fonej 
God  helpe  me  fo  the  beft  i?  thus  to  doen. 

Rife,  let  us  fpeke  of  luftie  life  in  Troie 
That  we  have  lad,  and  forth  the  time  drive, 
And  eke  of  time  coming  us  rejoie. 
That  bringin  ihall  our  blifle  now  fo  blivc. 
And  langour  of  thefe  twife  dayis  five 
We  fliall  therwith  fo  foryet  or  opprefle 
That  well  unneth  it  doen  ftiall  us  dureffe. 

This  toune  i«  full  of  lordis  all  about. 
And  truis  laftith  all  this  mene  while ; 
Go  we  playin  us  in  fome  luftie  rout. 
To  Sarpedon,  not  hennis  but  a  mile, 
And  thus  thou  ftialt  the  time  well  begile, 
And  drive  it  forth  unto  that  blifsfull  morowe 
That  thou  her  fe  that  caufe  is  of  thy  forowe. 

Now  rife,  my  dere  brothir  Troilus  i 
For  certisit  non  honour  is  to  the 
To  wepe,  and  in  thy  bedde  to  roukin  thus, 
For  truily  of  o  thing  truft  to  me, 
If  thou  thus  ligge  a  daie,  or  two,  or  thre. 
The  folke  wol  Avene  that  thou  for  cowardife 
The  fainift  tick,  and  that  thou  darft  not  rife. 

This  Troilus  anfwerde,  O  brothir  dere  ! 
This  knowin  folke  that  have  ifufFrid  pain. 
That  though  he  wepe  and  make  foroWfull  chera 
That  felith  ha.rme  and  fmerte  in  every  vain 
No  wondir  is ;  and  though  I  evir  plain 
Or  alwaie  wepe  I  am  nothing  to  blame. 
Sens  I  have  loft  the  caufe  of  al  my  game. 

But  fithins  of  fine  force  I  mote  aj-.ife 
I  Ihal  arife  as  fone  as  er  I  maic. 
And  God,  to  whom  mine  hexte  I  facrtfice, 
So  fende  us  haftily  the  tennith  daie. 
For  was  there  nevir  foule  fofarne^f  Maie 
As  I  Ihall  ben  whan  fhe  pdmith  in  Troie 
That  caufe  is  of  my  toHrment  and  my  joie. 

But  Whidir  is  thy  fe^de,  (quod  Troilus) 
That  we  maie  plaie  u^  beft  in  all  this  toun  ? 
By  God  my  counfaile  is  (quod  Pandarus) 
To  ride  and  plaie  us  with  King  SarpedouOa 
So  long  of  this  thei  fpekin  up  an  J  doun 
Till  Troilus  gan  at  the  laft  affeut 
To  rife,  aiid  forth  to  Sarpedoji  (hei  yi^Vi\,, 
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This  Sarpedon,  as  tie  that  honourable 
Was  all  his  live,  and  full  of  hie  proweffe, 
With  all  that  might  ifervid  ben  on  table 
That  deinte  was,  all  cofte  it  grete  richeffe, 
He  fedde  'hem  dale  by  daie,  that  foche  nobl,effe, 
As  faiden  bothe  the  mode  and  eke  the  left, 
Was  nere  er  that  daie  wifte  at  any  feft  : 

Nor  in  this  worlde  there  is  none  inftrument 
Delicious  through  winde  or  touch  on  corde, 
Asferre  as  any  wight  hath  er  iwent, 
That  tonge  tell  or  herte  maie  recorde 
But  at  that  feft  it  was  well  herd  acorde, 
Ne'  of  ladies  eke  fo  faire  a  companie 
Or  daunce  er  tho  was  never  lene  with  eye. 

But  what  availith  this  to  Troilus, 
That  for  his  forowe  nothing  of  it  rought. 
But  evir  in  one  his  hert^  pitous 
Full  bufily  Crefeide  his  ladie  fought  ? 
On  her  was  evir  all  that  his  herte  thought, 
Now  this  now  that  fo  faft  imagining 
That  gladin  iwis  can  him  no  fefting. 

Thefe  ladies  tke  that  at  this  fefte  bene, 
Sens  that  he  fawe  his  ladie  was  awaie, 
It  was  his  forowe  on  'hem  for  to  fene. 
Or  for  to  here  on  inftrumentis  plaie ; 
For  flie  that  of  his  hert  berith  the  kale 
Was  abfent,  lo  1   this  was  his  fantafie, 
That  no  wight  fhoulde  raakin  melodic  : 

Now  there  n'as  hour  in  all  the  daie  or  night, 
Whan  he  ■vCas  there  as  no  man  might  him  here, 
That  he  ne  faied,  O  lovefome  ladie  bright  I 
How  have  ye  farin  fins  that  ye  were  there  ? 
Welcopie  iwis,  mine  owne  ladie  dere  ! 
But  welawaie  !  all  this  n'as  but  a  rnafe ; 
Fortune  his  love  entendid  but  to  glafe. 
The  lettirs  eke  that  flie  of  olde  time 
Had  him  ifent  he  would  alone  irede 
An  hundrid  fithe  atwixtin  none  and  prime, 
Refiguring  her  fliape  and  womanhede 
Within  his  hert,  and  every  wofde  and  dede 
That  paffid  was ;  and  thus  he  drove  to'  an  ende 
The  ferthe  day,  and  fhennis  woide  he  wende  j 

And  faide,  Leve  brothir  Pindarus  ! 
Intendift  thou  that  we  fhall  here  byleve 
Til  Sarpedon  wol  forth  conveyin  us  ? 
Yet  were  it  fairir  that  we  toke  our  leve ; 
For  Godd'is  Ipve  let  us  now  fone  at  eve 
Our  leve  take,  and  homwarde  let  us  tourne, 
l^or  trewcly  I  n'il  nat  thus  fojourne. 

Pandare  anfwerld,  Be  we  cofnin  hither 
To  fetchjn  fire  and  f  ennin  home  again  ? 
God  helpe  me  fo  I  can  nat  tellin  whither 
We  mightln  gone,  if  I  Ihall  fothly  faine. 
There  any  wight  is  of  us  more  faine 
Than  Sarpedon  ;  and  if  we  hennis  hie 
Thus  fpdainly  I  holde  it  vilanie  ; 

,  Sith  that  we  feydin  we  wouldin  byleve 
With  him  ^  weke,  and  now  thus  fodainly 
The  ferthe  day  to  take  of  him  our  leve. 
He  woulde  wondrin  on  it  trewely  ; 
Let  u?  holde  forth  our  purpofe  fermely,  < 
And  fens  that  ye  behightin  him  to'  abide 

Holde  fofwarde  mw,  and  »ftii!  let  u«  ride. 


This  Pandarus  with  mochil;pIn;e  aa^  lyo 
Made  him  to  dwel;  and  at  the  wek'is  end? 
Of  Sarpedon  tliei  toke  ther  leve  to  go, 
And  on  ther  way  they  fpedin   hem  to  vyend^,  i 
(Quod  Troilus)  Now,  Lorde,  me  grace  fende 
That  I  maie  findin  at  mine  home-comming 
Crefeide  comin,  and  therwiih  gan  he  fing. 

Ye  halif  wod^  thought  ywis  Pandare, 
And  to  him  felfe  ful  foftily  he  feide, 
God  wote  refroidin  may  this  hotte  fare 
Er  Calcas  fend^  Troilus  Crefeide  : 
But  netheleffe  he  japid  thus,  and  feide. 
And  fwore  iwis,  his  hert  him  wel  behiglir. 
She  wouldin  come  a&fbne  as  er  Ihe  might. 
Whan  thei  unto  the  paleis  were  icomea 
Of  Troilus  thei  doun  of  horfe  alight, 
And  to  the  chambre  ther  waie  have  tljei  ooRiOiep, 
And  unto  time  that  it  gan  to  night 
Thei  fpekin  of  Crefeide  the  lady  bright, 
And  aftir  this,  whan  that  'hem  bothe  leftc, 
Thei  fpede  "hem  fro  the  fuppir  unto  reft. 

On  morow'  as  fone  as  day  began  to  ^Isre 
This  Troilus  gan  of  his  flepe  to'  abreide. 
And  to  Pandarus  his  owne  brothir  dere. 
For  love  of  Ood,  ful  pitoufly  he  feide, 
As  go  we  fene  the  paleis  of  Crefeide, 
For  fens  we  yet  maie  have  none  othir  felt: 
So  let  us  fene  her  paleis  at  the  left! 

And  therwithal  his  meins  for  to- blende 
A  caufe  he  fonde  into  the  teun  to  go, 
And  to  Crefeid'is  paleis  they  gone  wende; 
But  Lorde  I  this  fely  Troilus  was  wo, 
Him  thought  hisforouful  hert  braft  atwo, 
For  when  he  faw  her  doris  fperrid  all 
Wel  nigh  for  forow'  adoun  he  gan  to  fall. 

Therwith  when  he  was  ware,  and  gan  hehojd 
How  fhet  was  every  window  of  the  place. 
As  froft  him  thought  his  hert  began  to  cold» 
For  whiche  with  chaucgid  dedly  pale  face 
Withoutin  worde  he  forth  by  gan  to  pace. 
And  as  God  would  he  gan  fo  faft  to  ride 
That  no  wight  of  his  countinaunce  afpide. 

Than  faide  he  thOs;  O  paleis  defolate  5 
O  houfe  of  houfis  Avhilom  beft  ydight ! 
O  paleis  empty  and  difconfolate  ! 
O  thou  lanterne,  of  which  queint  is  the  light  J 
O  paleis  whilom  day,  that  now  art  night ! 
Wel  oughtift  thou  to  fal  and  I  to  die 
Sens  fhe  is  went  that  wont  was  us  to  gie. 

O  p?%leis  whilom  croune  of  houfis  al  1  , 

Enluminid  with  funne  of  alle  blifie, 
O  ring,  of  whiche  the  rubie  is  out  fall  I 
O  caufe  of  wo  that  caufe  haft  ben  of  blifle  I 
Yet  fens  I  may  no  bet  fiaine  would  I  kifle 
Thy  colde  doris,  durft  I  for  this  route  ; 
And  farwel  ftirine  of  whiclie  the  faint  is  out  ? 

Therwith  he  caft  on  Pandarus  his  eie    ■ 
With  chaungid  face,  and  pitous  to  beholde, 
And  whan  he  might  his  time  aright  afpie 
Aie  as  he  rode  to  pandarus  he  tolde 
His  newe  forow,  and. eke  his  joyis  olde. 
So  pitoufly,  and  with  fo  ded  an  hewe, 
That  every  wight  might  on  his.  fcxaw  r£,w,Ci 
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Fro  thinnis  forth  he  ridith  up  and  doune, 
And  every  thing  came  him  to  remembraunce 
Ashe  rode  forth  by  placis  of  the  toune 
In  'whiche  he  whilom  had  all  his  plefaunce; 
Lo  !  yondir  faw  I  mine  owne  lady  daunce. 
And  in  that  temple  with,  her  eyin  clere 
Me  captive  caught  firfl;  my  right  lady  dere  : 

And  yondir  have  1  herde  ful  luftily 
My  dere  hert  Crefeide  laugh,  and  yondir  plaie 
Sawe  I  her  onis  eke  ful  blisfully, 
And  yondir  onis  to  me  gan  fhe  faie. 
Now,  gode  fwete  !  lovith  mie  wel  I  you  praye ; 
And  ybnde  fo  godely  gan  Ihe  me  beholde 
That  to  the  deth  rnihe  hert  is  to  her  holde  : 

And  at  the  cornir  in  the  yondir  houfe 
Herde  I  mine  aldirlevift  lady  dere 
So  womanly  with  voice  melodioufe 
Singin  fo  wel,  fo  godely  aild  fo  clere; 
That  in  rhy  foule  yet  me  thinkith  I  here 
The  blisful  fowrle,  and  in  that  yondir  plade 
My  lady  firft  me  toke  unto  her  grace. 

Than  thought  he  thusj  O  blisfull  Lorde  Cuplde  ! 
Whan  1  the  procefle  have  in  memorie 
How  thou  me  haft  wericd  on  every  fide 
Men  might  a  boke  make  of  it  like  a  ftorie ; 
What  nede  is  the  to  feke  on  me  viftorie 
Sens  T  am  thine  and  wholly  at  thy  wiH  ? 
What  joy  haft  thou  thinC  owne  folke  to  fpill  ? 

Wel  haft  thou,  Lorde j  iwroke  on  me  thine  ire^ 
Thou  mighty  God,  and  dredful  for  to  greve ; 
Now  mercy,  Lorde  !  thou  woft  wel  I  defite 
Thy  grace  mofte  of  alle  luftis  leve, 
And  live  and  die  I  wol  in  thy  heleve, 
For  whiche  I  ne'  alke  in  guerdon  but  a  borie^ 
That  thou  Crefeide  aien  me  fende  fone. 

Diftrainin  her  hert  as  fail  to  returne 
As  thou  doeft  mine  to  longin  her  to  fe, 
Than  wote  1  wel  that  flie  n'il  nat  fojourne  : 
Now  blisful  Lorde  !  fo  cruil  thou  ne  be 
Unto  the  blode  of  Troie,  I  prai(5  the. 
As  Juno  was  unto  the  blode  Thebane, 
For  whiche  the  folke  of  Thebis  caught  ther  bane. 

And  aftir  this  he  to  the  yatis  wente  , 
Ther  as  Crefeide  out  rode  a  full  gode  paas, 
And  up  and  doun  there  made  he  many'  a  wente, 
And  to  him  felfe  ful  oft  he  faid,  Alas ! 
Fro  hennis  rode  my  bliffe  and  my  folas  : 
As  would^  blisful  God  now  for  his  joie 
1  might  her  fene  ayen  comin  to  Troie ! 

And  to  the  yondir  hil  I  gan  her  gide, 
Alas  !  and  there  I  toke  of  her  my  leve, 
And  yonde  I  faw  her  to  her  fathir  ride, 
For  forow  of  whiche  mine  hert  fhal  to  clevtf, 
And  hithir  home  I  came  whan  it  was  eve, 
And  here  I  dwel,  out  caft  from  alls  joie, 
And  flial,  til  I  male  fene  her  efte  in  Troie. 

And  of  him  felfe  imaginid  he  ofte 
To  ben  defaitidy  pale, and  woxinlefle 
Than  he  was  wonte,  and  that  men  faidin  fbfte 
What  may  it  be  ?  who  can  the  fothe  gefle 
Why  Troilus  hath  al  this  ^'avineffe  ? 
And  al  this  n'as  but  his  melancolie. 
That  he  had  of  him  felfe  fuche  fantafie.; 
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Anothir  time  imaginin  he  would 
That  every  •wight  that  went  by  the  wey 
Had  of  him  routhe,  and  that  thei  faine  flxould 
I  am  right  fory  Troilus  wol  dey  : 
And  thus  he  drove  a  dale  yet  forth  or  twey. 
As  ye  have  herde  :  fuche  life  gan  he  to  lede 
As  he  that  ftode  betwixin  hope  and  drede  : 

For  which  him  Hkid  in  his  fongis  fliewe 
Th'  enchefon  of  his  wo  as  he  heft  might; 
And  made  a  fonge  of  wordis  but  a  fewe, 
Somwhat  his  wofiill  heirtd  for  to  light. 
And  whan  he  was  from  every  rfiann'is*  fight 
With  fofte  Voice  he  of  his  lady  dere. 
That  abfent  was,  gan  fing  as  ye  maie  here  : 

O  fterre  !  bf  which  I  loft  have  all  the  lights 
With  herte  fore  wel  ought  I  to  bewaile 
That  evir  derke  in  turment;  night  ^y  night, 
Towarde  rriy  deth  with  winde  I  ftei'a  and  failc, 
For  whiche  the  tennith  night  if  that  I  faile 
The  giding  of  thy  bemis  bright  an  houre 
My  fhip  and  me  Carybdis  woll  devoure. 

This  fonge  when  he  thus  fongin  had  font 
He  fil  aien  into  his  fighis  olde. 
And  every  niglit,  as  was  his  wont  to  done, 
He  ftode  the  bright  mone  to  beholde. 
And  al  his  forowe  he  to  the  mone  tolde. 
And  faid,  Iwis  whan  thou  art  hbrnid  newe 
1  flial  be  glad  if  al  the  world  be  trewe. 
.    I  faw  thine  hbrnis  olde  eke  by  that  moroW 
Whan  hennis  rode  my  bright  lady  dere, 
That  caiife  is  of  my  turment  and  my  forow, 
For  whiche,  o  bright  Lucina  the  tlere  ! 
For  love  of  God  ren  faft  about  thy  fphere, 
For  whan  thine  hornis  nevfe  ginriin  to  fpring 
Than  fhal  fne  come  that  maie  my  bliffe  ybring^' 

The  daie  is  more  and  lengir  every  night 
Than  thei  ben  ^wont  to  be,  thim  thoughte  tho. 
And  that  the  funne  went  his  courfe  unright 
By  lengir  waie  than  it  was  wonte  to  go. 
And  faid,  Iwis  1  drede  me  evirmo 
The  funn'i^fonne  Phaeton  be  on  live, 
And  that  his  fathir's  carre  aniiffe  he  drive. 

Upon  the  wallis  faft  eke  would  he  walkc. 
And  on  the  Grckis  hoft  he  would  yfe, 
And  to  him  felfe  right  thus  he  would  ytalke  } 
Lo  !  yondir  is  mine  owne  lady  fre, 
Or  ellis  yondir  there  the  tentis  be; 
And  thence  comith  this  ayre  that  is  fb  fofe. 
That  in  my  foule  I  fele  it  doth  me  bote. 

And  hardily  this  vfrinde  that  mofe  and  mofc 
Thus  ftoundcmele  encrefith  in  my  face 
Is  of  m^  ladies  dep^  fi^his  fore  ; 
I  preve  it  thus,  for  in  none  othir  fpace 
Of  al  this  toun,  fave  onely  in  this  place, 
Fele  I  no  Vi^inde  that  founith  fo  like  paine. 
It  faith  Alas  !  why  tvifinid  be  we  twaine  ? 

This  longe  time  he  drivith  forth  right  thtfs^ 
Til  fully  paffid  wa:s  the  ninthe  night, 
And  aie  befide  him  was  this  Pahdarus 
That  befily  did  alle  his  full  might         ' 
Him  to  comfort  and  make  his  herte  light 
Yeving  him  hope  alway  the  tenthe  morow 
That  ihe  flial  comen  and  ftintin  al  his  htoy/ 
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Upon  that  otliir  fide  eke  was  Crefeide 
With  women  fewe  among  the  Grekis  ftrong, 
Forv\vhiche  ful  oft  a  day  Alas  !  flie  feide, 
That  1  was  home  1   vvel  maie  mine  herte  long 
Aftir  my  deth,  for  now  live  I  to  long; 
Alas  !  and  I  ne  may  it  not  amende, 
For  now  is  worfe  than  evir  yet  I  ivende. 
•    My  father  n'il  for  nothing  do  me  grace 
To  gone  ay  en  for  aught  lean  him  queme, 
And  if  fo  be  that  I  my  termc  pace 
My  Troilus,  alas!  flial  in  hishert  deme 
That  I  am  falfe,  and  fo  it  maie  wel  feme  ; 
Thus  Ihal  I  have  unthonke  on  every  fide  : 
That  I  was  borne  fo  welaway  the  tide  ! 

And  if  that  I  me  put  in  jeopardie 
To  ftele  awaie  by  night,  and  it  befal 
That  I  be  caught  I  fhal  be  holde  a  fpie. 
Or  ellis,  lo  ;  this  drede  I  moll  of  al, 
If  in  the  hondis  of  fome  wretche  I  fal 
I  n'am  but  loft,  al  be  mine  herte  trewe  : 
Now  mighty  Gixi  thou  on  my  forow  rewe ! 

Ful  pale  iwoxin  was  her  bright*  face, 
Her  limmis  lene,  as  Ihe  that  al  the  dale 
Stode  v/han  ftie  durft,  and  lokid  on  the  place 
There  Ihe  was  borne,  and  flie  had  dwellid  aye; 
And  al  the  night  weping,  alas  !  flie  laie  ; 
And  thus  difpeirid  out  of  alle  cure 
She  lad  her  life  this  foroufuU  creture. 

Ful  oft  a  daie  fhe  fighed  eke  for  diftreffe, 
And  in  her  felfe  fhe  went  aie  purtraying 
Of  Troilus  the  gretc  virorthineffe, 
And  al  his  godely  wordis  recording 
Sens  firft  that  dale  her  love  began  to  fpring ; 
And  thus  fhe  fette  her  wofuU  hert  afire 
Through  remembraunce  of  that  fhe  gan  defire. 

In  all  this  world  there  n'is  fo  cruil  hert 
That  her  had  herd  complainin  in.  her  forow 
That  n'old  have  wepin  for  her  painis  fmert ; 
So  tendirly  fhe  wept  both  eve  and  morow 
Her  nedid  not  no  teres  for  to  borow ; 
And  this  was  yet  the  worft  of  all  her  paine, 
Ther  was  no  wight  to  whom  fhe  durft  complaine. 

Ful  rewfully  fhe  lokid  upon  Troie, 
Behelde  the  touris  high  and  eke  the  hallis; 
Alas  .  (quod  ftie)  the  plefaunc^  and  the  joie. 
The  whiche  that  now  al  turned  into  gal  is, 
Have  1  had  oftin  within  yondir  wallis  ! 
O  Troilus  1  v>rhat  doeft  thou  now  ?  fhe  feide  ; 
JLiord,  whethir  thou  yet  think  upon  Creffide  ! 

Alas !  that  I  ne'  had  trowed  on  your  lote, 
And  went  with  you,  as  ye  me  redde  er  this, 
Than  had  I  now  not  fighid  halfe  fo  fore  : 
Who  might  have  faid  that  I  had  don  amis. 
To  ftele,  awaie  with  fuche  one  as  he  is  ? 
But  al  to  late  comith  the  leiftuarie 
Whan  ftien  the  corfe  unto  the  grave  carie. 

To  late  is  now  to  fpeke  of  that  matere ; 
Prudence,  alas  !  one  of  thine  eyin  thre 
Me  lackid  alway  er  that  I  came  here, 
For  on  time  paffid  wel  remembrid  me, 
And  prefent  time  eke  could  I  wel  yfe, 
But  future  time,  er  I  was  in  fhe  fnare, 
Could  I  not  iene,  that  caufitlxnow  my  care. 


But  natheleffe,  betide  what  may  betide, 
I  ftial  to  morow'  at  night,  by  eft  or  weft, 
Out  of  this  hofte  ftele  on  fome  manir  fide. 
And  gon  with  Troilus  where  as  him  left; 
This  purpofe  wol  I  holde,  and  this  is  beft  ; 
No  force  of  wickid  tongis  jonglerie, 
For  er  on  love  have  wretchis  had  envie  : 

For  who  fo  wol  of  every  worde  take  hedcj 
Or  rulin  him  by  every  wight'is  wit, 
Ne  ftial  he  nevir  thrivin  oilt  of  drede. 
For  that  that  fome  men  blamin  ever  yet 
Lo  othir  manir  folke  commendiri  it; 
And  as  for  me,  for  al  fuche  variaunce 
Felicite  clepe  I  my  fuffifaunce. 

For  whiche,  withoutin  any  wordis  mo. 
To  Troie  I  wol,  as  for  conclufioun. 
But  God  it  wote  er  fully  monthis  two 
She  was  ful  ferre  fro  that  entencioun. 
For  bothe  Troilus  and  Troie  toUn 
Shall  knotelefle  throughout  her  herte  Aide, 
For  flie  wol  take  a  purpofe  for  to*  abide. 

This  Diomede  of  whom  I  you  tel  gan, 
Goth  now  within  himfelfe  aie  arguing. 
With  al  the  fleight  and  al  that  er  he  can. 
How  he  maie  beft  with  fliortift  tarying 
Into  his  nette  Crefeid'is  hert'^  bring; 
To  t-his  entente  he  couthe  nevir  fine  ; 
To  fifliin  her  he  laide  out  hoke  and  line. 

But  natheleffe  wel  in  his  hert  he  thought 
That  fhe  n'as  nat  without  a  love  in  Troie, 
For  nevir  fithin  he  her  thennis  brought 
Ne  conthe  he  fene  her  laugh  or  makin  joie; 
He  n'ift  how  beft  her  hert  for  to  acoie. 
But  for  t'  afley  he  faid  nought  it  ne  greveth. 
For  He- that  naught  ajfayith  naught  atchevcih. 

Yet  faid  he  to  him  felfe  upon  a  night, 
Now  am  I  nat  a  fole  that  wote  wel  howe 
Her  woe  is  for  love  of  anothir  wight 
And  herupon  to  gon  affaie  her  nowe  ? 
I  maie  well  wete  it  n'il  nat  ben  my  prowe. 
For  wife  folke  in  bokis  it  expreffe, 
M-en  Jhal  nat  ivotue  a  'wight  in  he-mnejfe. 

But  who  fo  might  ywinnin  fuche  a  floure 
Fro  him  for  whom  Ihe  mournith  night  and  dale 
He  might  wel  faine  he  were  a  conqueroure  ; 
And  right  anone,  as  he  that  bold  was  aie. 
Thought  in  his  hert,  happin  what  happin  maf, 
Al  fliould  1  die  I  wol  her  herte  feche, 
I  fhal  no  mors  lefin  but  my  fpeche. 

This  Diomede,  as  bokis  us  declare, 
Was  in  his  nedis  preft  and  corageous. 
With  ftern  .  voice,  and  mighty  limmis  fquarr,    ' 
Hardy  and  teftife,  ftrong  and  ehevalrous,    :    k!  ■ 
Of  dedis  like  his  fathir  TydeUs;  >   '  •»' 

And  fome  men  faine  he  was  of  tonge  large, 
And  heire  he  was  of  Caledon  and  Arge. 

Crefeide  mene  ywas  of  her  ftature, 
Thei?to  of  fhape,  of  face,  and  eke  of  chere. 
There  ne  mightin  ben  rirofairir  creture;  ' 

And  oftin  timis  this  was  her  manere 
To  gone  itreftid  with  her  heris  clere 
Doun  by  her  colere,  at  her  backe  behinde. 
Which  wiih  a^  thr&de  of  gold  ftie  would  biude.. 
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And,  fate  her  towJs  joynedin  iferer 
There  n'as.no  lacke  in  aught  I  can  efpien; 
But  for  to  fpekin  of  her  eyin  clere, 
Lo !  truily  thei  Writtin  that  her  feien 
That  paradis  ftode  formed  in  her  eien, 
And  with  her  richa  beauty  evirmore 
Strove  love  in  her  aie  which  of  'hem  was  more. 

She  fobre  was,  fimple,  and  will  withalj. 
The  befi  inorifliid  eke  that  might  be. 
And  godely  of  her  fpeche  in  general]. 
Charitable,  eflately,  lufty',  and  fre, 
Ne  nevirmore  nc  lackid  her  pite, 
Tendrehertid,  and  fliding  of  corage, 
But  truily  I  can  nat  tel  her  age. 

And  Troilus  wel  woxin  was  in  hight^ 
And  complete,  formid  by  proporcioun 
So  wel,  th^it  Kinde  it  naught  amendin  might, 
Yong,  frefh,  and  ftrong,  and  hardy  as  lioun,. 
And  trewe  as  ftele  in  eche  condicioUn, 
One  of  the  beft  entetchid  creature 
That  is  or  fhal  while  that  the  world  n>aie  dura 

And  certainly  in  ftory  it  is  fonde 
That  Troilus  was  neVir  to  no  wight^ 
As  in  his  time,  in  no  degre  feConde 
In  daring  do  that  longith  to  a  knight ;    , 
Al  might  a  .giaunt  paflin  him  of  might 
His  hert  aie  with  the  firfl;  and  with  the  beft 
Stode  peregall  to  dare  done  what  him  left. 

But  for  to  tellin  forthe  of  Diomede 
It  fil,  that  aftir  on  the  tennith  daie 
Sens  that  Crefeide  out  of  the  cite  yede 
This  Diomede,  as  frefli  as  braunche  in  Male, 
Came  to  the  tente  there  as  Calchas  laie, 
And  fainid  him  with  Calchas  have  to  done, 
But  what  he  mente  I  flial  you  tellin  fane. 

Crefeide,  at  fliorte  wordis  for  to  tel, 
Welcomid  him,  and  doun  him  by  her  fette, 
And  he  was  etbe  inough  to  makin  dwel  5 
Apd  aftir  this,  withoutin  longe  lette. 
The  fpicis  and  the  wine  men  forth  'fiern  fette. 
And  forthe  thei  fpeke  of  this  and  that  ifere, 
As  frendis  done,  of  whiche  fome  Ihall  ye  here. 

He  gan  firft  fallin  of  the  warre  in  fpeche 
Betwixin  them  and  the  folke  of  Troie  toun, 
And  of  th'  afliege  he  gan  eke  her  befeche 
To  tellin  him  what  was  her  opinioun ; 
Fro  that  demaunde  he  fo  difcendith  doun 
To  aflcin  her  if  that  her  ftraunge  thought 
The  Grekis  gjfe  and  werkis  that  thei  wrought, 

And  why  her  fathir  taryith  fo  long 
To  weddin  her  unto  fome  worthy  wight  ? 
Crefeide,  that  was  in  her  painis  ftrong 
For  love  of  Troilus  her  owne  knight, 
So  ferforth  as  flie  conning  had  or  might 
Anfwerde  him  tho,  but  as  of  his  entente 
It  femid  that  Ihe  ne  wift  what  he  mente. 

But  nathelefle  this  ilke  Dioijiede 
Gan  on  him  felfe  affure,  and  thus  he  feide  ; 
If  I  aright  have  taken  on  you  hede 
Me  thinkitb  thus,  o  lady  mine  Crefeide  ! 
That  fens  I  firft  hond  on  your  bridil  leide. 
When  I  out  came  of  Troie  by  the  morow, 
Ue  might  I.ueyirfene  you  but  in  forow. 
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I  can  nat  fain  what  maie  the  caufe  lie, 
Buti  if  for  love  of  fome  Trojan  it  were. 
The  whiche  right  fore  wouldin  athinkin  me, 
That  ye  for  any  wight  that  dwcUith  there 
Shulden  yfpil  ai  (juartir  of  a  tere, 
Or  pitoufly  your  felvin  fo  begile, 
For  dredeleffe  it  is  nat  worthe  the  while. 

The  folke  of  Troie,  as  who  faith  al  and  fomc^ 
In  prifon  ben,  as  you  your  felvin  fe. 
Fro  thennis  fhal  nat  one  on  live  come 
For  al  the  golde  atwixln  funne  and  fe ; 
Truftith  wel  this,  and  undirftondith  me, 
There  ihal  nat  one  to  niercy  gone  on  live, 
Al  were  lie  lord  of  worldis  twife  five. 

Such  wrech  on  them  for  fetching  of  Helelne 
There  fhal  be  take,  er  that  we  hennis  wende^ 
That  Manes,  whiche  that  gpddis  ben  of  Peine,' 
Shal  ben  agaft  that  Grekis  wol  'hem  ffiende ; 
And  men  ftial  drede  unto  the  world'is  endc 
From  hennis  forthe  to  ravifhe  any  quene. 
So  cruil  fhal  our  wreclie  on  them  be  fene. 

And  but  if  Calchas  led  us  with  ambages. 
That  is  to  faine,  with  double  wordis  flie, 
Suche  as  men  clepen  a  word  with  two  vifagesf, 
Ye  fhal  wel  knowin  that  1  do  nat  lie. 
And  al  this  thing  right  fene  it  v/ith  your  eic, 
And  that  anon,  ye  n'il  nat  trowe  how  fone; 
N6w  takith  hede,  for  it  is  for  to  done. 

What !  wenin  ye  that  your  wife  fathir  would 
Have  yevin  Antenor  for  you  anon 
If  he  ne  wifte  that  the  cite  fhould 
Diftroyid  ben  ?  Why,-  nay  :  fo  mote  I  gone 
He  knew  ful  wel  there  ftial  nat  fcapin  one 
That  Trojan  is,  and  for  the  grete  fere 
He  durft  nat  that  ye  dwellid  lengir  there. 

What  Wol  ye  more,  o  lovefome  lady  dere  { 
Let  Troie  and' Trojans  fro  your  herte  paffe  ; 
Drive  out  the  bittir  hope,  and  make  gode  cherc/ 
And  clepe  ayen  the  beaute  of  your  face, 
That  ye  with  fake  teris  fo  deface. 
For  Troie  is  brought  in  fuche  a  jeopardie 
That  it  to  fave  is  now  no  remedie. 

And  thinkith  wel  ye  fhal  in  Grekis  find? 
A  love  more  parfite,  er  that  it  be  night. 
Than  any  Trojan  is,  and  more  kinde. 
And  bet  to  fervin  you  wol  don  his  might ; 
And  if  that  ye  vouchfafe,  my  lady  bright! 
I  wol  ben  he  to  fervin  you  toy  felve. 
Ye,  levir  than  be  Icrde  of  Grecis  twelve. 

And  with  that  word  he  gan  to  waxin  red. 
And  in  his  fpeche  a  litil  while  he  quoke. 
And  caft  afide  a  litil  with  his  hed, 
And  ftinte  a  while,  and  aftirwarde  he  woke,  • 
And  fobrely  on  her  he  threwe  his  loke. 
And  faid,  I  am,  al  be'  it  to  you  no  joie. 
As  gentle'  a  man  as  any  wight  in  Troie  : 

For  if  my  fathir  Tydeus,  he  feide 
Ilivid  had,  tho  1  had  ben  er  this 
Of  Calidony'  and  Arge  a  king,  Crefeide, 
And  fo  hope  I  that  I  fliul  yet  iwis. 
But  he  was  flaine,  alas  !  the  more  harm  is 
Unhappily  at  Thebis  al  to  rathe, 
Polynices  and  many'  a  man  to  fcathc. 
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But,  herte  mme !  fithe  that  I  am  your  man, 
And  ye  ben  the  firft  of  whom  I  feche  grace^ 
To  fervin  you  as  hertely  as  I  can, 
And  evir  flial  while  I  to  live  have  fpace, 
So  that  er  I  depart  out  of  this  place 
Ye  wol  me  grauntin  that  1  may  to  morow 
At  bettir  laifir  tell  you  of  my  forow. 

What  fhould  I  tell  his  wordis  that  he  feide  ? 
He  fpake  inough  for  o  daie  at  the  meft ; 
It  previth  wel  he  fpake  fo  that  Crefeide 
Grauntid  oh  the  morow  at  his  requeft 
Forthy  to  fpekin  with  him  at  the  lefte. 
So  that  he  n'olde  fpekin  of  fuche  matere. 
And  thus  fhe  to  him  faid,  as  ye  mowe  here, 

As  flie  that  had  her  hert  on  Troilus 
So  faft  yfet  that  none  might  it  arace, 
And  ftraungely  flie  fpake,  and  feide  thus  : 

0  Diomcde  !  I  love  that  ilke  place 
There  I  was  borne,  and  Jovis  of  thy  grace 
Delivre*  it  fone  of  al  that  doth  it  care  : 
God  for  thy  might  fo  leve  it  wel  to  fare ! 

That  Grekis  wold  ther  wrath  on  I'roy^  wreke, 
If  that  thei  might,  I  know  it  wel  iwis ; 
But  it  fhal  naught  befallin  as  ye  fpeke, 
And  God  toforne ;  and  farthir  ovir  this 

1  wote,  my  fathir  wife  and  redy  is. 

And  that  he  me  hath  bought,  as  ye  me  tolde, 
So  dere  I  am  to  him  the  more  yholde. 

That  Grekis  ben  of  high  condicioun 
I  wote  eke  well,  but  certaine  men  fhall  finde 
As  worthy  folke  within  Troie  toun, 
As  conning,  as  parfiie,  and  eke  as  kinde, 
As  ben  betwixin  Orcades  andlnde; 
And  that  ye  couldin  wel  your  lady  ferve 
I  trowe  eke  wel,  her  thonke  for  to  deferve. 

But  as  to  fpeke  of  love,  iwis,  (he  feide, 
I  had  a  lorde  to  whom  I  weddid  was, 
The  whofe  mine  hert  was  al  til  that  he  deide, 
And  othir  love,  as  helpe  me  now  Pallas, 
There  in  mine  hert  ne  is  ne  nevir  was ; 
And  that  ye  ben  of  noble'  and  high  kinrede 
1  have  wel  herde  it  tellin  out  of  drede. 

And  that  doth  me  to  have  fo  grete  a  wonder 
That  ye  wol  fcomin  any  woman  fo ; 
Eke  God  wote  love  and  I  ben  fer  afonder ; 
I  am  difpofid  bet,  fo  mote  I  go. 
Unto  my  deth  to  plaine  and  makin  wo ; 
What  I  fhal  aftir  done  I  can  nat  faie. 
But  truily  as  yet  me  lifte  nat  plaie. 

Mine  hert  is  now  in  tribulaciouHj 
And  ye  in  armis  befy  daie  by  daie  ; 
Hereaftir  when  ye  wonnin  have  the  toun 
Paravintur  than  fo  it  happin  maie 
That  whan  I  fe  that  1  nevir  ere  faie 
Tban  wol  I  werke  that  1  nevir  ere  wrought ; 
This  word  to  you  inough  fuffifin  ought. 

To  morow  eke  wol  I  fpeke  with  you  faine, 
So  that  ye  touchin  nought  of  this  matere,  _ 
And  whan  you  lift  ye  maie  come  here  againe  ; 
And  er  ye  gon  thus  muche  1  faie  you  here, 
As  helpe  me  Pallas  with  her  heris  clere, 
Yf  that  1  Ihould  oi  any  Greke  have  routhe 
\t.  fhould  ybe  your  felvin  by  my  trouthe. 
Vol.  L 


I  faie  n^t  therfore  that  I  wol  you  love, 
Ne  faie  nart  naie,  but,  in  conclufioun, 
I  men ;  wel,  by  God  that  fit  above ; 
And  therwithal  fhe  cafl  her  eyin  doun, 
And  gan  to  figh,  and  faide,  O  Troye  toune ! 
Yet  bidde  I  God  in  quiet  and  in  yeft 
I  maie  the  fane,  or  do  mine  herte  breft. 

But  in  effedle,  and  fhortely  for  to  faie. 
This  Diomede  al  frelhly  newe  againe 
Gan  preafin  on,  and  fafl  her  mercy  praie  5 
And  aftir  this,  the  fothe  for  to  faine, 
Her  glove  he  toke,  of  which^he  was  ful  faine, 
And,  finally,  whan  it  was  woxin  eve. 
And  al  was  well,  he  rofe  and  toke  his  leve. 

The  bright  Venus  folowid  and  aie*taught   • 
The  waie  there  brode  Phoebus  doune  alight 
And  Cytherea  her  chare-horfe  o'r  raught 
To  whirle  into  the  Lioun  if  fhe  might. 
And  Signifer  his  candils  fhewith  bright. 
Whan  that  Crefeid-  unto  her  bed  wente 
Within  her  faihir'isfairebnghte  tente, 

Retourning  in  her  foule  aie  up  and  doun 
The  wordis  of  this  fodaine  Diomede, 
His  gret  eflate,  and  peril  of  the  tnun. 
And  that  fhe  was  alone,  and  haddc  nede 
Of  frendis  heipe,  and  thus  began  to  drede 
The  caufis  why,  the  fothl  for  to  tell. 
That  fhe  toke  fully  purpofe  for  to  dwell. 

The  morow  came,  and,  goftly  for  to  fpeke, 
This  Diomce  is  come  unto  Crefeide  ; 
And  J  fhortly ,  left  that  ye  my  tale  bfeke. 
So  wel  he  for  himfelfin  fpake  and  feide 
That  al  her  fighis  fore  adoun  he  leide; 
And,  finally,  the  fothe  for  to  faine. 
He  reft  her  of  the  grete  of  alle  her  pain. 

And  aftir  this  the  ftoty  tellith  us 
That  fhe  unto  him  yave  the  faire  baie  ftede 
The  whiche  fhe  onis  wan  of  Troilus, 
And  eke  a  broche  (and  that  Was  litil  nede) 
That  Troilus  was,  fhe  yave  this  Diomede, 
And  eke  the  bet  from  forowe'  him  to  releve 
She  made  him  were  a  penccll  of  her  fleve. 

I  finde  eke  in  the  ftory  ellis  where, 
Whan  through  the  body  hurt  Was  Diomede, 
Of  Troilus  tho  wepte  fhe  many'  a  tere, 
whan  that  fhe  fdw  his  wid    woundis  blede, 
Andl  that  fhe  toke  to  kepin  him  gode  hede, 
And  for  to  helin  him  of  his  woundis  fmerte  ; 
Men  faine,  I  n'ot,  that  fhe  yeve  him  lier  herte,^ 

But  truily  the  ftory  tellith  us 
There  madin  nevir  woman  more  wo 
Than  fhe  whan  that  (he  faliid  Troilus; 
She  faide  Alas  !  for  now  is  clene  ago 
My  name  jn  trouthe  of  love  for  evirmo. 
For  I  have  falfid  one  the  gentiUeft 
That  ever  was,  and  one  the  worthieft. 

Alas  !  of  me  unto  the  world'is  ende 
Shall  neithir  ben  iwrittin  or  ifong 
No  gode  worde,  for  thefe  bokiswoU  me  fliende: 
Irollid  fhall  I  ben  on  many'  a  tong. 
Throughout  the  world  my  bell  fhall  be  yrong, 
And  women  mofte  Woll  hatip  me  of  all ; 
Alas  that  foche  a  caas  me  Ihould  befall ! 
Cc 
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Thei  woll  rain,  in  as  moche  as  in  me  is 
I  have  'hem  doefl  difhon&ur,  welawaie  1 
All  be  I  not  the  firft  that  did  amis, 
What  helpith  that  to  doen  my  blame  awaie  ? 
Butfens  I  fe  there  isno  bettir  waie. 
And  that  to  late  is  now  for  me  to  rtie. 
To  Diomede  I  woU  algate  be  true. 

But,  Troilus,  fens  I  no  bettir  maic. 
And  fens  that  thus  d«partin  ye  and  I, 
Ytt  praie:I  Godfo  yeve  you  right  gode  daie. 
As  for  the  gentilllft  knight  truily 
That  ef  tfawe  to  fervin  faithfully. 
And  befl  can  aie  his  ladle's  honour  kepe, 
(And  with  thatwordeflie  brail  anon  towepe.) 

And  certis  you  ne  hatin  ftall  I  never. 
And  frend'is  love  that  fliall  ye  have  of  me, 
Afldmy  gode  worde, all  Ihould  I  livin  ever; 
And  trwily  I  would  right  forie  be 
For  to  fein  you  in  advetfite  ; 
And  giltileffe  I  wot  well  I  you  leve  ; 
And  all  fhall  paffe,  and  thus  take  I  my  leve  j 

But  truily  how  long  it  was  bitwene 
That  fhe  forfoke  him  for  this  Diomede 
There  is  none  autfthour  tel-lith  it  I  wene. 
Take  every  man  now  to  his  bokis  hede 
He  Ihall  no  terme  findin  out  of  drede, 
For  though  that  he  began  to  Wowe  her  fone, 
Er  he  he/ wan  yet  was  there  more  to  done. 

Ne  me  ne  lift  this  felie  woman  chide 
Ferthir  than  that  the  florie  woU  devife; 
Her  name ,  alas !  is  publifliid  fo  wide 
That  for  her  gilt  it  ought  inough  fuffife ; 
And  if  I  might  ej^cufe  her  in  fome  wife, 
For  fhe  fo  forie  was  for  her  untrouthe, 
Iwis  1  would  excufe  her  yet  for  routhe. 
TJJiis  Troilus,  as  I  before  have  told. 
Thus  drivkh  forth  as  wel  as  he  hath  might. 
Bit  oftin  was  his  herte  bote  and  cold, 
And  namily  that  ilke  ninithe  night 
Whiche  on  the  morowe  flie  had  him  behight 
To  come  ayen  ;  God  wote  full  little  reft 
Mad  he  that  night ;  nothing  to  flepe  him  left. 

The  lauril-crounid  Phoebus  with  his  hete 
Can  in  his  courfe  aie  upward  as  he  went 
To  warme  of  the  eft  fe  the  wavis  wete. 
And  Circe'is  dong-htir  fong  with  frelhe  entent, 
Whan  Troilus  his  Pandare  aftir  fent. 
And  on  the  wallis  of  the  toime  thei  pleide. 
To  loke  if  thei  can  fene  aught  of  Crefeidif ; 

Till  it  was  none  thei  ftodin  for  to  fe 
Who  that  there  came,  and  every  manir  wight 
1  hat  came  fro  ferre  thei  faidirt  it  was  ftie. 
Till  that  thei  couldin  knowin  him  aright : 
S-fow  was  his  hcrtt  dull,  now  was  it  light ; 
And  thus  bejapid  ftodin  for  to  ftare 
About  naught  this  Troilus  and  Pandare. 

To  Pandarus  this  Troilus  tho  feide  j 
For  aught  I  wot  before  none  fikirly 
into  this  toune  ne  comith  not  Crefoide, 
She  hath  inough  to  doin  hardily 
To  twinnin  from  her  fathir,  fo  trowe  I ; 
Her  olde  fathir  woll  yet  make  her  dine 
Sf  that  (he  go  ;  God  yeve  his  hertfi  pine  ! 
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Pandare  anfwerd.it  may  wel  Tien  tertaia 
And  farthy  let  us  dine,  I  the  befethe, 
And  aftir  none  than  maift  thou  come  again  -, 
And  home  thei  go  withoutin  more  fpeche. 
And  comin  ayen  ;  but  long  male  thei  feche 
Er  that  thei  findin  that  thei  aftir  gape  ; 
Fortune  'hem  boihe  ythinkith  for  to  jape, 

( Quod  Troilus)  I  fe  well  now  that  flie 
Is  taryid  with  her  old  fathir  fo 
That  er  ftie  come  it  woll  nigh  evin  be ; 
Come  forthe,  I  woll  unto  the  yate  go, 
Thefe  portirs  ben  unkonning  evirmo. 
And  I  woll  doen  'hem  holdin  up  the  yate 
As  naught  ne  were,  although  flie  comin  lafc. 

'I'he  daiegoth  faft,  and  after  that  came  eve. 
And  yet  came  not  to  Troilus  Crefe'xle  : 
He  lokith  forth  by  hedge,  by  tre,  by  greve. 
And  ferre  his  hedde  ovir  the  wall  he  leide. 
And  at  the  laft  he  tournfd  him,  and  feide. 
By  God  I  wote  her  mening  now,  Pandare ; 
Almofte  iwis  all  newe  vras  all  my  care. 

Now  doutilefs  this  ladie  can  her  gode  ; 
I  wote  fhe  comith  riding  privily ; 
I  commendin  her  wifedome  by  mine  hode  j 
She  vvroU  nat  makin  peple  nicily 
Gaure  on  her  whan  fhe  cometh,  but  foftily 
By  night  into  the  toune  fhe  thinkith  ride. 
And,  dere  biothir !  thinke  nat  long  to  abide. 

We  have  naught  ellis  for  to  doen  iwis ; 
And  Pandarus,  now  wilt  thou  trowm  me. 
Have  here  my  trouth  I  fe  her ;  yond  fhe  is  : 
Heve  up  thine  eyin  man  ;  maieft  ihou  nat  fe? 
Pandare  anfwerid,  Naic,  fomote  I  the; 
All  wrong  by  God :  whatfaift  thou  man  ?wher  artf 
That  I  fe  yonde  afarre  n'is  but  a  carte. 

Alas  !  tlieu  faieft  right  fothe,  (quod  Troilus) 
But  hardily  it  is  not  all  for  nought 
That  in  mine  herte  I  now  rejoice  thus; 
It  is  ayenft  fome  gode  :  I  have  a  thought, 
N'ot  I  nat  how,  but  fens  that  I  was  wrougiit 
Ne  felt  I  fvche  a  comfort  dare  I  faie ; 
She  cometh  to  night,  my  life  that  durft  I  lay, 

Pandareanfwerde,  It  maie  be  well  inoug;h  j 
And  helde  with  him  of  all  that  er  he  faied. 
But  in  his  herte  he  thought,  and  foft  he  lough. 
And  to  himfclf  full  fobirly  he  faied. 
From  hafihvodde,  there  Joly  Robin  plaied. 
Shall  come  all  that  that  thou  abidift  here ; 
Ye,  farwell  all  the  fnowe  of  feme  yere. 

The  wardein  of  the  yatis  gan  to  tall 
The  folkc  which  that  without  the  yatis  Were, 
And  badde  'hem  drivin  in  their  beftis  all,^ 
Or  all  the  night  thei  muft  bylevin  there  ; 
And  fgrre  within  the  night,  with  many'  a  terCj 
This  Troilus  ga«  homward  for  to  ride, 
For  well  he  feeth  it  helpith  nat  to'  abide.      ' 

But  natheleffe  he  gladdid  him  in  this,' 
He  thought  he  mifaccomptid  had  his  da'ic 
And  faied,  1  underftande  have  all  amis      ' 
For  thilke  night  I  laft  Crefeide  faie       ' 
She  faied  I  ftiall  ben  here,  if  that  I  ma  ie 
Er  that  the  mone,  o  my  dere  herte  fwetc  " 
,  The  Lion  paffe  out  of  thia-Ari^te  j       '     ' 
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For  whiche  llie  maJe  yet  hold  all  her  behcft; 
And  on  the  morowe  to  the  yatc  he  went. 
And  up  and  dovme,  by  weft  and  eke  by  eft. 
Upon  the  wallis  made  he  many'  a  went ; 
But  al  for  naught ;  his  hope  alway  him  blent, 
For  which  at  night  in  forow  and  iighes  fore 
He  went  him  home  withoutin  any  more. 

This  hope  all  clene  out  of  his  herte  flcdde, 
He  ne'  hath  wheron  now  len^rir  for  to  hong. 
But  for  the  pain  him  thought  his  herte  bledd. 
So  wer  his  throwis  Iharp,  and  wondir  ftrono-, 
For  whan  he  fawe  that  Ihe  abode  fo  long 
He  ne  will  what  he  judgin  of  it  might, 
Sens  Ihe  hath  brokin  that  fhe  him  behight. 

The  thirde,  the  fourth,  the  fifte,  and  the  fixt,  daie 
Aftir  tho  dayis  fcnne  of  wliiche  I  told, 
Betwixin  hope  aad  drede  his  herte  laie, 
Yet  fomwhat  trufting  on  her  heftis  old  ; 
But  whan  he  fowe  Ihe  n'olde  her  termis  hold 
He  can  now  fene  noneothir  remedie 
But  for  to  fiiapin  him  fone  for  to  die. 

Therwlth  the  wickid  fpirit,  God  us  blefle  ! 
Whiche  that  men  ciepin  the  wode  Jaloufie, 
Gan  in  him  crepe  in  all  this  hevinefle, 
For  whiche  bicaufe  he  v/ouldin  fone  die 
He  n'ete  ne  dronke  for  his  melancolie, 
Andel^e  from  every  companie  he  fledde; 
This  was  the  life  that  all  this  time  he  ledde. 

He  fo  defaite  was  that  nomanir  man 
Unnethis  hini  ciight  knowin  there  he  went, 
So  was  he  lene  and  therto  pale  and  wan. 
And  feblQ,that  he  walkith  by  potent, 
And  with  his  ire  he  thus  himfelfin  flient ; 
But  whofo  afkid  him  wherof  him  fmerte. 
He  faied  his  harme  was  all  about  his  herte. 

Priam  full  oft,  and  eke  his  mothir  dere, 
His  bretherne  and  his  fuflrin,  gan  him  frain 
Why  he  fo  wofull  was  in  all  his  chere, 
And  what  thing  was  the  caufe  of  al  his  pain  ? 
But  all  for  naught ;  he  n'olde  his  caufe  plain. 
But  faied  he  felt  a  grevous  maladie 
About  his  herte,  and  fain  he  woulde  die. 

So  on  a  daie  he  lale  him  doune  to  flepe, 
And  fo  bifell  it  that  in  flepe  him  thought 
That  in  a  foreft  faft  he  walked  to  wepe 
For  love  of  her  that  him  thefe  painis  wrought, 
And  up  and  doune  as  he  that  foreft  fought 
He  met  he  fawe  a  bore  with  tu&is  grete 
That  flept  ayeuift  the  bright  funn'is  bete; 

And  by  this  bore,  faft  in  her  armis  fold, 
Laie  kiffing  aie  his  ladie  bright  Crefeide, 
For  forowe'  of  whiche,  whan  he  it  gan  behold, 
And  for  difpite,  out  of  his  flepe  he  breide. 
And  Icude  he  cried  on  Pandarus,  and  feide, 
O  Pandarus  i  now  knowe  I  crop  and  rote 
I,  n'am  but  dedde  ;  there  n'is  none  othir  bote. 

Ms'  ladie  bright,  Crefeide,  hath  me  betraide. 
In  wlicm  I  truftld  mofte  of  any  wight ; 
She  ellifwhere  hath  now  her  hert  apaied; 
The  biisfuU  goddis  thorough  ther  grete  might 
Have  in  my  drcme  ifhewid  it  full  right ; 
Thus  in  my  drerne  Crefeide  have  I  bcholde, 
And  allthis  thing  ip  Pandarus  he  tolde. 
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O  my  Crefeide  !  alas  !  what  fubtilte, 
What  newc  luft,  what  beaute,  what  fcience. 
What  wrathe  of  jufte  caufe  haVe  ye  unto  me  f 
What  gilt  of  me,  what  fell  experience. 
Hath  -fro  me  rafte,  alas  !  thine  advertence  ? 

0  truft  !  o  faithe  !  quod  he',  o  depe  affura^ace  ? 
Who  hath  me  rafte  Crfefeide,  all  nly  plefaunce  ? 

Alas  1  why  let  I  her  from  hennis  go  ? 
For  whiche  well  nigh  out  of  my  wit  I  breide  3 
Who  fliall  now  tfowe  on  any  ochis  mo  .''  / 

God  wote  I  wende,  o  ladie  bright  Crefeide ! 
That  every  worde  -v^as  gofpell  that  ye  feide  i 
But  who  male  bet  begile  if  that  him  lift, 
Than  he  on  whom  men  wenin  heft  to'trift  f 

What  fliall  I  docn,  my  Pandarus  ?  alas  ! 

1  ftlin  nowfo  fliarpe  a  newe  pain. 

Sens  that  there  is  no  remedy'  in  this  caas, 
That  bet  were  it  I  with  mine  hondis  twaiit 
My  ftlvin  flowe  than  alwaie  thus  to  plain, 
For  through  the  deth  my  wo  fhuld  have  an  end^j 
There  every  daie  with  life  my  felf  I  fliende. 

Paudare  anfv/erde  and  faid,  Alas  the  while 
That  I  was  borne  I   Have  I  nat  faied  er  this 
That  dremis  many'  a  manir  man  begile  * 
And  why  ?  for  folke  expoundin  'hem  amis  i 
How  darft  thou  fain  that  falfe  thy  ladie  is 
For  any  dreme  ?  right  for  thine  own^  drede 
Let  be  this  thought ;  thou  canft  uo  dremis  rede, 

Paravinture  there  thou  dremeft  of  this  bore 
It  male  fo  be  that  it  male  ftgnifie 
Her  fathir,  whiche  that  old  is  and  eke  here, 
Ayen  the  funne  lyith  on  poindl:  to  die, 
And  fhe  for  forowe  ginnith  wepe  and  erie, 
And  kiflith  him,  there  he  lieth  on  the  ground  ; 
Thus  fliuldift  thou  thy  dreme  aright  expound. 

How  might  I  than  doin  (quod  Troilus) 
To  knowe  of  this,  yea,  were  ;ievir  fo  lite  ? 
Now  faieft  thou  wifely,  (quod  this  Pandarus) 
My  redy  is  this,  fens  thou  canft  well  endite, 
That  haftily  a  lettir  thou  her  write, 
Thorough  which  thou  flialt  wel  bringin  about 
To  knowe  a  foth  of  that  thou  art  in  dout. 

And  fe  now  why ;  for  this  I  dare  well  fain. 
That  if  fo  is  that  fhe  untrue  ybe 
I  can  not  trowe  that  ftie  woll  write  again-} 
And  if  flie  write  thou  flialt  full  fone  ife 
As  whethir  flie  hath  any  liberte 
To  come  ayen,  or  ellis  in  fome  claufe 
If  flie  be  let  flie  wol  afligne  a  caufe. 

Thou  haft  not  writtin  to  her  fens  fhe  went^ 
Nor  flie  to  the  ;  and  this  I  dtirft  wele  laie. 
There  male  foche  caufe  ben  in  her  entent  ' 

That  hardily  thou  wolt  thy  felvin  faie 
That  her  abode  the  beft  is  for  yon  twaie  : 
Now  write  her  than,  and  thou  flialt  fsle  fon?; 
A  foth  of  all ;  there  is  no  more  to  done. 

Acordid  ben  to  this  conclufioun. 
And  that  anon,  thefe  ilke  lordis  two, 
And  haftily  fat  Troihis  adoun, 
And  rollith  in  his  herte  to  and  fro 
How  he  maie  beft  difcrivin  hei;  his  wo, 
And  to  Crefeide  his  owne  ladie  dere 
He  wrote  S^ight  thus,  and  faid  as  ve  male  h»t5^ 
Gc  ij        ■  "■'■ 
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Right  frefli  flour,  whofe  1  have  aye  ben  and  fliall, 
Withoutin  part  of  ellifwhere  fervife, 
"With  herte  and  bodie,  Mfe,  luft,  thought, and  all, 
I  wofuli  wight,  in  every  humble  virife 
That  tong  can  tell  or  hertf  male  devife. 
As  oft  as  mattir  occupyith  place, 
Me  recommaunde  unto  your  noble  grace. 

Likith  it  you  to  wetin,  fwet^  herte  ! 
As  ye  well  knowin,  how  long  time  agon 
That' ye  me  left  in  afpre  painis  fmerte. 
Whan  that  ye  wentin,  of  whiche  yet  bote  Hon 
Have  1  non  had,  but  evir  worfe  bigon 
Fro  dale  to  daie  am  I,  and  fo  mote  dwell 
While  it  you  lift,  of  wele  and  wo  my  well. 

tor  whiche  to  you  with  dredefull  herte  true 
I  write,  as  he  that  forowe  driveth  to  write. 
My  wo,  that  every  houre  enerefith  newe^ 
(Complaining  as  I  dare  or  can  endite  ; 
And  that  defacid  is  that  maie  ye  wite 
The  teris  which  that  from  mine  eyin  rain. 
That  wuldin  fpeke  if  that  thei  durft  ind  plain. 

You  iirft  befeche  I  that  your  eyin  clere 
To  loke  on  this  defoulid  ye  nat  hold. 
And  ore  all  this  that  ye  my  ladie  dere 
WoU  vouchfafin  this  kttir  to  behold, 
And  by  the  caufe  eke  of  my  caris  cold. 
That  flaeth  my  wit,  if  aught  amis  me  fterte 
Foryevith  it  me,  mine  owne  fwetc  herte  ! 

If  any  fervaunt  durft  or  ought  of  right 
"Upon  his  ladie  pitoufly  complain, 
Than  wene  I  that  I  ought  to  be  that  wight, 
Confldrid  this,  that  ye  thefe  monthis  twain 
Have  taried  there  ye  faidin,  fothe  to  fain, 
But  tenne  dayis  ye  n'olde  in  hofte  fojourne, 
But  in  two  monethis  yet  ye  not  retourne. 

Ei^t  for  as  moche  as  me  mote  nedis  like 
All  that  you  lift  I  dare  nat  planin  more. 
But  humbly  with  forowfull  fighis  fike 
You  write  I  mine  unreftie  forowes  fore. 
Fro  daie  to  daie  defiring  evirmore 
To  knowin  fully,  if  your  will  it  were, 
Hovsr  ye  have  fared  and  don  while  ye  be  there; 

The  whofe  welfare  and  hele  eke  God  encrefe 
In  honour  foche,  that  upward  in  degre 
It  growe  alwaie,  fo  that  it  nevir  cefe ; 
Right  as  your  herte  aic  can,  my  ladie  fre, 
Devife,  I  praie  to  God  fo  mote  it  be, 
And  graunt  it  that  ye  fone  upon  me  rewe, 
As  wifely  as  in  all  I'am  to  you  true. 

And  if  you  likith  knewin  of  the  fare 
Of  me,  whofe  wo  there  maie  no  wight  difcrive, 
I  can  no  more,  but  cheft  of  every  care, 
At  writing  of  this  Icttir  1'  am  on  live. 
All  redy  out  of  my  wofuli  ghoft  to  drive, 
Whiche'  I  delaie  and  holde  him  yet  in  honde 
Upon  the  fight  of  mattir  of  your  fonde. 

Mine  eyin  two,  in  vain  with  whiche  I  ff, 
Of  forowfull  teres  fait  arn  woxin  wellis, 
My  fong  in  plaint  of  mine  adverfite. 
My  gode  in  harme,  mine  efe  eke  woxin  helis, 
My  joie  in  wo  :  I  can  fey  now  nought  ellis 
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But  tournid  is,  for  whiche  my  life  I  waric. 
Every  joie  or  efe  in  his  contrarie  v 

Which  with  your  coming  home  ayen  to  Troy 
Ye  maie  redreffe,  and  more  a  thoufande  fithe 
Than  er  I  had  encreffin  in  me  joie, 
Fcr  was  there  nevir  herte  yet  fo  blythe 
To  have  his  life  as  I  Ihall  ben  as  fwithe 
As  I  you  fe,  and  though  no  manir  routhe     . 
Can  mevin  you,  yet  thinkith  on  your  trouthc. 

And  if  fo  be  my  gilt  hath  deth  deferved. 
Or  if.you  lift  no  more  upon  me  fe. 
In  guerdon  yet  of  that  I  have  you  ferved 
Befeche  1  you,  min^  owne  ladie  fre 
That  hereupon  you  wouldin  write  to  me 
For  love  of  Jovis,  my  right  lode  fterre. 
That  deth  maie  make  an  end  of  al  my  werre. 

If  othir, caufe  aught  doeth  you  for  to  dwel. 
That  with  your  lettir  ye  me  recomfort. 
For  though  to  me  your  abfence  is  an  hell. 
With  pacience  I  woll  my,  wo  comfort. 
And  with  your  letter'  of  hope  I  woll  difport : 
Now  writith,  fwete  !  and  let  me  thus  nat  plain  ; 
With  hppe  or  deth  delivereth  me  fro  pain. 

Iwis,  mine  owne  dere  herte  true  I 
I  wot  that  whan  ye  next  upon  me  fe. 
So  loft  have  I  mine  hele  and  eke  mine  hevee, 
Crefeide  ftiall  not  conne  tho  knowin  me ; 
Iwis,  mine  hert'is  daie,  my  ladie  fre  ! 
So  thurftith  aie  mine  herte  to  behold 
Your  beaute  thatunnethmy  life  I  hold. 

I  faie  no  more,  all  have  I  for  to  fey 
To  you  well  more  than  that  I  tellin  mai^ ; 
But  whethir  that  ye   doe  me  live  or  dey 
Yet  praie  I  God  fo  yeve  you  right  gode  daie  : 
And  farith  well,   thou  godely  fairc  frefhe  Male! 
As  ye  that  life  or  deth  me  maie  commaunde. 
And  to  your  trouth  aie  I  me  recommaunde. 

With  hele  foche,  that  but  ye  yevin  me 
The  famin  hele  I  fliall  non  hele  yhave  : 
In  you  lieth,  whan  you  lift  that  it  fo  be. 
The  daie  in  whiche  me  clothin  fhall  my  grave, 
And  in  you  my  life,  in  you  might  to  fave 
Me  fro  difefe  of  all  my  painis  fmerte  : 
And  farith  now  wele,  myne  own  dere  fwete  herte! 

Le  vo/ire,  T. 

This  lettir  forthe  vrasfent  unto  Crefeide, 
Of  whiche  her  anfwere  in  effeft  was  this; 
Full  pitoufly  flie  wrote  ayen,  and  feide, 
That  all  fo  fone  as  fhe  might  iwis 
Sh^  would  come,  and  amende  that  was  amis ; 
And,  finally,  flie  wrote  and  fayid  then 
She  would  ycome,  ye,  but  ftie  n'ift  not  when. 

But  in  her  lettir  madin  flie  foche  feftes 
That  wondir  was,  and  fwore  flie  loved  him  beft. 
Of  v^hiche  he  found  but  botomles  biheftes. 
But,  I'roilus,  thou  maieft  now  eaft  and  weft 
Pipe  in  an  ivie  lefe  if  that  the  left  : 
Thus  goth  the  world ;  God  ftiild  us  fro  mifchaunec, 
And  every  wight  that  menith  trouth  avaunce  ! 

Entjrefm  gan  the  wo  fro  daie  to  night 
Of  Troilus  for  tarying  of  Crefeide, 
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And  leffin  gan  his  hope  and  ek  his  might, 
For  whiche  al  doun  he  in  his  bedde  him  leide; 
He  ne  ete,  dronke,  ne  flept,  ne  worde  feide, 
Imagining  aie  that  fhe  was  unkinde, 
For  whiche  well  nigh  he  wext  out  of  his  mind. 

This  dreme  of  whiche  I  told  have  eke  beforne 
Maie  nevir  come  out  of  his  remembraunce  ; 
He  thought  aie  well  he  had  his  ladie  lorn, 
And  that  Jovis  of  his  hie  purveiaunce 
Him  fliewed  had  in  flepe  the  fignifiaunce 
Of  her  untrouth  and  his  difavinture, 
And  that  the  bore  was  ftiewed  him  in  figure ; 

For  whiche  he  for  Sibylle  his  fuftir  fent, 
That  caUid  was  Caffandre'  eke  all  about, 
And  all  his  dreme  he  told  her  er  he  ftent, 
And  her  befought  affoilin  him  the  doubt 
Of  the  ftrong  bore  with  all  his  tulkis  ftout; 
And,  finally,  within  a  litil  ftounde 
Caffandra  him  gan  thus  his  dreme  expound. 

She  gan  firft  fmile,  and  faid,  O  brothir  dere ! 
If  thou  a  fothe  of  this  defireft  to  knowe 
Thou  muft  a  fewe  of  olde  ftories  here, 
To  purpofe  how  that  Fortune  ovirthrowe 
Hath  lordis  old,  through  which  within  a  throw 
Thou  (halt  this  bore  well  know,  and  of  what  kinde 
He  comin  is,  as  men  in  holds  finde. 

Diana,  whiche  that  wrothe  was  and  in  ire, 
For  Grekis  n'olde  doin  her  facrifice, 
Ne  encens  on  her  altar  fet  on  fire, 
She  for  that  Grekis  gon  her  fo  difpife 
Ywrake  her  in  a  wondir  cruill  wife. 
For  with  a  bore  as  grete  as  oxe  in  flail 
She  made  up  frete  ther  corne  and  vinis  all. 

To  ilea  the  bore  was  all  tfee  countrie  reifed, 
Emongis  whiche  there  came  this  bore  to  fe 
A  maid,  one  of  this  worlde  the  beft  ipraifed ; 
And  Meleager,  lorde  of  that  countre. 
He  lovid  fo  this  frefhe  maidin  fre, 
That  with  his  manhode  er  he  woulde  flent 
This  bore  he  flough,  and  her  the  bed  he  fent. 

Of  whiche,  as  olde  holds  tellin  us. 
There  rofe  a  conteke  and  a  grete  envie ; 
And  of  this  lorde  difendid  Tydeus 
By  ligne,  or  ellis  olde  bokis  lie  ; 
But  how  this  Meleager  gan  to  die, 
Thorough  his  mothir,  woll  I  you  not  tell. 
For  all  to  long  it  werin  for  to  dwell. 

She  tolde  eke  how  Tydeus,  er  fhe  flcnt, 
Unto  the  flronge  cite  of  Thebes 
(To  claimin  kingdome  of  the  cite)  went 
For  his  felawe  Dan  Polyniees, 
Of  whiche  the  brothir  Dan  Eteocles 
Full  wrongfully  of  Thebis  held  the  flrength  ; 
This  tolde  fhe  by  proceffe  all  by  length. 

She  tolde  eke  how  Hemonides  aflerte 
Whan  Tydeus  flough  fiftie  knightis  ftoute  ; 
She  tolde  eke  all  the  prophefies  by  herte. 
And  how  that  fevin  kingis  with  ther  rout 
Befiegedin  the  cite  all  aboute, 
And  of  the  holie  ferpent.and  the  well, 
And  of  the  Furies  all,  fhe  gan  hini  tell. 
.     ji£'o£iat  frofugus  Tydeus  prima  Polynkem, 

Tydea  Icgatiim  docet,  inftdiafque  ficundus, 

'^Terfius  tii;?monldsn  caiiJ,  iS"  vaUm  ladfanfem, 
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partus  habet  Reges  ineuntes  pral'ia  fephrti, 
Lemltiadum  Furitg  qu'into  narrantur,  JfT" angueSf 
Archi    art  bujiw'.ifexto,  ludique  leguntur, 
Dai  Thebis  vatem  Graiorum  Jeptimus  umbris, 
QBavo  cecidit  Tydeus, ff>es,  vita  Pelafgum, 
Hipponiedon  nono  mo/itur  cum  Faithciiopiso, 
Fulmine  perciijfus  deci-i/to  Capaneus fiiperatur y 
Undecimvfefc  ferimunt  per  ■vulnera  fratres, 
jAr^ivumJlentem  narrat  duodenui,'<S  ignem. 
Of  Archmorie's  burying  and  theplaies. 
And  how  Amphiaraus  fill  through  the  grounde, 
How  Tydeus  was  {lain,  Lord  of  Argeies, 
And  how  Hipome'don  in  a  litil  ftounde 
Was  dreint,  and  dedde  Parthenope  of  wound. 
And  alfo  how  Capaneus  the  proude 
With  thonder  dint  was  fiain,  that  cryd  loude. 

She  gan  eke  tell  him  how  that  eithir  brother, 
Eteocles  and  Polynice  alfo, 
At  a  fcarmilhe  eche  of  'hem  Hough  the  other, 
And  of  Argivis  weping  and  ther  mo, 
And  how  the  toun  was  brent  fiie  told  eke  tho ; 
And  tho  difcendid  doune  from  jeftis  old 
To  Diomede,  and  thus  Ihe  fpake  and  told: 

This  ilke  bore  betokenith  Diomede, 
Tydeus  fonne,  that  doune  difcendid  is 
Fro  Mele'ager,  that  made  the  bore  to  blede. 
And  thy  ladie,  where  fo  fhe  be  iwis. 
This  Diomede  her  herte  hath  and  Ihe  his  : 
Wepe  if  thou  wolt  or  leve,  for  out  of  dout 
This  Diomede  is  in  and  thou  art  out. 

rhou  faieft  nat  fothe,  (quod  he)  thou  forcereflc, 
With  all  thy  falfe  ghoft  of  prophecie ; 
Thou  wenift  ben  a  grete  devinereffe, 
Now  feeft  thou  nat  this  fole  of  fantafic 
Pinin  her  upon  ladies  for  to  lie  :  ' 

Awaie,  (quod  he)  there  Jovis  yeve  the  forowe  ! 
Thou  fhalt  be  fals  para' venture  er  to  morow. 
As  well  thou  mightift  lien  on  gode  Alcefte, 
That  was  of  all  creturis  (but  men  lie) 
That  evir  werin  kindift  and  the  befte, 
For  whan  her  hufbonde  was  in  jeopardie 
To  die  himfelf,  but  if  Ihe  woulde  die. 
She  chefe  for  him  to  die  and  gon  to  hell. 
And  ftarfe  anon,  as  us  the  bokis  tell. 

Caffandre  goeth ;  and  he  with  cruill  herte 
Foryate  his  wo  for  angre  of  her  fpeche, 
And  fro  his  bedde  all  fodainly  he  flerte. 
As  though  all  whole  him  had  imade  a  leche, 
And  dale  by  dale  he  gan  enquire  and  fechc 
A  fothe  of  this  with  all  his  befy  cure  ; 
And  thus  he  drivith  forthe  his  avinture. 
Fortune,  whiche  that  the  permutacion 
Of  all  thingeshath,  as  it  is  her  committed 
Through  purveiaunce  and  difpoficion 
Of  high  Jove,  as  reignis  fliall  ben  yflitted 
Fro  folk  to  folk,  or  whan  thei  (hal  ben  fmitted, 
Gan  pull  awaie  the  fethirs  bright  of  Troie 
Fro  daie  to  dale,  till  thei  ben  bare  of  joie. 
Emong  all  this  the  fine  of  the'  jeopardie 
Of  Hedtor  gan  approchin  wondir  blive. 
The  Fatis  would  his  foule  fliould  unbodie. 
And  ftiapin  had  a  mene  it  out  to  drive, 
Ayenft  whiche  fate  i^im  helpith  not  to  ftrive^ 
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But  on  a  dale  to  figlitin  gan  he  wende, 
At  whiche,  alas  !  he  caught  his  liv'is  ende  : 

For  whiche  me  thinkith  every  manir  wight 
That  hauntith  armis  oughtin  to  bewaile 
The  deth  of  him  that  was  fo  noble'  a  knight. 
For  as  he  drough  a  king  by  th'  aventaile, 
Unware  of  this  Achilles  through  the  maile 
And  through  the  bodie  gan  him  for  to  rive. 
And  thus  the  worthy  knight  was  reft  of  live ; 

For  whom,  as  olde  bokis  tellin  us, 
"Was  made  foch  wo  that  tong  it  male  pat  tel, 
And  ijamily  the  forowe'  of  Troilus, 
That  next  him  was  of  worthineffe  the  well, 
And  in  this  wo  gan  Troilus  to  dwell, 
That  what  for  forowe,  love,  and  for  unrefl:, 
Pull  oft  a  daie  he  had  his  hertc  breft. 

But  nathelefle  though  he  gon  him  difpaire. 
And  drede  aie  that  his  ladie  was  untrue, 
Yet  aje  on  her  his  herte  gan  repaire, 
And,  as  thefp  lovirs  doen,  he  fought  ale  newe 
To  get  ayen  Crefejde  bright  of  hewe, 
And  in  his  herte  he  went  her  excufmg, 
That  C'alchas  c^ulid  all  her  tarying. 

And  oftin  time  he  was  in  purpofe  grete 
Him  felvin  like  a  pilgrim  to  difgife 
To  fene  her ;  but  he  male  not  counterfete 
To  ben  unknowen  of  folke  that  werin  wife, 
J>Ie  finde  excufe  aright  that  male  fuffice, 
Jf  he  among  the  Grekisknowin  were, 
for  whiche  he  wept  full  oft  many  a  ter'e. 

To  her  he  wrote  yet  pftin  time  all  newe 
Pull  pitouilyjhe  left  it  nat  for  flouthe, 
Eefeching  her,  fithins  that  he  was  true, 
That  fhe  would  come  ayen  and  hojd  her  trouth 
For  whiche  Crefeide  upon  a  daie  for  routh, 
i  take  it  fo,  touching  all  this  matttre 
Wrote  him  ayen,  and  faied  as  "ye  maie  here  ; 

Cupid'is  fonne,  enfample'  of  godelihede, 

0  fwerde  of  knighthode,:  fours  of  gentilncJFe  ! 
How  might  a  wight  in  turment  and  in  drede. 
And  heleleffe,  you  fendin  as  yet  gladneffe  ? 

1  hertileffe,'!  ficke,  1  in  diftrelfe, 

pens  ye  with  me  nor  1  with  you  male  dele. 
You  neithir  fende  I  maie  ne  herte  ne  hele. 

Your  lettirs  full  the  papir  all  iplainted 
Commevid  havin  myne  hert'is  pite  ; 
1  have  eke  fene  with  terisall  depaintepl 
Your  lettir,  and  how  ye  requirin  me 
To  come  ayen,  whiche  yet  ne  maie  qot  be. 
But  why,  left  that  this  lettir  foundin  were, 
1^0  mencioun  ne  make  I  now  for  fere, 

Grevous  to  me  (God  wote)  is  your  unrefl, 
Your  haft,  :^nd  that  the  goddis  ordinaunce 
Jt  femith  nat  ye  take  it  for  the  beft, 
-    Nor  othir  thing  n'iB  in  your  remembraunce 
As  thinkith  me,  but  onely  your  plefaunce  ; 
But  beth  nat  wroth,  and  that  I  you  befeche, 
For  that  I  tarie'  is  all  for  wickid  fpeche  : 

For  I  have  herd  well  niore  than  I  wend 
Touching  us  two  how  thingis  have  iftond, 
"Whiche  1  fhall  with  diflimuling  amende  ; 
And  beth  not  wroth,  I  have  eke  undirftond 
ilpyv  yc  ne  doe  but  holdin  rpe  in  hon^e  ; 
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But  now  no  force  ;  I  can  nat  in  you  geffe 
But  ail^  trouthe  and  alle  gentilneffe. 

Comin  I  woll,  but  yet  in  foche  disjointe  ^ 
1  ftond  as  now,  that  what  yere  or  what  daie 
That  this  ftiall  b«  that  can  I  nat  apointe ; 
Eut  in  efFed  I  praie  you  as  I  maie 
Of  your  gode  worde  and  of  your  frendfhip  ale. 
For  truily  while  that  my  life  maie    dure 
As  for  a  frende  ye  maie  in  me  affure. 
Yet  p;raie  I  you  on  evill  ye  na  take 
That  it  is  fhort  whiche  that  I  to  you  write  ; 
T  dare  nat  there  I  am  well  lettirs  make, 
Ne  nevir  yet  ne  could  I  well  endife ; 
Eke  grete  efFe6t  men  v/ritin  in  place  lite  ; 
Th'  entent  is  all,  and  nat  the  lettirs  fpace  : 
And  farith  well ;  God  have  you  in  his  grace  ! 

This  Troilus  tho'ght  this  lettir  al  flraurigd 
Whan  he  it  fawe,  and  forowfully  he  fight ; 
Him  thought  it  like  a  kalcndes  of  efchaunge; 
But,  finally,  he  ful  ne  trowin  might 
That  fhe  ne  would  him  holdin  that  flie  hight. 
For  with  ful  evill  wil  lifte  him  to  leve 
That  lovith  wel,  in  fuch  cafe,  though  fiim  grevt; 

But  natheleffe  men  fain  that  at  the  laft 
For  any  thing  men  flial  the  fothe  fe. 
And  fuche  a  cafe  betide,  and  that  as  fall. 
That  Troilus  wel  underflonde  that  fhe 
N'as  nat  fo  kinde  as  that  her  ought  to  be  ; 
And,  finally,  he  wote  now  out  of  dout 
That  al  is  loft  that  he  hath  ben  about. 

Stode  on  a  daie  in  his  melancolie, 
This  Troilus,  and  in  fufpeftioun 
Of  her  for  whom  he  wenid  for  to  die. 
And  fo  befil  that  throughout  Troie  toun. 
As  was  the  gife,  iborne  was  up  and  doun 
A  manir  cote  armoure,  as  faithe  the  florie, 
Beforn  Deiphobe,  in  figpe  of  his  vitftorie  ; 

The  whiche  cote,  as  tellith  Lollius, 
Deiphobe  it  had  yrente  fro  Diomede 
The  fame  daie  ;  and  when  this  Tioilus 
It  fawe  he  gan  to  takin  of  it  hede, 
Avifing  of  the  length  and  of  the  brede, 
And  al  the  werke,  but  as  he  gan  beholde 
Ful  fodainly  his  herte  began  to  colde. 

As  he  that  on  the  coler  fonde  within 
A  broche  that  he  Crefeide  yave  at  morow 
That  fhe  from  Troie  toune  muft  pedis  twin, 
In  remembraunce  of  him  and  of  his  forow,       , 
And  fhe  him  laidp  ayen  her  faith  to  borow 
To  kepe  it  aie  ;  but  now  ful  wel  he  wifl: 
His  lady  n'as  no  longir  on  to  trill. 

He  goeth  him  home,  and  gan  ful  fone  fende 
For  Pandarus,  and  al  this  newe  chaunce. 
And  of  this  broch  he  tolde  him  ordc  and  ende, 
Complaining  of  her  hert'is  variaunce, 
His  longe  love,  his  trouth,  and  his  penaunce ; 
And  aftirDeth,  withoutin  wordis  more, 
Ful  fafl  he  crigd,  his  reft  him  to  reftore. 

Thanfpake  he  thus;  O  lady  mine,  Crefeide! 
Where  is  your  faith,  and  where  is  your  beheft? 
Where  is  your  love  ?  where  is  your  trouth  ?  be 
feide ; 
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Of  Diomedc  have  ye  row  al  his  fell  ? 
Alas  !  I  would  have  trovvid  at  the  left 
That  fens  ye  n'olde  in  trouthe  to  me  ilond« 
That  ye  thus  n'oldc  have  hoidin  me  in  hondc. 

Who  fhahnow  trovsren  on  any  othismo  ? 
Alas !   I  nevir  would  havewende  er  this 
That  ye,   Crefeide,  coulde  have  chaungid  fo, 
Ne  but  I  had  agilte  and  don  amis  ; 
So  cruel  wende  I  nat  your  herte  iwis 
To  flemethus;  alas!  yourname  of  trouthe. 
Is  now  fordone,  and  that  is  al  my  routhe. 

Was  there  none  othir  broche  you  lift  to  let* 
To  feffe  with  your  nev^e  love,  (quod  he) 
But  thilke  broche  that  J  with  teris  w^ete 
You  yave  as  for  a  rememhraunce  of  me  ? 
None  other caiife,  alas!  ne  haddin  ye 
But  for  difpite,  and  eke  for  that  ye  mente 
All  uttirly  to  fliewin  your  entente  : 

Through  which   1  fe   that  clene   out   of  your 
Ye  have  me  caft,  and  [  ne  can  nor  maie     [minde 
For  all  this  world  within  mine  herte  finde 
To'  unlovin  you  a  quartir  of  a  daie  ; 
In  curfid  time  i  borne  was,  welawai*  1 
That  you  that  done  me  all  this  wo  endure 
Yet  love  I  the  beft  of  any  creture. 

Now  God  (<juod  he)  me  fendin  yet  the  grace 
That  I  maie  metin  with  this  Diomede, 
And  trudiy  if  I  have  might  and  fpace 
Yet  fiiall  I  make  I  hope  his  fidis  bledc  : 
Now  God  (quod  he)  that  aughtift  takin  bode 
To  forthrin  trouthe,  and  wrongis  to  punice, 
Why  n'ik  thou  don  a  vengeaunce  of  this  vice  ? 

O  Pandarusl   that  in  dremes  for  to  trifte, 
'Me  blamidhaft,  and  wonte  art  oft  upbreide, 
Now  maift  thou  fene  thy  fclfe,  if  that  the  lift, 
How  trewe  is  now  thy  nec^  bright  Crefeide  : 
I«  fondry  formis,  (God  it  wotc)  he  feide. 
The  goddis  fhewin  bothe  joie  and  tene 
in  flepe,  and  by  my  dreme  it  is  now  fene. 

And  certainly,  withoutin  morefpeche, 
From  hennis  forthe,  as  ferforthe  as  1  maie. 
Mine  owne  deth  in  armis  wol  I  feche, 
I  ne  retche  nat  how  fone  be  the  daie  ; 
But  trewily,  Crefeide,  fwete  Maie  ! 
Whom  I  have  ay  with  al  my  might  jferved, 
That  ye  thus  done  I  have  it  nat  deferved. 

This  Pandarus,  that  al  thefe  thingis  herde, 
And  wifte  wel  that  he  faid  a  fothe  of  this. 
He  nat  a  worde  ayen  to  him  anfwerde, 
For  fory  of  his  frend'is  forow'  he  is, 
And  ftiamid  for  his  nece  hath  done  amis, 
And  ftante  aftonied  of  thefe  caufis  twaie 
As  ftilas  ftone^  o  worde  ne  co;dde  be  faie. 

But  at  the  laft  thus  he  yfpake  and  feide  : 
My  brothir  dere  !  I  may  do  the  no  more  ; 
What  fhould  I  faine  ?  I  hate  iwis  Crefeide, 
And  God  it  wote  I  woi  hate  her  er-more ; 
And  that  thou  me  befoughtift  don  of  yore, 
-Having  unto  mine  honour  ne  my  refte 
jR-igbt  no  regarde,  I  did  al  that  the  lefte. 

Yf  I  did  aught  which  that  might  likin  the 
it  is  me  lefe,  and  of  this  trefon  now 
^od  wote  th^t  it  s,  forow  is  to  me^ 


And  dredeleffe,  for  hert'ls  efe  of  you, 
Right  faine  I  would  amende  it  wift  I  hmv. 
And  fro  this  world  Almighty  God  I  praiii, 
Delivir  her  fone  !  I  can  no  more  faio. 

Great  was  the  woe  and  plaint  of  Troilas, 
But  forthe  her  courfe  Fortune  aie  gan  to  holde, 
Crefeide  lovith  the  fonne  of  Tydeus, 
And  Troilus  mete  wepe  in  caris  colde  t 
Such  is  this  worlde,  who  fo  it  can  beholdc'; 
In  eche  eftate  islitill  hert'is  refte; 
God  leve  us  to  taldn  it  for  the  befte! 
In  many  cruil  bataile,  out  of  dredc. 
Of  Troilus  this  ilke  noble  knight 
(As  men  maie  in  thefe  olde  bokis  rede) 
Was  fene  his  knighthod  and  his  grete  rajghtj 
And  dredeleffe  his  ire  daie  and  night 
Ful  cruilly  the  Grekis  aie  abought, 
And  alwaie  moft  this  Diomede  he  fought; 
And  oftin  timis  I  finde  that  thei  mette 
With  blody  ftrokis  and  with  wordis  grete, 
Affaying  how  ther  fperis  werin  whette; 
And  God  it  wote  with  ma«y'  a  cruil  hete  ' 

Gan  Troilus  upon  his  helme  to  bete  : 
But  nathi'leffe  Fortune  it  naught  ne  would 
■Of  eithir's  honde  that  eithir  dyin  fhould. 

And  if  I  had  itakin  for  to  write 
The  armis  of  this  ilke  worthy  man , 
Than  would  I  of  his  battailis  endite  ; 
But  for  that  1  to  writin  firft  began 
Of  his  love,  I  have  faidin  as  1  can 
His  worthy  dedis,  who  fo  lifte  'hem  hercj 
Rede  Dares,  he  can  tel  'hem  al  ifere. 

Befeching  every  lady  bright  of  hewe. 
And  every  gentil  woman,  what  fhe  be, 
Al  be  it  that  Crefeide  was  untrewe, 
That  for  that  gilt  ye  be  nat  wroth  with  ms. 
Ye  maie  her  gilte  in  othir  bokis  fe  ; 
And  gladdir  I  v/ould  writin  if  you  If  fte 
Of  Penelope's  trouth  and  gode  Alccfte, 

Ne  faie  I  nat  this  all  only  for  men. 
But  moft  for  women  that  betrayid  be 
Through  fals  folke,God  yeve  'hem  forrow,  Amsni 
That  with  ther  grete  witte  and  fubtilte 
Betrayin  you,  and  this  commevith  me  > 
To  fpeke  ;  and  in  effedle  you  al  I  praie 
Beth  ware  of  men,  and  herkenith  what  I  faie  : 

Go,  litil  boke,  go  litlll  tragedie. 
There  God  my  makir  yet  er  that  I  die 
So  fende  me  might  to  make  fome  comedie  ; 
But,  litill  boke,  make  thou  the  none  envie, 
But  fubjeiSl  ben  unto  al  poefie, 
And  kiffe  the  fteppes  wher  as  thou  feift  pace 
Of  Virgil,  O  vide.  Homer,  Lucan,  Stace. 

And  for  there  is  fo  grete  diverfite 
In  Englifh,  and  in  writing  of  our  tonge, 
So  praie  I  to  God  that  none  mifwrite  the, 
Ne  the  miffe-metre  for  defaute  of  tonge  ; 
And  redde  v/here  fo  thou  be  or  ellis  fonge 
That  thou  be  undlrftonde  God  I  befeche;  « 

But  yet  to  purpofe  of  my  rathir  fpeche, 

The  wrathe,  as  I  began  you  for  to  feie. 
Of  Troilus  the  Grekis  boughtin  dere, 
For  thoufandis  his  hondis  madin  deye,, 
C  «  iiij 
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As  he  that  was  wjthoutin  any  pere. 
Save  in  his  time  Hedlor,  as  I  can  here ; 
But  welawaie!  (five  onely  Godd'is  wil) 
Difpitoufly  him  Hough  the  fierfe  Achil. 

iKaii.  whan  that  he  was  flain  in  this  manere. 
His  lighte  gofte  ful  blisfully  is  went 
Up  to  the'  hojowneffe  of  the  feventh  fphere, 
In  his  place  leting  everiche  element, 
And  there  he  fawe,  with  ful  avifement. 
The  erratike  fterres,  herkening  harmonic. 
With  fownis  full  of  hevins  melodie. 

And  doun  from  thennis  faft  he  gan  avife 
This  iiti)  fpotte  of  erth  that  with  the  fe 
Embracid  is,  and  fully  gan  difpife 
This  wretchid  world,  and  helde  alvanite 
In  refped;e  of  the  plaine  felicite 
That  is  in  heven  above,  and  at  the  laft 
There  he  was  flaine  his  lokirtg  doun  he  caft. 

And  in  him  felfe  he  lough  right  at  the  wa 
Of  them  that  weptin  for  his  dethe  fo  fafl. 
And  dampnid  all  our  werkes,  that  foloweth  fo 
Thebljnde  lufl  whiche  that  ne  may  nat  lafl,  ' 
And  fhuldin  al  our  herte  on  hevin  caft; 
And  fbrthe  he  went,  fliortily  for  to  tell, 
There  as  Mercury  fortid  him  to  dwel. 

Suche  fine  hath,  lo  !  this  Troilus  for  lovCj 
Suche  fine  hath  all  his  grete  worthlnelTe, 
Suche  fine  hath  his  eftate  royal  above, 
Suche  fine  his  luft,  fuche  fine  hath  his  nobleffe, 
Suche  fine  hath  this  falfe  world'is  brotilneffe  !  ■■ 
And  thus  began  his  loving  of  Crefeide 
As  I  have  tolde,  and  in  this  wife  he  deide. 

O  v.onge  andfrefhe  folkis,  he  or  fhe ! 
In  whiche  that  love  up  growith  with  your  age, 
Repairith  home  from  worldely  vanite,  ?  ; 


And  of  your  hertes  up  caftith  the  Vifage 
To  thilke  God  that  aftir  his  image 
You  made,  and  thinkith  al  n'is  but  a  faire. 
This  world  that  paflith  fone,  as  flouris  faire  : 

And  lovith  him  the  whiche  that  right  for  lov^ 
Upon  a  croffe,  our  fouHs  for  to  bey, 
Firft  ftarfe  and  rofe,  and  fit  in  heveu  above, 
For  he  n'il  falfm  no  wight,  dare  I  fey. 
That  wol  his  hert  al  wholly  on  him  ley; 
An^  fens  he  beft  to  love  is  and  moft  meke 
What  nedith  fainid  lovis  foi;  to  feke  ? 

J_,o  '  here  of  Painims  curfid  olde  rites  ! 
Lo  !  here  what  a!l  ther  goddis  male  availe  \ 
Lo  !  here  this  wretchid  world'is  appetites  ! 
Lo  1  here  the  fine  and  guerdon  for  travails 
Of  Jove,  Apollo,  Mars,  and  fuch  rafkaile ! 
liO  !  here  the  forme  of  olde  clerkis  fpech^ 
In  poetrie,  if  ye  ther  bokis  feche  ! 

O,  moral  Gower !  this  Boke  I  direvSre 
To  the  and  to  the  philofophicall  Strode, 
To  vouchfafe  there  nede  is  for  to  corredlc 
Of  your  benignities  and  zelis  gode  ; 
And  to  the  fothfaft  Chrift,  that  ftarfe  on  rode, 
With  al  mine  hert  of  mercy  er  I  praie, 
And  to  the  Lorde  right  thus  I  fpeke  and  faie  : 

Thou  One,  and  Two,  and  Thre !  eterne  on  live, 
That  raignift  aie  in  Thre,  and  Two,  and  One ! 
Uncircumfcript,  and  all  maift  circumfcrive. 
From  vifible  and  invifible  fone 
Defende  us  in  thy  mercy  everichone  ! 
So  make  us,  Jefus,  to  thy  mercy  digne, 
For  love  of  maide  and  niothir  thine  benigne  \ 
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A  D0L7  fefon  till  a  carefuU  dite 
Should  correfponde  and  be  equivalent ; 
Right  fo  it  was  whan  1  began  to  write 
This  tragedy,  the  weder  right  fervent. 
Whan  Aries  in  middis  of  the  Lent 
Showris  of  haile  gan  fro  the  north  difcende. 
That  fcantly  fro  the  cold  I  might  me  defende. 

Yet  aerthelefle  within  mine  orature 
1  ftode,  whan  Titan  had  his  bemis  bright 
Withdrawin  doun,  and  fcylid  undir  cure^ 
And  faire  Venus  the  beaute  of  the  night, 
tJpraife,  and  fette  unto  the  wefte  ful  fight 
Her  goldin  face,  in  oppofitioun 
Of  god  Phoebus,  diredle  difcending  doun. 

Throughout  the  glaffe  her  bemis  brail  fo  faire 
That  I  might  fe  on  every  fide  me  by, 
The  northrin  winde  hath  purified  the  aire, 
And  fliedde  his  mifty  cloudis  fro  the  fkie, 
The  frofte  frefid,  the  blaftis  bittirly 
Fro  pole  Artike  came  whifking  loud  and  fliill, 
And  caufid  me  remove  ayenft  my  will : 

For  I  truftid  that  Venus,  Lov'is  quene, 
To  whom  fomtime  I  hight  obedience. 
My  fadid  hert  of  love  flie  would  make  grene, 
And  thereupon  with  humble  reverence 
1  thought  to  praie  her  hie  magnificence, 
But  for  grete  colde  as  than  I  lettid  was, 
And  in  my  chambre  to  the  fire  gan  pas. 

Though  iove  he  bote,  yet  in  a  man  of  age 
It  kindlith  nat  fo  fone  as  in  youthed, 

♦  The  Author  of  The   idUment  oi  Crefeide,  wliich 

Chit^c    in  hif  fifth  book  liad  related  the  f  ea^h  o^J'^'" 
lus,  but  made  no  mention  r''",^^"™^,'^  ^av    to 'ex 
learnedly  takes  upon  him,  m  ah  e  P^^'^.fle  unconftan, 
prefs  the  punitbment  and  end  due  to  a  faHe  unconria 
whore,  which  f  omnaonly  termiaates  in  cxtrcnne  mueiy. 


Of  whom  the  blode  is  flowing  in  a  rage, 
And  in  the  olde  the  corage  dul  and  ded. 
Of  whiche  the  fire  outwarde  is  beft  remed  : 
To  hglpe  by  phifike  wher  that  nature  failed; 
I  am  experte,  for  bothe  I  have  aflailed. 

I  made  the  fire  and  bekid  me  aboute. 
Than  toke  I  drinke  my  fpiiites  to  comforte. 
And  armid  me  wel  fro  the  colde  theroute  ; 
To  cutte  the  wintir  night  and  make  it  fliorte 
I  toke  a  quere,  and  lefte  al  othir  fporte, 
Writin  by  worthy  Chaucer  glorious 
Of  faire  Crefeide  and  lufty  Troilus  : 

And  there  I  founde  aftir  that  Diomede 
Recevid  had  that  lady  bright  of  hewe 
How  Troilus  nere  out  of  his  witte  abrede. 
And  wept  full  fore,  with  vifage  pale  of  hewe 
For  which  wanhope  his  teris  gan  renewe 
While  Efperus  rejoyfid  him  againe ; 
Thus  while  in  joie  he  lived  and  while  in  paine. 

Of  her  behefl  he  had  grete  comforting, 
Trufling  to  Troie  that  Ihe  wold  make  retour, 
Whiche  he  defired  moft  of  al  erthly  thing. 
For  why  I   fhe  was  his  onely  paramour ; 
But  whan  he  fa  we  paflid  both  day  and  hour 
Of  her  gaincome,  in  forowe  gan  oppreffe 
His  woful  herte  in  care  and  hevinefTe. 

Of  his  diftreffe  me  nedith  nat  reherfe. 
For  worthy  Chaucer  in  that  fame  boke 
In  godely  termis  and  in  joly  verfe 
Compilid  hath  his  caris,  who  will  loke  : 
To  break  my  flepe  anothir  quere  1  toke. 
In  which  I  founde  the  fatal  deftiny 
Of  faire  Crefeide,  which  endid  wretchldly. 

Who  wotc  if  all  that  Chaucer  wrate  was  trewe  i 
Nor  I  wote  nat  if  this  narracion 
.  Be  authorifed,  or  forgid  of  the  newe 
Of  feme  poete  by  his  invencion. 
Made  to  reporte  the  lamentacion 
And  wofuU  ende  of  this  lufty^4prefeide, 
And  what  diftreffe  fhe  was  in  or  ihe  dcide,      v 


Whan  Diome(5e  had  al  his  appetite 
And  more  fulfilled  of  this  faire  lady 
Upon  anothir  fctte  was  his  dclite, 
And  felide  to  her  a  Ubel  repudy, 
And  her  excluded  fro  his  company  ; 
Than  defolate  fhe  walkid  up  and  doun, 
As  fome  men  faine  iil  the  courte  as  commune. 

O  faire- Crefeide  !   the  floure  and  a  per  fe 
Of  Troie  and  Grece,  how  were  thou  fortunate 
To  chaunge  in  filthe  al  thy  feminite, 
And  be  with  flefhly  lull  fo  maculate, 
And  go  among  the  Grckes  erly  and  late 
So  giglotlike,  taking  thy  foule  plefaun:e! 
I  have  pite  the  fliould  fall  fuche  niifchaunce. 

Yet  nerthelcffc,  what  er  men  deme  or  fay 
In  fcornfuU  iangage  of  thy  brutilneffe, 
I  fhall  excufe  as  ferforth  as  I  may 
Thy  womanhed,  thy  wifedome,  and  fairneffe, 
The  which  Fortune  hath  put  to  fuche  diftreffe, 
As  her  plefid,  and  nothing  throughe  the  gilte 
Of  the  through  wickid  Iangage  to  be  fpilte 

This  faire  lady,  on  this  wife  deftitute 
Of  al  comforte  and  confolatioun, 
Right  priveiy,  without  felo'wfhip  or  refute, 
Difhevelid,  pafild  out  of  the  toun 
A  mile  or  two  unto  a.  manfioun 
Bildid  ful  gaie,  where  her  fathir  Calchas 
"Which  than  among  the  Grelus  dwelling  was. 

Whan  her  he  faw  the  caufe  he  gan  enquire 
Of  her  coming  :  flie  faid,  fighing  ful  fore. 
For  Bipmede  had  gottin  his  defire 
He  woxe  wery,  and  would  of  me  no  more. 
Quod  Calchas,  Doughtir  wepe  thou  nat  therfore, 
Paravinture  al  comkh  for  the  beft  : 
Welcome  ;  to  me  thou  art  ful  dere  a  geft. 

This  olde  Calchas,  aftir  the  lawe  was  tho., 
Was  kepir  of  the  temple  as  a  prefte 
In  whix:be  Venus  and  her  fonne  Cupido 
Were  honourid,  and  his  chambre  was  neft, 
To  which  Crefeide  with  bale  enewed  in  brcft 
Ufid  to  palTe,  her  prayirs  for  to  faie. 
While  at  the  laft  upon  a  folempnc  daie. 

As  euftome  was,  the  peple  ferre  and  new 
Before  the  none  unto  the  temple,  went 
With  faerifice  devout  in  ther  manere ; 
But  fHl  Crefeide,  hevy  in  her  intent, 
Into  the  church  would  nat  herfelf  prefent^ 
For  giving  of  the  peple'  any  deming- 
Of  her  ex^pulfe  fro  Diomede  the  King, 

But  pallid,  into  a  fecrete  oratore. 
Where  fhe  might  wepe  her  wofuU  deflLay; 
Behinde  her  baclte  (he  clofid  fail  the  dope, 
And  on  her  kaieis  bare  fel  doun  in  hie ; 
lUpon  Vemis  and  Cupide  anglrly 
She  cryid  out,  and  fayid  in  this  wife, 
jSiilas  that  er  I  made  you  facrifife  '■ 

Ye  gave  me  ones  a  divine  refponfaije 
That  I  fliould  be  the  floure  of  love  in  Troie } 
J>Jow  am  I  made  ^n  unworthy  outwaile, 
And  al  in  care  tranflatid  is  my  joie  : 
Who  flial  me  gide  ?  who  (hal  me  now  convoie, 
Sithe  I  fro  Diomede  and  noble  Troilus 
^m  dene  exclucjed,  abjedl,  odious  ? 
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O  falfe  Cupide  1  none  is  to  wife  but  thou, 
And  the  mothir  of  Love,  that  blinde  goddace ; 
Ye  caufed  me  undirllande  alwaie  and  trow 
The  fede  of  love  was  fowin  on  my  face, 
And  aie  grewe  grene  thorough  your  fople  grace ; 
But  now,  alas !  that  fede  v*^th  froft  is  flaine. 
And  I  fro  lovirs  lefte  and  all  forlaine. 

Whan  this  was  faid,  doun  in  an  ejftafy, 
Raviflied  in  fpirite,  in  a  dreme  ftie  fel. 
And  by  apparaunce  herde  where  fhe  did  lie 
Cupide  the  King  tinging  a  filvir  bel, 
Which  men  might  here  fro  hevin  into  hel,  . 
At  whofe  founde  before  Cupido  aperes 
The  feven  planets  difcending  fro  the  fpheres, 

Whiche  hath  powir  of  al  thing  gene'rable, 
To  rule  and  ftere  by  their  gret  influence 
Wedir  and  winde,  and  courfe  variable ; 
And  firfl  of  al  Saturne  gave  his  fentence, 
Whiche  gave  to  Cupide  litil  reverence. 
But  as  a  boiftous  chorle  in  his  manere 
Came  crabbidly  with  auflrine  loke  and  chere. 

His  face  frounfid,  his  lere  was  hke  the  lede. 
His  tethe  chattrid,.and  fhivered  with  the  chin, 
His  eyin  droupid,  whole  fonkin  in  his  hede, 
Out  at  his  nofe  the  mildrop  fafl;  gan  rin, 
With  lippis  blew,  and  chekis  lene  and  thin, 
The  ifeickils  that  fro  his  heer  doune  honge- 
Was  wondir  grete,  and  as  a  fpere  as  Icnge; 

Attour  his  belte  hisliartlockis  laie 
Feltrid  unfaire,  or  fret  with  froflis  hore, 
Hie  garment  and  his  gjte  ful  gay  of  graie, 
His  widrid  wede  fro  him  the  winde  out  worq, 
A  boullous  bowe  within  his  honde  he  boi"«i 
Undir  his  girdle'  a  fafhe  of  felone  flains 
Fedrid  with  ife  and  hedid  with  holftains. 

Than  Jupiter  right  faii^e  and  amiable, 
God  of  the  fterris  in  the  firmament, 
And  norice  to  al  thing  generable, 
Fro  his  fathir  Saturne  farre  different, 
With  burly  face,  and  browis  bright  and  bren-t, 
Upon  his  hed  a  garlond^  wondris  gale 
Of  flouris  faire,  as  it  had  ben  in  Maie  ; 

His  voice  was  clere,  as  crillal  wag  his  eicH, 
As  goldin  wier  fo  glittring  was  his  here. 
His  garment  and  his  gite  fill  gaie  of  grene, 
With  goldin  liftis  gilte  on  every  gere, 
A  burly  brandy  about  his  middle'  he  bere. 
And  in'  his  riglxt  hand  he  had  a  groun  din 'fpere. 
Of  his  fathir  the  wrothe  fro  us  to  here. 

Next  aftir  him  came  Mars,  the  god'  of  ire, 
Of  flrife,  debate,  and  all  difcencioun. 
To  chide  an-d  fight  as  fierfe  as  any  fire, 
In  harde  harneffe  hewmonde  and  habergicniH, 
And  on  his  haunch  a  rouily  fel  fauchoun. 
And  in  his  hande  he  had  a  roufl;y  fworde, 
Writhing  his  face,  with  many  angry  worde  ; 

Shaking  his  brande  before  Cupide  he  come, 
With  red  vifage  and  grifly  glowing  eien, 
And  at  his  mouth  a  blubbir  fl:ode  of  fome. 
Like  to  a  bore  whetting  his  tulkis  kene, 
Right  tulfurelike,  but  temperaunce  in  tene, 
An  horne  he  blewe  with  many  bouflous  bragge,' 
Whiche  al  thi^worldwithwar  j  p  hath* made  to>v"UKg8. 
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Than  faire  Phcelnis,  lanterne  and  lampe  of  light. 
Of  man  and  beft  both  frute  and  florifiiing, 
Tendir  norice,  and  banlfhir  of  night, 
And  of  the  worlde  caufmg  by  his  moving 
And  influence  life  in  al  erthly  thing, 
Without  comforte  of  whoni  of  force  to  nought 
Muft  go  dyin  all  that  this  world  hath  wrought. 

As  king  royali  he  rode  upon  a  chare, 
Thewhiche  Phat'ton  fomtime  gided  unright. 
The  brightneffe  of  his  face  whan  it  was  ba5;e 
Non  might  behoide  for  perfing  of  his  fight, 
This  goidin  carte  with  firy  bemis  bright 
Foute  yokid  ftedis  ful  different  of  hewe 
But  baite  or  tiring  through  the  fpheris  drew. 

The  firft  was  forde,  with  mane  as  red  as  rofe, 
Callid  Eoye  in  the  orient ; 
The  fecoiide  ftede  to  name  hight  Ethiofe, 
Whitely  and  pale,  and  fomdele  afcendent; 
The  third  Pyrois,  right  hote  and  fervent ; 
The  fourth  was  biak,  and  callid  Phlegone; 
Which  rollith  Phoebus  doun  into  the  fe. 

Venus  was  there  prelent,  that  gcddes  gay, 
lier  fonn'is  quarrel  to  defende,  and  make 
Her  owne  complaint,  cladde  in  a  nice  aray, 
The  one  halfe  grenc,  th'  othir  halfe  fable  blake. 
White  heer  as  gold,  kembit  and  Ihede  abake. 
But  in  her  face  femid  grete  variaunce, 
Whiles  parfite  truth  and  whilis  inconflaunco. 

Undir  fmiling  flie  was  difumulate, 
Provocative  with  bltnkis  amorous, 
And  fodainly  chaungid  and  altcrate, 
Angry  as  any  ferpent  venomous, 
Right  pungitive  with  wordis  odious ; 
Thus  variaunt  fhe  was  who  lift  take  kepe, 
With  one  eye  laugh  and  with  the  othir  wepe, 

In  tokening  that  al  flefhely  paramour, 
Which  Venus  hath  in  rule  and  govirnaunce. 
Is  fometime  fwete,  fometime  bittir  and  four. 
Right  unliable,  and  ful  of  variaunce, 
Minglid  with  careful  joye  and  falfe  plefaunce, 
Now  hotte,  now  colde,  now  blith,  now  ful  of  wo. 
Now  grene  as  lefe,  now  widrid  and  ago. 

With  boke  in  hand  than  come  Mercurious, 
Right  eloquent  and  ful  of  rethorie. 
With  polite  termisand  delicious. 
With  penn€  and  inke  to  reporte  al  redie, 
Setting  fongis  and  finging  merily, 
His  hode  was  red  heclid  attour  his  croun, 
Like  til  apoete  of  the  olde  fafioun. 

Boxis  he  hare  with  fine  elesftuares 
And  fugrid  firopes  for  digeftion, 
Spicis  belonging  to  the  potiquares, 
With  many  whoUbme  fwete  confe<Sion, 
Dodtor  in  phifike  cladde  in  fcarlet  goun. 
And  furrid  wel,  as  fuche  one  ought  to  be, 
Honeft  and  gode,  and  nat  a  worde  couth  lie. 

Next  after  him  come  Lady  Cynthia 
The  lafte  of  al,  and  fwiftift  in  her  fphere. 
Of  colour  blake,  buflcid  with  hornis  twa, 
And  in  the  night  fhe  liftith  beft  t'  apere, 
Hawe  as  the  leed,  of  colour  nothing  clere, 
for  al  the  light  fhe  borrowcth  at  her  brother 
Tifan,  for  of  her  fclfc  Ihc  hath  non  other. 


Her  gite  was  gray  and  ful  of  fpbttis  Make, 
And  on  her  breft  a  chorle  paintid  ful  even, 
Bering  a  bufhe  of  thornis  on  his  bake, 
Whiche  for  his  theft  might  clime  no  ner  the  heveti* 
Thus  when  thei  gadrid  were  the  goddis  fcven 
Merciirius  thei  choXed  with  one  affent 
To  be  fore-fpekir  in  the  parlimenr. 

Who  had  ben  there  and  liking  for  to  here 
His  facoude  tonge  and  tcrmis  exquifite. 
Of  rethorike  the  pradlike  he  might  lere, 
In  brefe  fermon  a  preignant  fentcnce  write. 
Before  Cupide,  valing  his  cappe  a  lite, 
Speris  the  caufe  of  that  vocacioun, 
And  he  anon  ftiewde  his  entencioun. 

Lo,  quod  Cupide,  who  wolblafpheme  the  name 
Of  his  owne  god  either  in  worde  or  dede 
To  al  goddis  he  doeth  bothe  loffe  and  fliame. 
And  ftiould  have  bittir  painis  to  his  mode; 
I  faie  this  by  yondir  wretche  Crefeide,- 
The  whiche  through  me  was  fomtime  flour  of  lovci' 
Me'  and  my  mothir  fhe  ftately  can  reprove, 

Saying  of  her  gret  infelicite 
I  was  the  caufe,  and  my  mothir  Venus 
She  called  a  blinde  goddes  and  might  nat  fe. 
With  fclaundir  and  defame  injurious  ; 
Thus  her  living  unclene  and  lechirous 
She  would  retorte  on  me  and  my  mother. 
To  whom  I  Ihewde  my  grace  above  ai  other; 

And  fithe  ye  ar€  al  levin  deficate 
Participant  of  divine  fapience, 
This  gret  injury-  done  to'  our  high  eftatc 
Me  thinke  with  paine  we  fliuld  make  recomperiCC"? 
Was  ner  to  goddis  done  fuche  violence  ; 
As  wel  for  you  a>s  for  my  felfe  I  faic, 
Therfore  go  help  ta  revenge  I  you  praie. 

MercuriuB  to  Cupide  gave  anfwere, 
And  faid.  Sir  King,  my  counfaile  is  that  yc 
Referre  you  to  the  hyift  planet  here, 
And  take  to  him  the  lowift  of  degre, 
The  paine  of  Crefeide  for  to  modifie. 
As  God  Saturne  with  him  take  Cynthia. 
I  am  content  (quod  he)  to  take  tJiei  twa. 

Than  thus  procedid  Saturne  and  the  Monc, 
Whan  thei  the  matir  ripely  had  digeft, 
For  the  difpite  to  Cupide  that  flie'  had  done. 
And  to  Venus  opin  and  manifeft, 
In  al  her  life  with  pain  to  be  opreft. 
And  turment  fore,  with  fikeneffe  incurable. 
And  to  al  lovirs  be  abhominable. 

This  doleful  fentence  Saturne  tokc  in  hande. 
And  pafild  doun  where  careful  Crefeide  laie. 
And  on  her  hed  he  laide  a  frofty  wande. 
Than  laufully  on  this  wife  gan  he  faie ; 
Thy  grete  fairneffe  and  al  thy  beauty  gaie, 
Thy  wanton  blode,  and  eke  thy  goidin  here. 
Here  I  exclude  fro  the  for  evirmere  : 

I  chauftgc  thy  mirthe  into  melancoly, 
Whiche  is  the  mothir  of  al  penfiveneffe. 
Thy  moiftir  and  thy  hete  to  colde  and  dry, 
Thine  infolence,  thy  plaie  and  wantonneiTe, 
To  grete  difefe,  thy  pompe  and  thy  richeljii 
Into  mortal  node  and  grete  penurie; 
Thou  fuffre  flialt,  and  »s  a  beggir  4i$* 
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O  cruil  Saturne  !  froward  and  angrie, 
Harde  is  thy  dome  and  to  malicious, 
Of  faire  Crefeide  why  haft  thou  no  mercie, 
Whiche  was  fo  fwete,  gentill,  and  amorous  ? 
Withdrawe  thy  fentence  and  be  gracious. 
As  you  were  ner,  fo  fhewith  througli  thy  dede 
A  wrekeful  fentence  givin  on  Crefeide. 

Than  Cynthia,  whan  Saturne  paft  awa.ie. 
Out  of  her  fete  difcendid  doune  blive, 
And  red  a  bill  on  Crefeide  where  fhe  laie. 
Containing  this  fentence  diffinitive. 
Fro  hele  of  body  here  I  the  deprive, 
And  to  thy  fikeneffe  flial  be  no  recure, 
But  in  dolour  thy  dayis  to  endure ; 

Thy  criftal  eyen  mengid  with  blode  I  make, 
Thy  voice  fo  clere  unplefaunt  here  and  hace, 
Thy  luftie  lere  orfpred  with  fpottis  blake. 
And  Itimpis  hawe  appering  in  thy  face, 
"Wheie  tl*ou  comift  eche  man  fliall  flie  the  place ; 
'  Thus  ftialt  thou  go  begging  fro  hous  to  hous 
With  cuppc  and  clappir,  like  a  Lazarous. 

This  dolie  dreme,  this  ugly  vifioun, 
Brought  till  an  ende,  Crefeide  fro  it  awoke, 
And  all  that  courte  and  convocacioun 
"Vanifhed  awaie ;  than  rofe  fhe  up  and  toke 
A  polifhed  glaffe,  and  her  fhadowe  couth  Ibke, 
And  whan  fhe  fawe'  her  vifage  fo  deformate 
If  ihe  in  herte  were  wo  I  n^ote,  God  wate. 

Weping  fulfore,  Lo!  what  it  is  (quod  flie) 
With  froward  langage  for  to  move  and  ftere 
Our  crabbid  goddes !  and  fo*  is  fene  ■on  me ; 
My  blafpheming  now  have  I  bought  ful  dere. 
All  yerthly  joie  and  mirthe  I  fet  arere ; 
Alas  this  daie,  alas  this  woful  tide. 
Whan  I  began  with  my  goddis  to  chide  I 

By  this  was  faied  a  childe  came  fro  the  hal 
To  warne  Crefeide  the  fuppir  was  redie, 
yirfl  knockid  at  the  dore,  and  eft  couth  call, 
Madame,  your  fathir  biddith  you  cum  in  hie, 
He  hath  marveile  fo  long  on  grofe  ye  lie. 
And  faith  your  bedis  beth  to  long  fomdele. 
The  goddis  wote  all  your  entent  full  wele. 

Xjuod  fhe,  Faire  child,  go  to  my  fathir  dere, 
And  praie  him  come  to  fpeke  with  me  anon  ; 
And  fo  he  did,  and  faied,  Doughtir,  what  cherc  ? 
Alas  !  (quod  flie)  fathir,  my  mirthe  is  gone,. 
How  fo  ?  (quod  he)  and  flie  gan  all  expone 
As  I  have  told,  the  vengeaunce  and  the  wrake 
For  her  trefpas  Cupide  on  her  couth  take. 
•  -He  lokid  on  her  ugly  4epir's  face. 
The  whiche  before  was  white  as  lily  flour. 
Wringing  his  handes  oftimis  faied  Alace 
That  he  had  liv^d  to  fe  that  wofull  hour  I 
For  he  knewe  well  that  there  was  no  focour 
To  her  fikneffe,  and  that  doublid  his  pain  : 
Thus  was  there  care  inow  betwixt  'hem  twain. 

Whan  thei  togidir  mournid  had  full  lang, 
Quod  Crefeide,  Fathir,  1  would  nat  be  kende, 
Therfore  in  fecrete  wife  ye  let  me  gauge 
To  yon  hofpitall  at  the  toun'is  ende, 
And'thidir  fome  mete  for  charite  me  fende 
To  live  upon,  for  all  mirth  in  this  yerth 
|g  fro  me  gone,  foche  is  my  wickid  werth. 


\ 


Whan  in  a  mantill  and  a  bevii'  hat, 
With  cuppe  ana  clappir,  wondir  privil/ 
He'  opened  a  fecrete  gate,  and  out  therat 
Conveyid  her  that  no  man  fhould  efpie. 
There  to  a  village  halfe  a  mile  therebie 
Delivered  her  in  at  the  fpittill  hous, 
And  daily  fente  her  /part  of  his  almous. 

Sum  knew  her  well,  and  fum  had  no  knowlege 
Of  her,  bicaufe  fhe  was  fo  deformate. 
With  bills  blake  orfpred  in  her  vifage. 
And  her  faire  colour  fadid  and  alt' er ate ; 
Yet  thei  prefumid  for  her  hie  regrate 
And  ftill  mourning  fhe  was  of  noble  kin. 
With  bittir  will  there  thei  tokin  her  in. 

The  daie  paflid,  and  Phoebus  went  to  reft, 
The  cloudis  blake  orwhelid  all  the  fkie, 
God  wote  if  Crefeide  were  a  forowfuU  gefl, 
Seirg  that  uncouth  fare  and  herborie  ; 
But  mete  or  drinke  Ihe  drefiid  her  to  lie 
In  a  darke  cornir  of  the  hous  alone. 
And  on  this  wife  weping  flie  made  her  mone. 
Here  falo'weth  the  complaint  of  Crefeide, 

O  foppe  of  forowe  fonkin  into  care  ! 
O  caitife  Crefeide  now^  and  evirmare  ! 
Gon  is  thy  joie  and  al  thy  mirthe  in  yerth ; 
Of  all  blithnefle  now  art  thou  blake  and  bare; 
There  is  no  falve  that  helpin  male  thy  fare; 
Fell  is  thy  fortune,  wickid  is  thy  werthe. 
Thy  blifle  is  banifhed,  and  thy  bale  unberde ; 
Undir  the  grete  God  if  I  gravin  ware 
Wher  men  of  Grece  ne  yet  of  Troie  might  herd ! 

Where  is  thy  chambir  wantonly  befene. 
With  burly  bed  andblankits  broudid  bene, 
Spicis  and  wine  to  thy  colatioun. 
The  cuppis  all  of  gold  and  fdver  fhene, 
Thy  fwete  metis  fervid  in  platis  clene, 
With  favere  fauce  of  a  gode  fafliioun. 
Thy  gaie  garmentes  with  many  godely  goun. 
Thy  plefaunt  laune  pinnid  with  goldin  pene  ? 
All  is  arere  thy  grete  roiall  renoun. 

Where  is  thy  gardein  with  thy  Grecis  gaie, 
And  frefhe  flouris,  which  the  queue  Floraie 
Had  paintid  plefauntly  in  every  paine. 
Where  thou  were  wont  full  merily  in  Maie 
To  walke,  andtake  the  dewe  by  it  was  daie, 
And  here  the  merle  and  mavife  many  one, 
With  ladies  faire  in  carolling  ^o  gone. 
And  is.  ther  roiall  renkis  in  ther  raie  ? 

This  kpir  loge  take  for  thy  godely  boure, 
And  for  thy  bed  take  now  a  bounche  of  flro, 
For  wailid  wine  and  metis  thou  had  tho 
Take  moulid  bred,  pirate  and  fidir  foure. 
But  cuppe  and  clappir  is  all  now  ago. 

My  ckre  voice  and  my  courtly  carolling 
Is  ranke  as  roke,  full  hidous  here  and  bace, 
Deformid  is  the  figure  of  my  face, 
To  loke  on  it  no  peple  hath  liking. 
So  fped  in  fight,  I  faie  with  fore  fighing 
Lying  emong  the  lepir  folke,  Alas  ! 

O  ladies  faire  of  Troie  and  Grace  !  attende 
My  freile  fortune,  mine  infelicite 
My  grete  mifchefe  which  no  man  can  amend 
And  in  your  xninde  a  mirrour  mak^  of-Ki«      '  ■ 
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As  1  am  now  paravlnture  that  ye. 
For  al  your  might,  may  come  to  the  fame  ende 
Or  ellis  worfe,  if  any  worfe  maie  be  ; 
Beware  therefore,  approchith  nere  your  ende. 

Nought  is  your  fairneffe  but  a  fading  floure, 
Nought  is  your  famous  laude  and  hie  honour 
But  winde  inflate  in  othir  mennis  eres. 
Your  rofing  redde  to  roting  fhall  retoure, 
Exemple  make  of  me  in  your  memoure. 
Which  of  foche  thingis  wofuU  witnes  beres, 
Al  welth  m  yerth  as  wind  awaie  it  weres  ; 
Beware  therfore,  approchith  nere  your  hour. 

Thus  chiding  with  her  drerie  deftine 
Weping  fhe  woke  the  night  fro  ende  to  ende  : 
But  all  in  vain  ;  her  dole,  her  careful!  crie. 
Might  not  remede,  ne  yet  her  mourning  mend  ; 
A  lepir  ladie  rofe  and  to  her  wende, 
And  faied,  Why  fpurnifl  thou  again  the  wall 
To  fie  thy  felf,  and  mende  nothing  at  all  ? 

Sith  that  thy  weping  but  doublith  thy  wo, 
1  counfaile  the  make  vertue  of  a  nede, 
Go  lerne  to  clappe  thy  clappir  to  and  fro, 
And  lerne  aftir  the  lawe  of  lepers  lede. 
There  was  no  bote,  but  forthwith  than  fhe  yede 
Fro  place  to  place,  while  cold  and  hungir  fere 
Compellid  her  to  be  a  ranke  beggore. 

That  fame  time  of  Troie  the  garnifoun, 
Whiche  had  the  cheftain  worthy  Troilus 
Through  jeoperdy  of  warre  had  flrikin  doun 
Knightis  of  Grece  in  nombir  marvellous. 
With  grette  triumphe  and  laude  viftorious 
Again  to  Troie  right  roially  thei  rode 
The  waie  wher  Crefeide  with  the  lepir  ftode. 

Seing  that  companie  come  with  o  fteven 
Thei  gave  a  crie,  and  fhoke  cuppis,  Gode  fpede, 
Worthie  lordis  !   for  Godd'is  love  of  heven 
To  us  lepirs  part  of  your  almofe  dede  ! 
Than  to  her  crie  noble  Troilus  toke  hede. 
Having  pite,  nere  by  the  place  gan  pas 
Where  Crefeide  fat,  nat  weting  what  Ihe  was. 

Than  upon  him  fhe  keft  up  bothe  her  eyen, 
And  with  a  blinke  it  come  intill  his  thought 
That  he  fomtime  her  face  before  had  fein, 
But  ftie  was  in  foche  plight  he  knew  her  nought. 
Yet  than  her  loke  into  his  minde  he  brought. 
The  fwete  vifage  and  amorous  blenking 
Of  faire  Crefeide,  fomtime  his  own  deriing. 

No  wondir  was  fuppofe  In  mind  that  he 
Toke  her  figure  fo  fone ;  and  lo  !  now  why 
The'  idea  of  a  thing  in  cafe  male  be 
So  depe  enprlntid  in  the  fantafie 
That  it  deludlth  the  wittes  outwardly. 
And  fo  appereth  in  forme  and  like  eftate 
Within  the  minde  as  it  was  figurate.  _  . 

A  fparke  of  love  than  til  his  hert  couth  fprjng, 
And  kindilld  his  body  in  a  fire 
With  bote  fevir,  in  fvvette,  and  trembiling 
Him  toke,  while  he  was  redie  to  exfpire ; 
To  here  his  fhllde  his  brefl  begon  to  tire. 
Within  a  while  he  chaungid  many'  a  hewe, 
And  nerthelesnat  one  anothir  kncwe. 

For  knightly  pite  and  memoriell 
Of  faire  Crefeide  a  girdill  gan  he  take, 
A  Durfe  of  gokle,  and  many'  a  gaie  Jewell, 


And  in  the  Ikirte  of  Crefeide  doun  gan  Ihake, 
Than  rode  awaie,  and  nat  aworde  he  fpake, 
Penfife  In  herte,  while  he  came  to  the  toune, 
And  for  grete  care  oft  fith  alraofte  fell  doune. 

The  lepre  folke  to  Crefeide  then  couth  drawr. 
To  fe  the  equall  diflrlbucioun 
Of  the  almofe;  but  whan  the  golde  they  fawc 
Eche  one  to  othir  privily  gan  roun. 
And  faied.  Yon  lorde  hath  more  afFe«5lioun, 
Flower  it  be,  unto  yon  Lazarous 
Than  to  us  all,  we  knewe  by  his  almous. 

What  lorde  is  yon,  (-quod  fhe)  have  yenofclej 
That  doeth  to  us  fo  grete  humanite  ? 
Yes,  quod  a  lepre  man,  I  knowe  him  wele, 
Troilus  it  is,  a  knight  gentle  and  fre.  i 

Whan  Crefeide  undirftode  that  it  was  be 
Stiffir  than  ftele  there  fterte  a  bittir  flound 
Throughout  her  hert,  and  fill  doune  to  the  ground. 

Whan  flie,  orcome  with  fighing  fore  and  fa4» 
With  many'  a  carefull  crie  and  cold  atone. 
Now  Is  my  brefl  with  flormie  floundis  ftad, 
Wrappid  In  wo,  oh  wretchfull  will  of  one! 
Than  fell  In  fwoun  ful  oft  or  ihe  would  fone. 
And  evir  In  her  fwouning  cried  fhe  thus, 

0  falfe  Crefeide,  and  true  knight  Troilus! 
Thy  love,  thy  laude,  and  ail  thy  gentilneiTe-, 

1  comptid  fmall  in  my  profperite. 
So  efflatid  I  was  in  wantonneffe. 

And  clarabe  upon  the  fickle  whele  fo  hie, 
All  falthe  and  love  I  promittid  to  the 
Was  in  thy  felf  fiklll  and  furious  ; 

0  falfe  Crefeide,  and  true  knight  Troilus ! 
For  love  of  me  thou  kept  thy  countinaunce 

Honeft  and  chafl  in  converfacion ; 

Of  all  women  prote<9:our  and  defence 

Thou  were,  and  helpid  ther  opinion  : 

My  minde  on  fleflily  foule  affe6tion 

Was  enclihid  to  luftis  lecherous  ; 

Fie,  falfe  Crefeide  I  o  true  knight  Troilus! 

Lovirs,  beware,  and  take  gode  hede  about 
Whom  that  ye  love,  for  whan  ye  fuffre  pain 

1  let  you  wit  there  Is  right  fewe  throughout 
Whom  ye  maie  truft  to  have  true  love  again  j 
Prove  whan  you  woll,  your  labour  is  In  vainj 
Therfore  I  rede  ye  take  them  as  ye  finde, 
For  thei  are  fad  as  wedlrcocke  In  winde 

Bicaufe  I  knowe  the  grete  unilableneffe, 
Brittle  as  glaffe,  unto  my  felfe  I  faie, 
Trufting  in  othir  as  grete  brutllneffe, 
As  inconftaunt,  and  as  untrue  of  faie; 
Though  fome  be  true  I  wot  right  few  ar  thei  ; 
Who  findlth  truthe  let  him  his  lady  rufe ; 
None  but  my  felf  as  now  I  woll  accufe. 

Whan  this  was  fald,  with  papir  fhe  fat  doun. 
And  in  this  manir  made  her  Teflament; 
Here  I  bequeth  my  corfe  and  carloun 
With  wormis  and  with  todis  to  be  rent. 
My  cuppe,  my  clappir,  and  mine  ornament. 
And  all  my  gold,  thefe  lepie  folke  fhall  have^ 
Whan  I  am  dedde  to  burie  me  in  grave. 

This  roiall  ring,  fet  with  this  ruble  redde, 
Whiche  Troilus  in  dowrie  to  me  fende, 
To  him  again  I-  ieve  It  whan  I  am  dedde, 
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To  make  my  careful  Jet'n  unto  him  kende  . 
Thus  I  conchide  fhortly  and  make  an  ende ; 
My  fp'rit  I  leve  to  Diane,  where  flie  dwelles, 
To  walke  with  her  in  waft  wodis  and  welles. 

0  Diomede  !  thou  hait  bothe  broche  and  belte 
Whiche  Troilus  gave  me  in  tokining 
Of  his  true  love  ;  and  with  that  worde  ftie  fwelt. 
'Aiidfone  a  lepirman  toke  off  the  rlwr, 
'I'han  buried  her  withoutin  tarying; 
To  Troihis  forthwitii  the  ring  he  biire, 
And  of  Crcfeide  the  deth  he  gan  declare. 

Whan  he  had  herd  he"r  gtete  infirmite. 
Her  Icgacie,  and  lamentacioun, 
And  how  (he  endid  in  fuch  poverte, 
He  fwelte  for  wo,  and  fell  doune  in  a  fwoun, 
For  foiovvc-iiis  hertc  to  braft  wasboun. 


Sighing  full  fadly  faied  I  can  no  mor?. 
She  was  untrue,  and  wo  is  me  therforc 

Some  faith  he  mii6e  a  tombe  of  marble  gfaic, 
And  wrote  her  name  and  fnperfcripcioufl, 
And  laid  it  on  her  grave  whereas  ftis  laie, 
In  golden  lettirs,  conteining  this  refoun  ; 
Lo!  faire  ladies,  C:efeiJe  of  Troie  toun, 
Somtime  comptid  the  floure  of  womanhed, 
Undir  this  llone,  late  1-jpir,  lyith  dedde  ! 

Now  worthy  women^  in  this  balade  fliort^ 
Made  for  your  worlhip  and  inftruAion, 
Of  charite  I  monilhe  and  exhorte, 
Minge  nat  your  love  with  falfe  difcepcion, 
Bere  in  your  minde  this  fore  concjufion 
Of  faire  Crefeide  as  I  have  faied  before  ; 
Sith  ihe  is  dcdde  1  fpeke  of  hev  no  more. 
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A  THOUSAND  timls  I  havc  herd  men  tell 
That  there  is  joie  in  heven  and  pain  in  hell. 
And  I  acord  it  wele  that  it  is  fo, 
'  But  natheleffe  yet  wot  I  wele  alfo 
That  there  n'isnon  dwelling  in  this  countrc 
That  eithir  hath  in  heven  or  hell  ibe, 
Ne  male  of  it  none  othir  waies  wittin 
But  as  he  herd  faied  or  found  it  writtin. 
For  by  aflaie  there  male  no  man  it  preve. 

But  God  forbede  b«t  that  men  ftiuldin  leve 
Well  more  thing  than  thei  han  feen  witli  eye  ! 
Men  ftiall  nat  wenin  every  thing  a  lie 
But  if  himfelf  it  feeth  or  els  it  doeth, 
For  God  wote  thing  is  nevir  the  leffe  foth 
Though  every  wight  ne  male  it  not  ife. 

Bernarde  the  monke  ne  faugh  not  all  parde, 
Than  mote  we  to  bokis  that  we  finde,  ^ 
(Through  which  the  olde  thingis  ben  In  minde) 
And  to  the  dodrine  of  thefe  olde  wife, 
Yeve  credence  in  ev^ry  IkilfuU  \rik. 
That  tellin  of  thefe  old  apprevid  flories 
Of  holines,  of  reignia,  of  vicftories, 
Of  love,  of  hate,  and  othir  fondrie  thingcs, 
Of  whiche  1  maie  not  makin  reherfinges ; 
And  if  that  old3  bokis  were  awale 
1  lorne  were  of  all  remembraunce  the  kaie. 

Well  ought  us  than  honourin  andbeleve 
Thefe  bokis  there  we  han  none  othir  preve. 

And  as  for  me,  though  that  1  can  but  lite, 
On  bokis  for  to  rede  I  me  delite, 
And  to  'hem  yeve  I  faithe  and  ful  credence. 
And  in  mine  herte  have  'hem  in  reverence 
So  hertily,  that  there  is  game  none 
That  fro  my  bokis  makith  me  to  gone, 
But  it  be  feldorae,  on  the  holie  dale, 
Save  certainly  whan  that  the  month  of  Maie 
Is  comin,  and  1  here  the  foulis  fing,     _ 
And  that  the  flouris  ginnin  fop  to  fpnng, 


#  Some  ladies  in  the  court  took  offence  at  Chaucer's 
hr* e  °pe.ches  aRaiuft  the  untruth  »' -""I": V^''f ,f.^',V^! 
f>,.'?„„'^„„;   ;o,,i    him  to  compile  tins   buuk  iii  the  com- 


Farewell  my  boke  and  my  devocion. 

Now  have  I  than  eke  this  condicion, 
That  above  all  tl'.e  flouris  in  the  mede 
Than  love  I  mofte  thefe  flouris  white  and  redtj 
Soche  that  men  callin  Daifies  in  our  toun; 
To  them  have  I  fo  grete  afl'edioun, 
As  I  faied  erll,  whan  comin  is  the  Maie, 
That  in  my  bedde  there  dawith  me  no.daie 
That  I  n'am  up  and  walking  in  the  medc 
To  fene  this  Qoure  ayenft  tlie  funn8  fprede 
Whan  it  uprifith  erly  by  the  morowe  ; 
That  bliefuU  fight  foftinith  all  my  forowe  ; 
So  glad  am  I  when  that  I  have  prefence 
Of  it  to  doin  it  all  reverence, 
As  (he  that  is  of  all  flouris  ihfi  floure, 
Fulfillid  of  all  vertue  and  honoure. 
And  evir  ilike  faire  and  freflie  of  hewe 
As  wel  in  wintir  as  in  fumrair  newe; 
This  love  I  evre'.and  fhall  until  I  die. 
All  fwere  I  not  of  this,  I  woU  nat  lie. 

Thefe  lovid  no  wight  hottir  in  his  life ; 
And  whan  that  it  is  eve  I  renne  blithe, 
As  fone  as  evir  the  funne  ginnith  well. 
To  fene  this  floure  how  it  woll  go  to  refl  j 
For  fere  of  night,  fo  hatith  flie  dcfknefle. 
Her  chere  ia  plainly  fpred  in  the  brightnelTe 
Of  the  funne,  for  there  it  woll  unclofe  : 
Alas  that  I  ne'  had  Englifhe,  rime,  or  profc, 
Suf&iaunt  this  floure  to  praife  aright ! 
But  helpith  ye  that  han  conning  and  might, 
Ye  lovirs,  that  can  make  of  fentimcnt ; 
In  this  cafe  ought  ye  to  be  diligent 
To  forthrin  me  fomwhat  in  my  labour. 
Whether  ye  ben  with  the  Lefe  or  the  Flour, 
For  well  I  wote  that  ye  han  here  beforne 
Of  making  ropen  and  lad  awaie  the  corne, 
And  I  come  aftir  glening  here  and  there, 
-  And  am  full  glad  if  I  maie  findc  an  ere 
Of  any  godely  worde  that  ye  han  lefte ; 
And  though  it  happe  me  to  reherfln  eft 
That  ye  han  in  your  frelhe  fongis  faied 
Forberith  me,  and  beth  not  ill  apaied, 
Sith  that  ye  fe  I  doe  It  in  the'  honour 
Of  Love,  and  ek?  in  Service  of  the  fiourj 
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Whom  that  I  ferve  as  I  have  wit  or  might ; 

She  is  the  clereneffc  and  the  very  light 

That  in  this  derke  world  me  windith  ^nd  ledeth  ; 

The  hert  within  my  wofull  brefl:  you  dredeth 

And  loveth  fo  fore,  that  ye  ben  verily 

The  maiftris  of  my  wit  and  nothing  I; 

My  worde,  my  workes,  is  knit  fo  in  your  bonde, 

That  as  an  harpe  obeyith  to  the  honde, 

And  makith  foune  aftir  bis  fingiring, 

Right  fo  mowe  ye  out  of  mine  herte  bring 

Soch  voice  right  as  you  lift  to  laugh  or  pain ; 

Be  ye  my  guide  and  ladie  foverain  : 

As  to  mine  yerthly  god  to  you  [  call 

Bothe  in  this  werke  and  my  forowis  all. 

But  wherfore  that  I  fpake  to  yeve  cfedence 

To  old  ftories.  and  doen  'hem  reverence. 

And  that  men  muftin  more  thing  bileve 

Than  men  may  fene  at  eye  or  ellis  preve, 

That  fliall  I  fein  whan  that  I  fe  my  time ; 

1  maie  not  all  at  onis  fpeke  in  rime ; 

My  bufie  ghoft,  that  thurftith  alwaie  newe     . 

To  fene  this  flour  fo  yong,  fo  fre'"  e  of  hewe, 

Conftrainid  me  with  fo  gredie  defire 

That  in  mine  herte  I  felin  yet  the  fire 

That  made  me  to  rife  er  it  were  dale. 

And  this  was  now  the  firft  morowe  of  Maie, 

With  dredfuU  herte  and  glad  devocion 

For  to  ben  at  the  refurredtion 

Of  this  flour^,  whan  that  it  ftiould  unclofe 

Again  the  funne,  that  rofe  as  redde  as  rofe. 

That  in  the  breft  was  of  the  beft  that  dale 

That  Agenor'is  doughtir  ladde  awaie  ; 

And  doune  on  knees  anon  right  I  me  fette, 

And  as  I  could  this  frelhe  floure  I  grette, 

Kneling  alwaie  till  it  unclofid  was 

Upon  the  fmall,  and  foft,  and  fwete  gras. 

That  was  with  flouris  fwete  embroudid  al. 

Of  foche  fwetneffe  and  foche  odour  oer  all 

That  for  to  fpekin  of  gomme,  herbe,  or  tre, 

Comparifon  maie  none  imakid  be, 

For  it  furmountith  plainly  all  odoures, 

And  of  riche  beaute  the  moft  gaye  of  floures. 

Forgottin  had  the  yerth  his  pore  eftate 

Of  wintir,  that  him  nakid  made  and  mate. 

And  w.ith  his  fworde  of  colde  fo  fori  greved; 

Now  hath  the'  atempre  fonne  al  that  releved 

That  nakid  was,  and  clad  it  newe  again  ; 

The  fnialle  foulis,  of  the  fefon  fain. 

That  of  the  panter  and  the  net  ben  fcaped. 

Upon  the  foulir  that  'hem  made  awhaped 

In  wintir,  and  deftroyid  had  ther  brode, 

In  his  difpite  them  thought  it  did  'hem  gode 

To  fmg  of  him,  and  in  ther  fong  difpife 

The  foule  chorle  that  for  his  covitife 

Had  'hem  betrayid  with  his  fophiftric  : 

This  was  ther  fong ;  The  foulir  we  defie. 

And  all  his  crafte  :  and  fome  yfongin  clere 

Layis  of  Jove,  that  joie  it  was  to  here, 

In  worfliipping  and  praifing  of  her  make. 

And  for  the  newe  blisfuU  fomir's  fake; 

Upon  the  braunchis  full  of  blofmis  foft 

In  ther  delite  tliei  tt/urnid  'hem  full  oft. 

And  fongin,  Bliflid  be  Sain£t  Valentine ! 

For  pn  his  dale  I  chtffe  you  to  be  mine,     •  ' 


Withoutin  f  epenting,  mine  herte  fwetd ! 

And  therwithall  their  beckis  .gonnin  mete, 

Yelding  honour  and  humble  obeifaunce 

To  Love,  and  didden  ther  othir  obfervaunce 

That  longith  unto  love  and  to  nature ; 

Conftrewe  that  as  you  lift;  I  doe  no  cure: 

And  tho  that  had  doin  unkindenefle. 

As  doeth  the  tidife  for  newefangelneffe, 

Befoughtin  mercie  of  ther  trefpafmg. 

And  humilly  fongin  ther  repenting. 

And  fworin  on  the  blofmis  to  be  true, 

So  that  ther  makis  woulcf  upon  'hem  rue  r 

And  at  the  laft  thei  madin  ther  acorde. 

All  found  thei  Daungir  for  the  time  a  lorde, 

Yet  Pite  thorough  his  ftrong  gentill  might 

Foryave,  and  mad2  mercy  paffin  right 

Through  Innocence  and  rulid  Curtefie  ; 

But  I  ne  clcpe  nat  innocence  folic, 

Ne  falfe  pite,  for  vertue  is  the  mene. 

As  Ethicke  faieth,  in  foche  manir  I  mene  5 

And  thus  thefe  foulis,  voide  of  all  malice, 

Accordidin  to  love,  and  laftin  vice . 

Of  hate,  and  fongin  all  of  one  acorde. 

Welcome  Si  mmir,  our  governour  and  lordc  I 

And  Zephyrus  and  Flora  gentilly 

Yave  to  the  flouris  foft  and  tendirly 

Ther  fote  breth,  and  made  'hem  for  to  fprede, 

As  god  and  goddeffe  of  the  flourie  mede, 

In  whiche  me  thought  I  might  dale  by  dale 

Dwellin  alwaie  the  joly  monthe  of  Maie 

Withoutin  flepe,  withoutin  mete  or  drinke  : 

Adoune  full  foftily  I  gan  to  finke. 

And  lening  on  my  elbowe  and  my  fide 

The  longe  daie  I  fliope  me  for  to'  abide, 

For  nothing  ellis,  and  I  fliall  nat  lie, 

But  for  to  lokin  upon  the  DaiCe, 

That  well  by  refon  men  it  calle  maie 

The  Daifie,  or  els  the  eye  of  the  daie. 

The  emprife,  and  the  floure  of  flouris  all  : 

I  praie  to  God  that  faire  mote  flie  fall. 

And  all  that  lovin  flouris  for  her  fake  ] 

But  natheleffe  ne  wene  nat  that  I  make 

In  praifin  of  the  Floure  again  the  Lefe 

No  m.ore  than  of  the  corne  again  the  fliefe, 

For  as  to  me  n'is  levir  none  ne  lother ; 

I  n'am  witholdin  yet  with  neithir  nother, 

Ne'  I  u'oi  who  fervith  Lefe  ne  who  the  Floute; 

Wellbroukin  thei  therfervice  or  laboure; 

For  this  thing  is  all  of  anothir  tonne. 

Of  old  ftorie,  er  f  che  thing  was  begonne. 

Whan  that  the  funne  out  of  the  fouth  gan  weft, 

And  that  this  floure  gan  clofe  and  gon  to  reft, 

For  derknes  of  the  night  the  whiche  flie  dredc^ 

Home  to  mine  houfe  full  fwiftly  I  me  fpede 

To  gone  to  reft,  and  erly  for  to  rife 

To  fene  this  floure  to  fprede  as  I  devife; 

And  In  a  little  herbir  that  I  have. 

That  benchid  was  of  turvis  frefla  igrave, 

I  bad  men  ftiouldin  me  my  couche  make* 

For  deinte  of  the' new:  fommir's  fake 

I  bad  'hem  ftrawin  flouris  on  my  bedde  : 

Whan  I  was  laied  and  had  mine  eyin  hedde 

I  fell  aflepe,  and  flept  an  houre  or  two 

Me  met  how  I  laie  in  the  midaws  tho' 


■I'd  Tcne  this  floure  that  I  love  fo  and  drede, 

And  from  aferre  came  walking  in  the  medc 

The  god  of  Love,  and  in  his  hande  a  quene, 

And  fhe  Was  clad  in  roiall  habite  grene, 

A  fret  of  golde  fhe  had  next  her  here, 

And  upon  that  a  white  coroune  fhe  here 

With  fltiurounis  fmall,  and,  I  (hall  natlie, 

For  all  the  worlde  right  as  a  Daifie 

Icrounid  is,  with  white  levis  lite. 

So  were  the  florotms  of  her  croune  white, 

For  of  o  perL  fine  orientall 

Her  white  coroune  was  Imakid  all 

For  which  the  white  coroune  above  the  grene 

Ymade  her  like  a  Daifie  for  to  fene 

Confidrid  eke  her  fret  of  gold  above; 

Iclothid  was  this  mightie  god  of  Love 

In  filke  embroididjfuU  of  grene  greves, 

In  whichc  there  was  a  fret  of  red  rofe  leves. 

The  frcfhifl.  fens  the  worlde  was  firft  bigon  ; 

His  gilt  here  was  ycrounid  with  a  fon 

In  flede  of  gold,  for  hevineffe  and  weighty 

Therwith  me  thought  his  face  fhone  fo  bright 

That  well  unnethis  might  I  him  behold. 

And  in  his  hand  methought  I  fawe  him  hold 

Two  firie  dartis  as  the  gledis  rede, 

And  angelike  his  wingis  fawe  I  fprede  ; 

And  all  be  that  men  fain  thatblinde  is  he 

Algatisme  thought  that  he  might  wele  fe, 

lor  flernily  on  me  he  gan  behold. 

So  that  hisloking  doeth  inin  herte  cold; 

And  by  the  hande  he  helde  this  noble  quene, 

Crounid  with  white,  and  clotbid  al  in  grene; 

So  womanly,  fo  benigne,  and  fo  mekc. 

That  in  this  worlde  though  that  men  woldin  fefee 

Halfe  her  beaute  ne  fliouldin  thei  nat  finds 

In  creture  that  yformid  is  by  Kinde, 

And  therfore  male  I  fain,  as  thinkith  mcj 

This  fong  in  praifmg  of  this  ladie  fre  : 

Hide,  Abfolon,  thy  gilt;  trelTis  clerej 
Hefter,  laie  thou  thy  mekeneffe  all  adoun^ 
Hide,  Jonathas,  all  thy  frendly  manere, 
Penelope,  and  Marcia  Catoun, 
Make  of  your  wifehode  no  comparifoun. 
Hide  ye  your  beauties  Ifoude  and  Heleln, 
My  ladie  cometh,  that  all  this  maie  diftain. 

Thy  faire  bodie  ne  let  it  not  appere 
Lavine,  and  thou  Lucrece  of  Rome  toun, 
And  Polyxene,  that  boughtin  love  fo  dere', 
And  Cleopatra,  with  all  thy  paflioun, 
Hide  ye  your  trouthe  of  love  and  your  renourij 
And  thou  Thilbe,  that  hafl  of  love  ft)che  pain^ 
My  ladie  cometh,  that  all  this  maie  diftain. 

Heiro,  Dido,  l.aodomia',  ifere, 
And  Phyllis,  hanging  for  Demophoonj 
And  Canace,  efpyid  by  thy  chere, 
Hypfipyle,  betrayid  by  Jafon, 
Makith  of  your  trouth  neithir  bofie  ne  fouri, 
Nor  Hypermneftra'  or  Ariadne,,  ye  twaine, 
My  ladie  cometh,  that  all  this  maie  diftain. 

Thisbalade  maie  full  well  ifongin  be, 
As  I  have  faid  crft,  by  my  ladie  frc; 
For  certainly  all  thefe  mowe  not  fuffice 
To'  apperin  with  my  ladie  in  no  wife. 

Vol,  L 
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For  as  the  funn^  woli  the  fire  difitiiri. 
So  pafhth  all  my  ladie  foverain, 
That  is  fo  godc,  fo  faire,  fo  debonaire, 
I  praie  to  God  that  evir  fall  her  faire  ! 
For  ne  had  comiort  ben  of  her  prefencfl 
I  had  ben  dedde  without  any  defenc; 
For  drede  of  Lov'is  wordis  and  his  chercj 
As  whan  time  is  hereaftir  ye  fhall  here. 

Behinde  this  god  of  Love  upon  the  grene 
I  fawe  coming  of  ladyis  ninetene, 
In  roial  habit,  a  full  efie  pace. 
And  aftir  t'hem  of  viromen  foche  a  trace 
1  hat  fens  that  God  Adam  had  made  of  yerth 
Tke  thirde  part  of  mankinds,  or  the  fcrth, 
Ne  wende  I  nat  by  pofllbilite 
Had  cvir  in  this  wide  worlde  ibe, 
And  true  of  lo-s/e  thefe  women  were  echon  : 
Now  whether  was  that  a  wondir  thing  or  norJ^. 
That  right  anon  as  that  thei  gonne  efpic 
This  floure  whiche  that  I  clepe  the  Daifie, 
Full  fodamly  thei  Itintin  ail  at  ones. 
And  knelid  doune  as  it  were  for  the  noneSj 
And  fongin  with  o  voice,  He/e  and  honour 
To  trouth  of  tcomanbede,  and  to  this  flour ^ 
That  ber'ith  our  aldir prifi  in  jigurinv. 
Her  -white  coroune  tsrith  the  ivitnejjtng  ! 
And  with  that  worde  a  compaj^  enviroun 
Thei  fittih  'hem  full  foftily  adoun  : 
Firft  fat  the  god  of  Love,  and  fith  his  quencj 
With  the  white  coroune,  yclad  all  in  grene^ 
And  fithin  all  the  remnaunt  by  and  by. 
As  thei  wei-e  of  eftate,full  curtifly  ; 
Ne  nat  a  worde  was  fpokin  in  the  place 
The  mdtmtenance  of  a  furlong  waie  of  fpace* 

I  kneling  by  this  floure  in  gode  entent 
Abode  to  knowin  what  this  peple  ment 
As  ftill  as  any  ftone,  till  at  the  laft 
This  god  of  Love  on  me  his  eyin  caft, 
And  faid,  Who  knellth  there  ?  and  I  anfwer;! 
Unto  his  afking  whan  that  I  it  herdej 
And  faied,  Sir,  It  arri  I,  and  come  kim  nere, 
And  falued  hinii  (Q£od  he)  What  doeft  thou  hefe 
So  nigh  mine  owne  lioure  fo  boldily  f 
It  werinbettir  worthy  truily. 
A  worme  to  nighin  nere  my  flour  than  thotii 

And  why,  Sir,  (quod  I)  and  it  likith  you  ? 
For  thou  (quod  he)  art  therto  nbthing  able  • 
It  is  my  rtlike  digrte  and  delitable. 
And  thou  my  fo,  and  all  my  fi.lke  werrieft, 
A_nd  of  mine  old  fervauntis  thou  miffaieft, 
And  hinarift  'hem  with  thy  tranflacion^ 
And  lettili  folke  from  ther  devocion 
To  fervin  me,  and  hoidift  it  folie 
To  fervin  Love  ;  thou  maieft  it  nat  detiie. 
For  in  plain  text,  withoutin  nede  of  glofe. 
Thou'  haf^  tranflatid  The  Romaunt  of  the  P>,ofCj 
That  is  an  herefie  ayenft  my  lawe, 
And  makift  wife  folke  fro  me  to  withdrawe  \ 
And  of  Crefeiide  thou  haft  faide  as  the  lift, 
That  makith  men  to  women  leffe  to  trifte, 
That  ben  as  trewe  as  er  was  any  ftele  : 
Of  thine  anftvere  avifin  the  right  wele. 
For  though  that  th-ou  tenyid  haft  my  law's 
As  othir  wretch'is  have  done  many-  a  daic^ 
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By  Seint  Venus,  which  that  my  mothiris, 
If  that  thouvlive  thou  fiialt  repentin  this 
So  cruilly  that  it  flial  wel  be  fene. 

Tho  fpake  this  lady,  clothid  all  in  grene, 
And  fayid,  God,  right  of  your  curtifie 
Ye  rnote  herkin  if  that  he  can  replie 
Ayenft  al  this  that  ye  have  to  him  meved  ; 
A  God  ne  fhouldc  nat  be  thus  agreved, 
JBut  of  his  deite  he  fhall  be  flable. 
And  therto  gracious  and  merciable, 
And  if  ye  n'ere  a  god  that  knowin  all 
Than  might  it  be,  as  I  you  tellin  Ihall, 
This  man  to  you  maie  falfely  ben  accufed, 
That  as  by  right  him  oughtin  ben  excufed, 
For  in  your  court  is  many'  a  lofingeour, 
And  many  a  queint  totoler  accufour 
That  tabouren  in  your  eris  many'  a  foun 
Right  after  ther  imaginacioun 
To  have  your  daliaunce,  and  for  envy ; 
Thefe  ben  the  caufis,  and,  1  flial  nat  lie, 
Envie  is  lave'ndir  of  the  court  alwaie, 
For  fhe  ne  partith  neithir  night  ne  daie 
Out  of  the  houfe  of  Csfar,  thus  faith  Dant, 
Who  fo  that  goeth  algate  flie  wol  nat  want.  . 

And  eke  peraunter  for  this  man  is  nice 
He  mightin  done  it,  geffing  no  malice. 
But  for  he  ufith  thingis  for  to  make 
Him  reckith  nought  of  what  matir  he  take. 
Or  him  was  bodin  makin  thiike  tv/ey 
Of  fome  perfone,  and  durfl  it  nat  withfey. 
Or  him  repentith  uttirly  of  this. 
He  ne'  hath  nat  done  fo  grevoufly  amis 
To  tranflatin  that  olde  clerkis  writen, 
As  though  that  he  of  malice  would  enditen 
Difpite  of  Love,  and  had  himfelfe  it  wrought ; 
This  fhould  a  rightwife  lorde  have  in  his  thought. 
And  nat  be  like  tirauntes  of  Lombardie, 
That  han  no  rewarde  bat  at  tirannie; 
For  he  that  king  or  lorde  is  nature), 
Him  ought  not  be  a  tiraunt  ne  cruel 
As  a  fermour,  to  done  the  harme  he  can, 
He  muft  thinkin  it  is  his  liege  man, 
As  is  his  frefour,  and  his  golde  in  cofer, 
This  is  the  fentence  of  the  philofopher ; 
A  kinge  to  kepe  his  liegis  in  juflice, 
Withoutin  doute  that  is  his  office, 
Al  wol  he  kepe  his  lordes  in  ther  degre, 
As  it  is  right  and  fkil  that  thei  Ihoulde  be 
Enhaunfid  and  honourid,  and  mod  dere, 
For  thei  ben  halfegoddis  in  this  world  here. 
Yet  mote  he  done  both  right  to  pore  and  riche, 
Al  be  that  ther  eftate  be  nath  both  liche, 
And  have  of  povir  folke  compaffion  ; 
For  lo  the  gentil  kinde  of  the  lion  I 
For  whan  a  fiie  offendith  him  or  biteth 
He  with  his  taile  awaie  the  flie  yfmiteth 
Al  elily,  for  of  his  gent^rie 
Him  deinith  nat  to  wreke  him  on  a  flie. 
As  doeth  a  curre  or  els  anothir  befl ; 
In  noble  corage  ought  to  ben  arefl, 
And  wayin  every  thinge  by  equite. 
And  have  regarde  unto  his  owne  degre; 
For,  Sir,  it  is  no  maiftiie  for  a  lorde 
To  dampne  a  man  without  anfwere  of  v/ord 
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And  for  a  lorde  that  is  ful  foule  to  ufe  J 

And  it  fo  be  he  maie  him  nat  excufe, 

But  afkith  mercy  with  a  dredeful  herte. 

And  profirith  him  right  in  his  bare  Iherter 

To  ben  right  at  your  owne  jugement, 

Than  ought  a  god  by  fhort  avifement 

Confidre'  his  owne  honour  and  his  trefpace^ 

For  fith  no,  caufe  of  deth  lieth  in  this  cafe 

You  ought  to  ben  the  lightlier  merciable  : 

Letlith  your  ire,  and  beth  fomwhat  tretable  j 

The  man  hath  fervid  you  of  his  conninges, 

And  forthrid  well  your  law  in  his  makinges; 

Al  be  it  that  he  can  nat  wel  endite, 

Yet  hath  he  madin  leude  folke  delite 

To  fervin  you,  in  preifing  of  your  name  ; 

He  made  the  boke  that  bight  The  Houfe  of  Fame, 

And  eke  The  Deth  of  Blaunche  the  Ducheffe, 

And  The'  Parliament  of  Foulis,  as  I  geffe. 

And  al  The  Love  of  Palamon  and  Arcite 

Of  Thebis,  though  the  ftorie  is  knowen  lite. 

And  many  an  hymne  for  your  holy  dales. 

That  hightin  Balades,  Rondils,  Virelaies; 

And  for  to  fpeke  of  othir  holinefle, 

He  hath  in  proQ  tranflatid  Boece, 

And  made  The  Life  alfo  of  Saint  Cecile, 

He  madin  alfo,  gon  is  a  greate  while, 

Origines  upon  the  Maudelainc, 

Him  oughtin  now  to  have  the  lefe  palne  ; 

He  hath  made  many'  a  ley  and  many'  a  thing. 

Now  as  ye  be  a  god  and  eke  a  king, 
I  your  Alceile,  whilom  Quene  of  Thrace, 
I  afke  you  this  man  right  of  your  grace 
That  ye  him  nevir  hurte  in  al  his  live. 
And  he  fhal  fvverin  to  you,  and  that  blive. 
He  fhal  ner  more  agiltin  in  this  wife, 
But  flial  makin  as  ye  wol  him  devife 
Of  women  trewe  in  loving  al  their  life. 
Where  fo  ye  wol  of  maidin  or  of  wife. 
And  forthrin  you  as  muche  as  he  miffeide 
Or  in  The  Rofe,  or  ellis  in  Crefcide. 

The  god  of  Love  anfwerde  her  thus  anon;. 
Madame,  (quod  he)  itisfo  longe  agori' 
That  I  you  knew  fo  charitable'  and  trewe,. 
That  nevir  yet  fithin  the  worlde  was  newc 
To  me  ne  founde  I  bettir  none  than  ye; 
If  that  I  wol  yfavin  my  degre 
I  may  nor  wol  nat  v-^erne  your  requeft ; 
Al  lieth  in  you  ;  doth  with  him  as  you  lefl, 

I  al  foryeve  withoutin  lengir  fpace. 
For  who  fo  yeveth  a  yefte  or  doth  a  grace 
Do  it  betime,  his  thanke  flial  be  the  more. 
And  dcmith  ye  what  he  fhal  do  therefore. 

Go,  thankith  now  my  lady  here  (quod  he,} 
I  rofe,  and  down  Ifet  me  on  my  kne, 
And  fayid  thus  ;  Madame,  the  God  above 
For  yelde  you  that  ye  the  god  of  Love 
Have  makid  me  his  wratho  to  foryeve. 
And  give  me  grace  fo  longi  for  to  live 
That  I  maie  know  fothily  what  ye  be 
That  have  me  holpen  and  put  in  this  degre  i 
But  trewily  I  wende  as  in  this  caas 
Nought  have  agike  ne  done  to  Love  trefpas  • 
For  why?  a  trewe  man  withoutin  drede 
Hath  nat  to  partin  witli  a  thev'is  dede  r 
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Ne  a  trcwe  lovir  ought  me  not  to  blame 
Though  that  1  fpeke  a  falfe  lovir  fome  fhame, 
Thei  oughtin  rather  with  me  for  to  holde 
For  that  I  of  Crefeide  wrote  or  tolde, 
Or  of  the  Rofe  ;  what  fo  mine  author  ment 
Algatis  God  wote  it  was  mine  entent 
To  forthrin  trouth  in  love,  and  it  cherice, 
And  to  ben  ware  fro  falfeneffe  and  fro  vice, 
By  w^hiche  enfample  this  was  my  mening. 

And  fhe  anfwerde,  Let  be  thine  arguing, 
For  Love  ne  wol  not  countirpletid  be 
In  right  ne  wrong,  and  lefrie  that  of  me  : 
Thou  haft  thy  grace,  and  holde  the  right  therto  ; 
Now  woU  I  faine  what  penaunce  thou  flialt  do 
For  thy  trefpace  :   Underftandith  it  here 
Thou  fhalt  while  that  thou  livift  yere  by  yere 
Tlie  mofte  partie  of  thy  time  fpende 
In  making  of  a  glorious  Legende 
Of  Gode  Women,  both  maidinis  and  wlves,- 
That  werin  trewc  in  loving  all  ther  lives, 
And  tellin  of  falfe  men  that  'hem  betraien, 
That  al  ther  life  ne  do  nat  but  affaien 
How  many  women  thei  male  done  a  fhame^ 
For  in  your  world  that  is  nat  holde  a  game  5 
And  though  that  the  like  nat  a  lovir  be 
Speke  wel  of  love,  this  penaunce  yeve  1  thcj 
And  to  the  god  of  Love  I  fhal  fo  praie 
That  he  flial  charge  his  fervantes  by'  any  v/aic 
To  forthrin  the,  and  wel  thy  labour  quite  ; 
Go  now  thy  waie,  this  penaunce  is  but  lite; 
And  when  this  boke  is  made  yeve  it  the  Qnene 
On  my  behalfe,  at  Eltham  or  at  Shene. 
The  god  of  Love  gan  fmile,  and  than  he  feide  ; 
Woft  thou  (quod  he)  wherthisbe  wife  or  maide, 
Or  quene  or  countefTe,  or  of  what  degre. 
That  hath  fo  litill  penaunce  yevin  the. 
That  haft  defervid  forely  for  to  fmerte  ? 
But  pite  rennith  fone  in  gentle  herte, 
That  maift  thou  fene  ;  flie  kithith  what  fhe  is. 

And  I  anfwerde,  Naie,  Sir,  fo  have  I  blis. 
No  more  but  that  I  fe  wel  Ihe  is  gode. 

That  is  a  trewe  tale  by  mine  hode 
(Quod  Love)  and  that  thou  knowift  wel  parde, 
If  it  be  fo  that  thou  avife  the  : 
Haft  thou  nat  in  a  boke  in  thy  chefte 
The  grete  godeneffe  of  the  Quene  Alcefte, 
That  turnid  was  into  a  Daifie, 
She  that  for  her  hufbonde  chefe  to  die, 
And  eke  to  gone  to  hell  rathir  than  he, 
And  Hercules  refcuid  her  parde, 
And  brought  her  out  of  hel  againe  to  blis  ? 

And  I  anfwerde  againe,  and  fayid.  Yes; 
Now  knov/  I  her  ;  and  is  this  gode  Alcefte, 
The  Daiefie,  and  mine  owne  hert'is  refte  ? 
Now  felc  I  wel  the  godeneffe  of  this  wife. 
That  both  aftir  her  deth  and  in  her  life 
Her  grete  bounte  doublith  her  rcnoun, 
Wel  hath  flie  quit  rae  mine  affpdioun 


That  I  have  to  her  flour :  the  Daiefie  ; 

No  wondir  is  though  Jove  her  ftellifie. 

As  tellith  Agaton,  for  her  godeneffe, 

Her  white  corowne  berith  of  it  witneffe, 

For  all  fo  many  virtuis  had  flie 

As  fmal  florounis  in  her  crowne  be  ; 

In  remembraunce  of  her  and  in  honour 

Cybilla  made  the  Daiefie,  and  the  flour 

Icrownid  all  with  white,  as  men  maie  fe, 

And  Mars  yave  her  a  corown  red  parde, 

In  ftede  of  rubies  fet  among  the  white  ; 

Therwith  this  quene  woxe  red  for  fhame  alite 

Whan  fhe  was  praifid  fo  in  her  prefence. 

Than  fayid  Love,  A  ful  grete  negligence 

Was  it  to  the,  that  ilke  time  ^hou  made 

(Hide,  Abfolon,  thy  trejfis )  in  balade, 

That  thou  forgette  her  in  thy  fonge  to  fet te, 

Sith  that  thou  art  fo  gretly  in  her  dette, 

And  wotift  wel  that  kalender  is  fhe 

To  any  woman  that  \:q\  lovir  be, 

For  fhe  taught  all  the  crafte  of  trewe  loving, 

And  namily  of  wifehode  the  living. 

And  all  the  bondisthat  flie  ought  to  kepc ; 

Thy  litil  witte  was  thilkc  time  aflepe ; 

But  now  I  charge  the  upon  thy  life 

That  in  thy  Legende  thoa  make  of  this  wife. 

Whan  thou  haft  othir  fmale  imade  before  ; 

And  fare  now  wel,  I  charge  the  no  more. 

But  er  I  go  this  muche  1  vi^ol  the  tel, 

Ne  fhal  no  trewe  lovir  come  in  hel. 

Thefe  othir  ladies  fitting  here  arowe 
Ben  in  my  balade,  if  thou  conft  'hem  knowc. 
And  in  thy  bokis  althou  (halt  'hem  finde. 
Have  'hem  now  in  thy  Legende  al  in  niinde, 
I  mene  of  them  that  ben  in  thy  knowing, 
For  here  ben  twenty  thoufand^  mo  fitting 
Than  that  thou  luiowift,  and  gode  women  al. 
And  trewe  of  love,  for  ought  that  maie  befal; 
Makith  the  metris  of  'hem  as  the  lefte, 
I  mote  gone  home^  the  funne  drawith  wefte. 
To  Paradis,  with  al  this  companie, 
And  fervin  alwaie  the  frefh  Daifie  : 
At  Cleopatra'  I  wol  that  thou  beginne. 
And  fo  forthc,  and  my  love  fo  fhalt  thou  winne  % 
For  let  fe  novsr  what  man  that  lovir  be 
Wol  done  fo  ftrong  a  paine  for  love  as  fhe. 
I  wote  wel  that  thou  m;ueft  not  al  it  rime 
That  fuche  loviris  diddin  in  ther  time; 
It  were  to  longe  to  redin  and  to  here ; 
Sufiifith  me  thou  make  in  this  manere. 
That  thou  reherce  of  al  ther  life  the  grete^ 
Aftir  thefe  olde  authors  lifte  for  to  trete ; 
For  who  fo  flial  f«  many'  a  ftorie  tel 
Ssy  ftiortily,  or  he  flial  to  longe  dwell. 
And  with  that  worde  my  bokis  gan  I  take. 
And  right  thus  on  my  Legende  gan  I  make„ 

D  d  ii 


44©                           LEGENDE  Or  CLEOPATRA,  QUENE  OF  EGYPTE, 

HEREBEGINNETH 

THE  LEGENDE  OF  CLEOPATRA, 

Q_U  ENEOFEGYPTE. 

A^TER  the  dethc  of  Ptolemy  the  King, 

Of  thing  that  berith  more  effe&e  and  chargffj 

That  all  Egypt  had  in  his  governing, 

For  men  maie  ovirlade  a  fhippe  or  barge  ; 

Reignid  his  fuflir  Quene  Cleopatras, 

And  forthy  to  effeAe  than  wol  1  fkippe, 

Til  on  B  time  bifel  there  fuche  a  caas 

And  al  the  remnaunt  1  wol  let  it  flippe. 

That  out  of  Rome  wasfent  a  fenatour 

Oftavian,  that  wode  was  of  this  dede. 

To  conquerin  relmis,  and  bring  honour 

Shope  him  an  hofte  on  Antony  to  lede, 

Unto  the  toune  of  Rome,  as  was  ufaunce, 

Al  uttirly  for  his  di{\ruftion. 

To  have  the  worlde  at  her  obeifaunce, 

With  floute  Romainis,  cruil  as  lion  : 

And,fothe  to  faie,  Antonius  was  his  na-mei 

To  fliip  thai  went ;  and  thus  I  let  *hem  faile. 

So  fil  it,  as  Fortune  him  ought  a  fhanie. 

Antonius  was^ware,  and  wol  not  iaile 

Whan  he  was  fallin  in  profperite 

To  metin  with  thefe  Romaines  if- he  maie, 

Rebel  unto  the  toune  of  Rome  is  he, 

I'oke  eke  his  rede,  and  both  upon  a  dale 

And  or  al  this  the  fuflir  of  C.-^fare 

His  wife  and  he,  and  al  his  hoft,  forth  went 

He  left  her  falfely,  er  that  Ihe  was  ware, 

To  fliip  anone,  no  lengir  thei  ne  ftent. 

j\nd  would  algatishan  anothir  wife. 

And  in  the  fe  it  happid  'hem  te  mete ; 

Tor  whiche  he  toke  with  Rome  and  Cxfar  flrife. 

Up  goeth  the  trumpe,  and  for  to  fhoute  and  fliete,! 

Natheleffe,  for  fothe  this  ilke  fenatour 

And  painin  'hem  to  fet  on  w-ith  the  funne  ; 

Was  a  ful  worthy  gentil  werriour, 

With  grifly  foune  out  goith  the  grete  gonne. 

And  of  his  deth  it  was  ful  grete  damage  ; 

And  hertily  thei  hurtlin  al  at  ones. 

But  Love  had  brought  this  man  in  fuch  a  rage, 

And  frotjie  top  doune  comith  the  grete  ftones. 

And  him  fo  narow  boundin  in  his  laas. 

In  goth  the  grapinel  fo  ful  t.f  crokes 

And  al  for  the  love  of  Cleopatras, 

Among  the  ropis  ran  the  fhering  hokes, 

That  al  the  world  he  fet  at  no  value  ; 

In  with  the  polaxe  prefith  he  and  he. 

Him  thought  there  was  nothing  to  him  fo  due 

Behiude  the  malle  beginnlth  he  to  fle. 

As  Cleopatras  for  to  love  and  ferve  ; 

And  out  againe,  and  drivith  him  or  horde. 

Him  roughte  nat  in  armis  for  to  ftcrve 

He  ftickith  him  upon  his  fper'is  orde. 

In  the  defence  of  her  and  of  her  right. 

He  rent  the  faile  .with  hokis  like  a  fithe. 

This'noble  Quene  eke  lovid  fo  this  knight 

He  bringcth  the  cuppe,  and  biddith  'hem  be  bllth. 

Through  his  defertc  and  for  his  cluvalrie. 

He  pourith  prcfen  upon  the  hatchis  flider, 

-As  certainlie,  but  if  that  bokis  lie. 

With  pottis  ful  of  lime  thei  gon  togider. 

He  was  of  perfon  and  of  gentilneffe. 

And  thus  the  longe  dale  in  fight  thei  fpende, 

And  of  difcretion  and  of  hardincffe. 

Til  at  the  lall:,  as  every  thing  hath  ende, 

Worthy  to  any  wight  that  livin  maie, 

Antonius  is  llient  and  put  to  flight, 

And  ftie  was  faire  as  is  the  rofe  in  Maic  ; 

And  al  hisiolke  to  go  that  beft  go  might, 

And,  for  to  makin  fhor'te  is  the  bell, 

Fleeth  eke  the  Queue,  with  al  her  purple  failcj 

She  woxe  his  wife,  and  had  him  as  her  kit. 

For  flrokis  whiche  that  went  as  thicke  as  haile  ; 

The  wedding  and  the  fefte  to  devii'e, 

No  wondir  was,  Ihe  might  it  nat  endure  : 

To  me  that  have  itakin  fuche  emprife 

And  whan  Antony  fawe  that  avinture, 

Of  fo  many  a  florie  for  to  make, 

Alas  (quod  he)  the  daie  tjiat  I  was  borne  ! 

It  were  to  longe,  left  that  I  flioulde  flake 
4 

My  •worlliip  in  this  daie  thus  have  I  lorue. 
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And  for  difpaire  out  of  his  witte  he  fterte, 
And  rofe  himfelfe  anon  throughout  the  herte 
Er  that  he  ferthir  went  out  of  the  place  : 
His  wife,  that  could  of  Cafar  have  no  grace, 
To  Egypt  fled  for  drede  and  for  diftreffe  ; 
But  herkeuith,  ye  that  fpekin  of  kindeneffe. 
Ye  men  that  falfely  fwerin  many'  an  othe 
That  ye  wol  die  if  that  your  love  be  wrothe, 
Here  maie  ye  fene  of  women  fuch  a  trouth 
This  woful  Cleopatre'  had  made  fuche  routh 
That  there  n'is  tonge  none  that  maie  it  tel, 
But  on  the'  morowe  fhe  wol  no  lengir  dwel, 
put  made  her  fubtil  wcrkmen  make  a  fhrine 
Of  al  the  rubies  and  the  ftonis  fine 
In  al  Egypt  which  that  fhe  coulde  efpie, 
And  fhe  put  ful  the  Ihrine  of  fpicerie, 
And  lette  the  corfe  enbaume,  and  forth  fhe  fette 
This  ded  corfe,  and  fhe  in  the  fhrine  is  Ihette  ; 
And  next  the  fhrine  a  pit  than  doth  fhe  grave, 
And  al  the  ferpentis  that  flie  might  have 
She  put  'hem  in  that  grave,  and  thus  fhe  feide ; 
^owlove,  to  whom  my  forowful  hert  obeide 
So  ferforthly,  that  fro  that  blisful  hour 
That  I  you  fvvore  to  ben  al  frely  your, 


I  mene  you,  Antonius,  my  knight, 
That  nevir  waking  in  the  daie  or  night 
Ye  n'ere  out  of  mine  hert'is  remerabrauncc, 
For  wele  or  wo,  for  carole  or  for  daunce. 
And  in  my  felfe  thii  covenant  made  I  the. 
That  right  fuche  as  ye  feltin,  wele  or  wo, 
As  fcrforth  as  it  in  my  power  laie, 
Unreprovable'  unto  my  wifehode  aic, 
The  fame  would  I  felin  in  life  or  dethe, 
And  thilke  covenaunt  while  me  laftith  brcthe 
I  wol  fulfil,  and  that  Ihalwel  be  fene, 
Wasncr  unto  her  love  a  trewir  quene  ; 
And  with  that  word  nakid,  with  ful  gode  hert. 
Among  the  ferpentes  in  the  pitte  fhe  ftert, 
And  there  fhe  chefe  to  have  her  burying  : 
Anone  the  nedirsgonne  her  for  to  fling, 
And  fhe  her  deth  recevith  with  god  cherc. 
For  loye  of  Antony  that  was  her  der^  ; 
And  this  is  ftorial  fothe,  It  is  no  fable. 
Now  er  I  finde  a  man  thus  trewe  and  flabl^j 
And  wol  for  love  his  deth  fo  frely  take, 
I  praie  God  leteur  hedis  nevir  ake  1 
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At  Babylone  wJ>ilom  fil  it  thus, 

The  vvhiche  toun  the  Quene  Simiramjis 

XjCt  dichin  ai  about,  and  wallis  make 

J'ull  hie  of  harde  tills  wel  ibake  : 

There  werin  dwelHng  in  this  noble  toun 

Two  lordis  v/hich  that  were  of  grete  renoun, 

And  wonidin  fo  nigh  upcji  a  grene 

That  there  n'as  but  a  flone  wa,l  'hem  bitwene. 

As  oftin  in  grete  tounis  is  the  wonne, 

And,  fothe  to  faine,  that  one  man  had  a  fonne 

Of  al  that  londe  one  of  the  Ijjftyifl:, 

That  othir  had  a  doughtir  the  fairift 

That  eftward  in  the  world  was  tho  dwelling; 

The  nanie  of  everiche  gan  to  othir  fpnng, 

B7  women  that  were  neighbouris  aboute, 

For  in  that  countre  yet  withoutin  doute 

Maldinis  ben  ikepte  for  jeloufie 

Ful  (Iraitely,  left  thei  diddin  fome  folie. 

This  younge  man  was  clepid  Pyramus, 
And  Thiibe  hight  the  maide  (Nafo  faith  thus) 
And  thus  by  reporte  was  ther  name  ifliove. 
That  as  thei  woxe  in  age  fo  woxe  ther  love  ; 
And  certaine,  as  by  rcfon  of  ther  age, 
Ther  might  have  ben  betwixt  'hem  mariage, 
But  that  ther  fathirs  n'oldc  it  nat  affent ; 
And  thei  in  love  ylike  fore  bothe  brent 
That  none  of  al  ther  frendis  might  it  lette. 
But  privily  fomtimis  yet  thei  mette 
By  fleight,  and  fpakin  fome  of  ther  defire, 
As  wrie  the  glede  and  hottir  is  the  fire ; 
'Forbid  a  love  and  it'  is  ten  times  fo  wode. 

This  wal  which  that  betwixt  'hem  both  yftode 
Was  cloven  atwo  right  fro  the  top  adoun 
Of  olde  time  of  his  foundacioun, 
But  yet  this  clifte  was  fo  narow  and  lite 
It  was  nat  fene,  (dcre  inough  a  mite) 


But  what  is  that  that  love  can  not  efpie  ? 
Ye  lovirs  two,  if  that  I  Hial  nat  lie, 
Ye  foundin  firfl  this  litle  narowe  clifte. 
And  with  a  founde  as  fofte  as  any  fhrifte 
Thei  let  ther  wordis  through  the  clifte  pace, 
And  toldin,  while  that  thei  ftoden  in  the  place, 
Al  ther  complaint  of  love  and  al  ther  wo, 
At  every  time  whan  thei  durflin  fo. 

Upon  that  one  fide  of  the  wal  flode  he, 
And  on  that  other  fide  flode  Thifbe, 
The  fwete  foune  of  othir  to  receve. 
And  thus  ther  wardeins  wouldin  thei  difceve, 
And  every  dale  this  wal  thei  wouldin  threte,  ' 
And  wifli  to  God  that  it  were  doun  ibete  ;, 
Thus  would  thei  faine,  Alas  !  thou  wickid  wal. 
Thorough  thine  envie  thou  us  lettifl  al  ;  ' 

Why  n'ilt  thou  cleve  or  fallin  al  atwo  ? 
Or  at  the  lefte,  but  thou  wouldift  fo, 
Yet  wouldift  thou  but  onis  let  us  mete. 
Or  onis  that  we  mightin  kiffin  fwete. 
Than  were  we  curid  of  our  caris  colde  • 
But  natheleffe  yet  be  we  to  the  holde,  * 
In  as  much    as  thou  fuffrift  for  to  gone 
Our  wordis  through  thy  lime  and  eke  thy  ftone, 
Yet  oughtin  we  with  the  ben  wel  apaide. 

And  whan  thefe  idil  wordis  werin  faide 
The  colde  wal  thei  woldin  kiffe  of  flone, 
And  take  ther  leve,  and  forth  thei  woldin  gone, 
And  this  was  gladly  in  the  evintide. 
Or  wondir  erly,  left  men  it  efpide  :' 
And  longe  time  thei  wrought  in  thismanerc, 
Til  on  a  daie,  whan  Phoebus  gan  to  clere 
Aurora  with  the  flremis  of  her  hetc  ' 

Had  dryid  up  the  dewe  of  herbis  wete 
Unto  this  clifte,  as  it  was  wonte  to  be  * 
Come  Pyramus,  and  aftir  come  Thifbe 
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And  pllghtin  trouth  right  fully  in  ther  fiiie. 
That  ilke  fame  night  to  ilele  awaie, 
And  to  begile  ther  wardeins  everichone, 
And  forth  out  of  the  cite  for  to  gone  ; 
And  for  the  feldis  ben  fo  brode  and  wide 
For  to  metin  in  o  place  at  o  tide 
Thei  fettin  markes  ther  metingis  faould  be 
There  King  Ninuswas  graven  undir  a  tre. 
For  olde  Painims,  that  idollis  heriiid, 
Ufidin  tho  in  feldis  to  ben  bcried ; 
And  fafle  by  his  grave  was  a  wcl, 
And  ftiortily  of  this  tale  for  to  tel. 
This  Covenaunt  was  affirmid  wondir  faft, 
And  longe  'hem  thoughtin  that  the  fonne  laft. 
That  it  n'ere  gone  undir  the  fe  adoun. 

This  Thifbe  hath  fo  grcte  afFedioun, 
And  fo  grete  liking  Pyramus  to  fe, 
That  whan  fhe  fawe  her  time  might  ybe 
At  night  file  flale  awaie  ful  privily, 
With  her  face  iwimplld  full  fubtilly, 
For  al  her  frendis  (for  to  fave  her  trouthe) 
She  hath  forfake,  alas  !  and  that  is  routhe, 
That  evir  woman  would  ybe  fo  trewe 
To  truftin  man  but  fhe  the  bet  bim  knewe  ; 
And  to  the  tre  fhe  goeth  a  ful  gode  pace. 
For  love  made  her  fo  hardy  in  this  cafe, 
And  by  the  welle  adoun  fhe  gan  her  dreffe. 
Alas  !  than  comith  a  wilde  lioneffe 
Out  of  the  wode,  withoutin  more  arefl:, 
With  blode  mouthe  of  flrangling  of  a  befi, 
To  drinkin  of  the  wel  there  as  flie  fat ; 
And  whan  that  Thifoe  had  efpyid  that 
She  riii  her  up  with  a  ful  drery  herte. 
And  in  a  cave  with  dredful  fote  fhe  fterte, 
For  by  the  mone  fhe  fawe  it  wcl  withall, 
And  as  fhe  ran  her  wimple  let  fhe  fall, 
And  toke  none  hede,fo  fore  fhe  was  awhaped, 
And  eke  fo  glad  for  that  fhe  was  efcaped  ; 
And  thus  fhe  fat  and  lurkith  wondir  flill. 
Whan^that  this  lioneffe  hath  dronkc  her  fill 
Aboutin  the  well  gan  fiie  for  to  winde, 
And  right  anon  the  wimple  gan  fhe  finde, 
And  with  her  blody  mouthe  it  al  to  rente  ; 
Whan  this  was  done  no  Icngir  Hie  ne  ftcnte. 
But  to  the  wode  her  way  than  hath  ilie  nome,    . 

And  at  the  lafl  this  Pyramus  is  come. 
But  al  to  longe,  alas  !  at  home  was  he  ; 
The  mone  fhone,  men  mightin  wel  ife  ; 
And  in  his  waie,  as  that  he  come  ful  fall, 
His  eyin  to  the  grounde  adoun  he  call, 
And  m  the  fonde,  as  he  behelde  adoun, 
He  faw  the  fleppis  brode  of  a  lioun. 
And  in  his  hert  he  fodainly  agrofe, 
And  pale  he  wexte,  therwith  his  hert  arofe. 
And  nere  he  came,  and  founde  the  wimple  torne  ; 
Alas  (quod  he)  the  dale  that  I  was  borne  i 
This  o  night  wol  both  us  ioviris  lie  ; 
How  fhould  I  alkin  mercy  of  Thifbe 
Whan  I  am  he  that  have  you  flaine  ?  alas  ! 
My  biding  hath  you  flaine  in  this  caas  : 
Alas  !  to  bidde  a  woman  gone  by  night 
In  place  there  as  perill  fallin  might, 
And  I  fo  flowe  :  alas '.  I  ne  had  be 
Jiere  in  this  place  a  furlonge  waie  cr  ye. 


Now  what  lioun  that  is  in  this  forefl 
My  body  mote  he  rentin,  or  what  bell 
I'hat  wilde  is,  gnawin  mote  he  now  mine  herte. 
And  with  that  worde  he  to  the  wimple  llcrte. 
And  kifte  it  ofte,  and  wepte  on  it  ful  fore, 
And  faid,  Wimple,  alas!  there  n'is  no  more, 
But  thou  fhalt  irle  as  well  the  blode  of  me 
As  thou  hall  felte  the  bleding  of  Tliifoe  : 
And  with  that  worde  he  fniote  him  to  the  herte, 
The  blode  out  of  the  wounde  as  hrode  allertc 
As  watir,  whan  the  conduite  brokin  is. 

Now  Thifbe,  which  that  ne  will  not  of  this. 
But  fitting  in  her  drede  llie  thoughte  thus, 
Yf  it  fo  fallin  that  my  Pyramus 
Be  conien  hithir,  and  may  me  nat  ifinde, 
He  male  me  holdin  falfe  and  eke  unkinde. 
And  out  fhe  cometh,  and  aftir  him  gan  fpien 
Both  with  her  herte  and  eke  with  her  eien. 
And  thought  I  wol  him  tellin  of  my  drcds 
Both  of  the  lioneffe  and  of  my  dede  ; 
And  at  the  lall  her  love  than  hath  ff.e  founds 
Ybeting  with  his  helis  on  the  grounde 
Al  blody',  and  therwithal  abacke  ihe  Herte, 
And  like  the  v/awis  quappe  began  her  herte. 
And  pale  as  boxe  fhe  woxe,  and  in  a  throv^e 
Avifid  her,  and  gan  him  wel  to  knov/e. 
That  it  was  Pyramus,  her  herte  dere  : 

0  !  who  could  writin  whiche  a  dedly  chere 
Hath  Thifbe  now  !  and  how  her  here  Ihc  rent, 
And  how  flie  gan  her  fclfin  to  turmeut, 

And  how  fhe  lieth  and  fwounith  on  the  ground. 
And  how  flie  wept  of  teris  fu!  his  wounde, 
liow  niedlith  fhe  his  blode  with  her  complaint,  . 
How  with  her  blod  her  felvin  gan  flie  paint. 
How  clippith  fhe  the  red  ded  corfe,  alas ! 
How  doth  this  woful  Thifbe  in  this  caan, 
How  kiffith  fhe  his  frofcy  mouthe  fo  colde  ! 
V/ho  hath  don  this  ?  and  who  hath  ben  fo  bolde 
To  fleen  my  life  ?  o  !  fpeke  my  Pyramus, 

1  am  thy  Thifbe  that  the  callith  thus ; 
And  therwithal  fhe  liftith  up  his  bed. 

This  wofuU  man,  that  was  nat  fully  ded, 
Whan  that  he  herde  the  name  of  Thifbe  crien. 
On  her  he  caft  his  bevy  dedly  eyen, 
And  doun  againe,  and  yeldith  up  the  goll. 

Thifbe  rift  up  withoutin  noife  or  boll, 
And  faw  her  wimple  and  his  empty  fheth, 
And  eke  his  fwerde.^that  him  hath  don  to  deth. 
Than  fpake  Ihe  thus;  My  woful  hande  (quod  Ihe) 
Is  llronge  inough  in  fuche  a  werke  to  me. 
For  love  Ihal  yeve  me  ftrength  and  hardincffe 
To  make  my  wounde  large  inough  I  geffe  ; 
I  wol  the  folowen  ded,  and  I  wol  be 
Fclawe  and  caufe  eke  of  thy  deth,  (quod  Ihe) 
And  though  that  nothing  fave  the  deth  only 
Might  the  fro  me  departin  trewily. 
Thou  llialt  no  more  departin  now  fro  me 
Than  fro  the  deth,  for  I  wol  go  with  the. 

And  now,  ye  wretchid  jeloufe  fathirs  our. 
We  that  ywerin  whilom  childrin  your. 
We  prayin  you  withoutin  more  envie 
That  in  o  grave  we  both  motin  lie. 
Sens  love  hath  brought  us  to  this  pitous  cnde  ; 
And  rightwife  God  to  every  lovir  fende, 
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That  lovitK  trewly,  more  profperite 

Than  evir  had  Pyramus  and  Thifbe, 

jf^nd  let  no  gehtil  woman  her  affure 

To  puttin  her  in  fuche  an  avinture  : 

But  God  forbid  but  that  a  woman  can 

Ben  as  true  and  as  loving  as  a  man, 

And  for  my  part  I  fhal  anon  i(«4cith; 

And  with  that  word  his  fwerd  file  toke  fwith, 

That  warme  was  of  hei  lov'is  blode  and  hof-Cj 

Ap4  t9  ^l^'^  liCTtc  iht  her  felyin  faicte. 


And  thus  are  Thifbe'  and  Pyramus  ag»  ? 
Of  trewe  men  1  findin  but  fewe  mo 
In  al  my  bokis  fave  this  Pyramus, 
And  therfore  have  I  fpokin  of  him  thus, 
For  it  is  deinte  to  us  men  to  finde 
A  man  that  can  in  love  be  trewe  and  kinde. 

Here  piaie  ye  fene,  what  lovir  fo  he  be^, 
A  woman  dare  and  can  as  vvel  ?.s  he. 


legi;nde  of  dido  quene  of  carthage. 
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GtORiE  and  honour,  Virgile  Mantuan, 

Be  to  thy  name,  and  I  ftial  as  1  can 

Folowe  thy  lanterne  as  thou  goeft  beforne, 

How  ^neas  to  Dido  was  forfworne 

In  thine  ^neide,  and  Nafo  wol  I  take 

The  tennur  and  the  gret  effedis  make. 

Whan  Troee  yhrought  was  to  diftru6lion 

By  Grekis  fleight,  and  namely  by  Sinon 

Faning  the  horfe  offrid  unto  Minerve, 

Thrugh  which  that  many  a  Trojan  mufl  fterve, 

And  Hedlor  had  aftir  his  dethapered. 

And  fire  fo  wode  that  it  might  nat  ben  fteredj 

In  al  the  noble  toure  of  Illion, 

That  of  the  cite  was  the  chefe  dongeon, 

And  al  the  countre  was  fo  lowe  ibrought. 

And  Priamus  the  king  fordone  and  nought, 

And  JEneas  was  chargid  by  Venus 

To  flien  awaie,  he  toke  Afcanius, 

That  was  his  fon,  in  his  right  hande  and  fledde, 

And  on  his  backe  he  bare  and  with  him  ledde 

His  olde  fathir  clepid  Anchifes, 

And  by  the  waie  his  wife  Creufa  he  lefe  ; 

And  mokil  forow  had  he  in  his  minde 

Erthat  he  could  his  fclawfhip  yfinde, 

But  at  the  laft,  whan  he  had  'hem  yfounde, 

He  made  'hem  redy  in  a  certajne  ftounde. 

And  to  the  fe  ful  faft  he  gsn  him  liie, 

And  faihth  forth  with  al  his  companie 

Towards  Itaile,  as  wold  Defline  : 

But  of  his  aventuris  in  the  fe 

N'is  nat  to  purpofe  for  to  fpeke  of  here, 

For  it  accordith  nat  to  my  matere; 

But  as  I  faid,  of  him  and  of  Dido 

Shal  be  my  tale  til  that  I  have  do. 

So  long  he  failid  in  the  fake  fe 
I'll  in  Libye  unneth  arrivid  he 


With  fhippis  fcvin,  and  no  more  navie, 
And  glad  he  was  to  londc  for  to  hie, 
So  was  he  with  the  tempeft  al  to  fliake; 
And  whan  that  he  the  havin  had  itake 
He  had  a  knight  was  tallid  Achates, 
And  him  of  all  his  felowfliip  he  chefe 
I'o  gon  with  him  the  countre  for  t'efpie, 
He  ne  toke  with  him  no  more  companie. 
But  forthe  thei  gon,  and  left  his  fhippis  ride, 
His  fere  and  he,withoutin  any  guide. 

So  long  he  walkith  in  this  wildirncffe  ; 
Till  at  the  lafl  he  met  an  huntireffe  ; 
A  bowe  in  honde  and  arowis  had  fhe. 
Her  clothis  cuttid  were  unto  the  kne. 
But  fhe  was  yet  the  fairift  creature 
Ihat  evir  was  iformid  by  Nature, 
And  jEneas  and  Achates  fhe  grette. 
And  thus  flie  to  'hem  fpake  whan  fhe  'hem  m^ : 

Saw  ye,  (quod  flie)  as  ye  han  walkid  wide. 
Any  of  my  fuftrin  walke  you  befide 
With  any  wild   bore  or  othir  beft, 
That  rhei  have  huntid  to  in  tliis  forefl, 
Ituckid  up,  with  arowes  in  ther  caas  ? 

Naie,  fothly,  ladie,  (quod  this  jEneas) 
But  by  thy  beaute,  as  it  thinkith  me, 
Thou  mightift  nevir  yerthly  woman  be. 
But  Plicebus  fuftir  art  thou  as  I  geffc, 
And  if  fo  be  that  thou  be  a  goddefie 
Have  mercie  on  our  labour  and  our  wo. 

I  n'am  no  goddeffe  fot  dy,quod  flie  tho, 
For  maidins  waikin  in  this  countre  here 
With  arowes  and  with  bow  in  this  manere; 
This  is  the  relme  of  libye  there  ye  ben, 
Of  whiche  that  Dido  ladie  is  and  quene  ^ 
And  fhortly  tolde  all  the  occafion 
Why  Dido  came  into  that  region, 
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Of  whiche  as  now  me  llftith  nat  to  rhime  ; 

Jt  nedith  nat ;  it  n'ere  but  lofle  of  time  ; 

For  this  is  all  and  feme,  it;  was  Venus, 

His  own^  mothir,  that  fpake  with  him  thus  : 

And  to  Carthage  flie  bade  he  fliould  him  dight, 

lAnd  vanifliid  anon  out  of  his  fight. 

I  could  folowin  worde  for  woide  Virgile, 

But  it  would  laflin  all  to  longe  while. 

This  noble  Quene,  that  clepid  was  Dido, 
That  whilom  was  the  wife  of  Sichso, 
That  fairir  was  by  ferr  than  the  bright  fonnc, 
This  noble  toane  of  Carthage  hath  begonne, 
In  whiche  flie  reignith  in  fo  grete  honour 
That  flie  was  holdin  of  all  quenis  flour 
Of  gentilleffe,  of  fredome,  and  beaute, 
That  well  was  him  that  might  her  onis  fe. 
Of  kingis  and  of  lordis  fo  defired. 
That  all  the  worlde  her  beautie  had  ifired, 
She  ftode  fo  well  in  every  wight'is  grace. 

Whan  ^neas  was  come  unto  the  place. 
Unto  the  maiftirtemple'  of  all  the  toun, 
There  Dido  was  in  her  devocioun, 
Full  privily  his  waie  than  hath  he  nome  : 
Whan  he  was  into  the  large  temple  come 
I  can  not  faine  if  that  it  be  poffible. 
But  Venus  had  him  makid  invifible, 
Thus  faith  the  boke,  withoutin  any  lefe. 

And  whan  this  ^neas  and  Achates 
Haddin  in  this  temple  ben  ovir  all, 
Than  foundin  thei  depaintid  on  a  wall 
How  Troie  and  all  the  lande  deftroyid  was  ; 
Alas  that  I  was  borne  !  (quod  .^neas ) 
Thorough  the  world  our  fhame  is  kid  fo  wide, 
Now  it  is  paintid  upon  every  fide  : 
All  we  that  werin  in  profperite 
Ben  nowdifclaundiid,  and  in  foche  degrc. 
No  lenglr  for  to  livin  I  ne  kepe  ; 
And  with  that  word  he  braft  out  for  to  wepe 
So  tendirly  that  routh  it  was  to  fene. 

This  frefhe  ladie,  of  the  citie  Quenc, 
Stode  in  the  temple'  in  her  eftate  roiall, 
So  richily  and  eke  fo  faire  withall, 
So  yong,  fo  luflie,  with  her  eyin  glade, 
That  if  that  God  that  hevin  and  yerth  made 
Would  have  a  love,  for  beaute  and  godenefle, 
And  womanhede,  and  trouth  and  femelineffe, 
Whom  fhould  he  lovin  but  this  ladie  fwete  ? 
There  n'is  no  woman  to  him  half  fo  mete. 
Fortune,  that  hath  the  world  in  govirnaunce. 
Hath  fodainly  brought  in  fo  ncwe  a  chaunce 
That  nevir  was  there  yet  fo  frened  a  caas, 
For  all  the  companie  of  JEneas, 
Which  that  we  wenid  have  lorne  in  the  fe, 
Arivid  is  nought  ferre  fro  that  cite, 
For  whiche  the  gretis  of  his  lordis  fome 
By  avinture  ben  to  the  cite  come. 
Unto  that  fame  temple  for  to  feke 
The  Quene,  and  of  her  focour  her  befeke, 
Soche  renome  was  ther  fprong  of  her  godenes. 

And  whan  that  thei  had  tolde  all  ther  dillrefs. 
And  all  ther  tempeft  and  all  ther  hard  cafe, 
Unto  the  Quene  apperid  jEneas, 
And  opinly  beknewe  that  it  was  he  ; 
Who  hkddin  joid  than  but  his  meine, 
5 


QUENE  OP  CARTHAGE, 

That  haddin  found  ther,  lorde,  ther  govirnour  ? 

The  Qnene  faw  that  thei  did  him  foche  honour. 
And  had  herd  oft  of  iEneas  er  tho, 
And  in  her  herte  fhe  had  routhe  and  wo 
That  evir  foche  a  noble  man  as  he 
Shall  ben  difheritid  in  foche  degre, 
And  fawe  the  man  that  he  was  like  a  knight. 
And  fuflifaunt  of  perfone  and  of  might. 
And  like  to  ben  a  very  gentilman, 
And  well  hie  wordis  he  befettin  can. 
And  had  a  noble  vifage  for  the  nones, 
And  formid  well  of  brawne  and  eke  of  bones. 
And  aftir  Venus  had  foche  faireneffe 
That  no  man  might  be  halfe  fo  faire  I  geffe, 
And  well  a  lorde  him  femid  for  to  be  ; 
And  for  he  was  a  flraungir,  fomwhat  Ihc 
Ylikid  him  the  bet,  as  God  doe  bote, 
To  fome  folk  oftln  neive  thiira-  is  fote  ; 
Anon  her  herte  hath  pitie  of  his  wo. 
And  with  that  pite  love  ycame  alfo  ; 
And  thus  for  pite  and  for  gentilneffe 
Refrefliid  muft  he  ben  of  his  diftreffe^ 

She  fayid  certis  that  fhe  forie  was 
That  he  hath  had  foche  perill  and  foch  caas. 
And  in  her  frendly  fpeche  in  this  manere 
She  to  him  fpake,  and  faied  as  ye  male  here  : 

Be  ye  nat  Venus  fonne  and  Anchifes  ? 
In  gode  faith  all  the  worlhip  and  encrefe 
That  I  male  godely  doen  you  ye  fhall  have  ; 
Your  fhippis  and  your  meine  fhall  I  fave; 
And  many'  a  gentill  worde  fhe  fpake  him  to, 
And  commaundid  her  melTangirs  to  go 
The  fame  daie  withoutin  any  faile   . 
His  fhippis  for  to  feke  and  'hem  vitaile  : 
Full  many'  a  beft  flie  to  the  fliippis  fent, 
And  with  the  wine  fhe  gan  'hem  to  prefent, 
And  to  her  roiall  paleis  fhe  her  fpedde. 
And  jEneas  alwaie  with  her  fhe  ledde. 

What  nedith  you  the  feftis  to  difcrive  ? 
He  nevir  bet  at  efe  was  in  his  live  ; 
Full  was  the  feft  of  deinties  and  richeffe. 
Of  inflrumentes,  of  fong,  and  of  gladneffe. 
And  many'  an  amo'rous  loking  and  devife. 

This  jEneas  is  come  to  paradife 
Out  of  the  fwolowe'  of  hell,  and  thus  in  joie 
Remembrith  him  of  his  eftate  in  Troie. 
To  daunfing  chambris  full  of  paramentes, 
Of  riche  beddis  and  of  ornamentes. 
This  ^neas  is  ledde  aftir  the  mete ; 
And  with  the  Quene  whan  that  he  had  yfete. 
And  fpicis  partid,  and  the  wine  agon. 
Unto  his  chambir  was  he  lad  anon 
To  take  his  efe  and  for  to  have  his  reft. 
With  all  his  folke  to  doen  what  fo  'him  left. 

There  ne  was  courfir  well  ibridlid  none, 
Ne  ftede  for  the  jufting  well  io  gone, 
Ne  large  paulfrey  efie  for  the  nones, 
Ne  jewill  yfret  full  of  riche  ftones, 
Ne  fackis  full  of  gold,  of  large  wight, 
Ne  rubie  none  that  fhinith  bright  by  night, 
Ne  gentill  hautin  faukon  heronere, 
Ne  hounde  for  harte,  or  wilde  bore,  or  dere, 
Ne  cuppeof  gold,  with  floreins  newe  ibette^    ' 
That  in  the  londe  of  Libye  maic  ben  gctte 
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That  Dklo  ne'  hath  JEnczs  it  ifent, 
And  all  is  payid  what  that  he  hath  fpent. 
Thus  gan  this  worthy  Quene  her  geftis  call, 
As  flie  that  can  in  fredome  paffin  all. 

^neas  Ibtliely  eke,  withoutin  lefe, 
Hath  lent  to  his  Ihippis  by  Achates 
Aftir  his  fonne,  and  aftir  riche  thingeg, 
Both  Iceptre,  clothis,  brochis,  and  eke  ringes. 
Some  for  to  were,  and  fome  for  toprefent 
To  hex  that  all  theie  noble  things  him  fent, 
And  bad  his  fonne  how  that  he  ihould  ymake 
The  prefenting,  and  to  the  Qaene  it  take. 

Repairidis  this  Achates  again, 
And  jEneas  full  blisfuU  is  and  fain 
To  fein  his  yonge  fonne  Afcanius, 
For  unto  him  it  was  reportid  thus. 
That  Cupido,  that  is  the  god  of  Love, 
At  prayir  of  his  mothir  hie  above, 
Yhad  the  likeneffe  of  the  childe  itake. 
This  noble  Quene  enamoured  for  to  make 
On  JEnens  ;  but  as  to  that  fcripture. 
Be  as  be  male,  I  make  of  it  no  cure; 
But  foth  is  this,  the  Quene  hath  njade  foch  chere 
Unto  this  childe  that  wondir  was  to  here. 
And  of  the  prefent  that  his  fathir  fent 
She  thankid  him  full  oft  in  gode  entent. 
Thus  is  this  Quene  in  plefaunce  and  in  joie 
With  all  thefe  newe  luflie  folke  of  Troie, 
And  of  the  dedis  hath  fhe  more  enquered 
Of  ^neas,  and  all  the  ftorie  lered 
Of  Troie,  and  all  the  longe  daie  thei  twaie 
Entendidin  for  to  fpeke  and  to  plaie, 
Of  whiche  there  gan  to  bredin  foche  a  fire. 
That  felie  Dido  hath  now  foche  defire 
With  JEneas  her  newe  geft  to  dele 
That  Jhe  hath  loft  her  hev/e  and  eke  her  hele- 

Now  to  the'  effeiS;,  now  to  the  fruite,  of  ajl 
Why  I  have  told  this  ftorie'  and  tellin  fhall. 

Thus  1  beginne.  Jt  fell  upon  anight, 
Whan  that  the  mone  upreifid  had  her  light. 
This  noble  Quene  unto  her  reft  ywent, 
She  fighid  fore,  and  gone  her  felf  tourment. 
She  walkith,  waloweth,  and  made  many  braied, 
As  doen  thefe  lovirs,  as  I  have  herd  faied, 
And  at  the  lafte  unto  her  fuftir  Anne 
^he  made  her  mone,  and  right.thus  fpake  ftie  than : 

Now,  dere  fuftir  mine  !  what  male  it  be 
That  me  agaftith  in  my  drerae  ?  (quod, fhe) 
This  like  newe  Trojan  is  fo  in  my  thought. 
For  that  me  thinketh  he  it  fo'well  iwrought, 
And  eke  fo  likely  for  to  ben  a  man. 
And  therwithall  fo  milkill  gode  he  can, 
That  all  my  love  and  life  lieth  in  his  cure  ; 
Have  ye  nat  herd  him  tell  his  avinture  .'' 

Now  certis,  Anne,  if  that  ye  rede  me, 
I  woldin  fain  to  him  iweddid  be  : 
This  is  the  effedl ;  what  fhould  I  more  feine  ? 
In  him  lieth  all  to  doe  me  live  or  deine. 

Her  fuftir  Anne,  as  fhe  that  coud  her  gode, 
Said  as  her  thought,  and  fomdele  it  withftode  ; 
But  hereof  was  fo  long  a  fermoning 
it  were  to  long  to  makin  reherfing  ; 
But  finally,  it  male  not  be  withftonde, 
i.9ve  woll  ylove^  for  no  wight  well  it  wonde; 


The  dawning  uprift  out  of  the  fake  fe , 

This  amorous  Quene  chargith  Ixer  meine 

The  nettis  drcllc,  and  fptris  brode  and  kcne, 

An  hunting  woU  this  luftie  freflie  Quene, 

So  prikith  her  this  newe  jolic  wo; 

To  horfc  is  all  her  luftie  folke  igo, 

Unto  the  court  the  houndis  bcu  ibrought, 

And  upon  coarfir  fwift  as  any  thought 

Her  yonge  knightis  hevin  all  about. 

And  of  her  women  eke  an  kagt  rout : 

Upon  a  thicke  palfraie,  papirwhite, 

With  fadill  redde,  enbroudid  with  delite, 

Ofgoldethe  barris,up  enboflid  high, 

Sate  Dido,  all  in  golde  and  perrcywrigh. 

And  fhe  is  faire  as  is  the  brighte  morowe 

That  helith  fick  folkis  of  night'isforowe. 

Upon  a  courfir  ftartlin  as  the  fire. 

Men  rnightin  tourne  him  witji  a  little  wire. 

But  ^neas,  like  Phcebus  to  devife. 
So  was  he  frefh  arayid  in  his  wife, 
The  fomie  bridill,  with  the  bitte  of  gold, 
Govirnith  he  right  as  himfelf  hath  would; 
And  forthe  this  noble  Quene,  this  ladie,ridc 
On  hunting,  with  this  Trojan  by  her  fide. 
The  herde  of  hartis  foundin  is  anon. 
With  Hey  go  bet,pricke  thou,  let  gon,  let  gon  ! 
Why  n'il  the  lion  comin  or  the  here, 
That  I  might  him  ones  raetin  with  this  fpere  ? 
Thus  fain  this  yonge  folke,  and  up  thei  kill 
The  wilde  hartis,  and  have  'hem  at  ther  will. 

Emong  all  this  to  romblin  gan  the  heven. 
The  thondir  rorid  with  a  grifly  fteven, 
Doun  come  the  rain,  wi;!i  haile  and  flet  fo  faft. 
With  hevin's  fire,  that  made  fo  fore  aeaft 
This  noble  Quene  and  alfo  her  maine. 
That  eche  of  'hem,  was  glade  awaie  to  fie ; 
And,  fhortly,  fro  thetempeft  her  tofave 
She  fled  her  felf  into  a  little  cave. 
And  with  her  went  this  iEneas  alfo, 
I  n'ot  with  'hem  if  ther  went  any  mo,    ■ 
The  auftour  makith  ofit  no  mencion; 
And  here  began  the  depe  affcdion 
Betwixt  'hem  two  ;  this  was  the  firfte  morowe 
Of  her  gladneffe  and  ginning  of  her  forowe, 
For  there  hath  iEneas  iknelid  fo. 
And  tolde  her  all  his  hert  and  all  his  wo. 
And  fworne  fo  depe  to  her  to  be  true 
For  well  or  wo,  and  chaungin  for  no  newe, 
A^nd  as  a  falfe  lovir  fo  well  can  plain. 
That  felie  Dido  rewid  on  his  pain, 
Toke  him  for  hufbond,  and  became  his  wife 
For  evirmore,  while  that  'hem  laft  Ihulde  life; 
And  aftir  this,  when  that  the  tempeft  ftentc, 
With  mirth  out  as  thei  came  homward  thei  went ; 
The  wickid  fame  uprofe,  and  that  anon, 
How  j3ineas  hath  with  the  Quene  igon 
Into  the  cave,  and  demld  as  'hem  lift  ; 
And  whan  the  King  (that  Yarbas  hight)  it  wift, 
As  he  that  had  her  loved  evir  his  life, 
And  wowid  her  to  havin  to  his  wife, 
Soche  forow'  as  he  hath  makid  and  foche  chcrc 
It  is  a  routhe  and  pity  for  to  here  ; 
But  as  in  love  all  daie  it  happith  fo 
That  one  fhall  laughin  at  an  othii-'s  wo^ 
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Nowlaughith  ^neas,  and  is  in  joie 

And  more  richeffe  than  evirWas  in  Troic. 

O  felie  woman, full  of  innocence, 
Full  of  pite,  of  truthc,  and  continence! 
What  makid  you  to  men  to  truftin  fo  ? 
Have  ye  foche  routhe  upon  ther  fainid  wo 
And  have  foche  old  enfamplisyou  beforne  ? 
Se  ye  nat  all  how  that  thel  ben  forfworne  ? 
"Where  fe  ye  one  that  he  ne'  hath  lafte  his  lefe, 
Or  ben  unkinde,  or  doen  her  fome  mifchefe, 
Or  pillid  her,  oi  boftid  of  his  dede  ? 
Ye  n^e  as  well  it  fene  as  ye  male  rede. 
Takith  hsde  now  of  this  grete  gentilraan. 
This  Trojan,  that  fo  well  her  plefui  can, 
That  fainith  him  fo  true  and  obeifing. 
So  gentill  and  fo  privic'  of  his  doing. 
And  can  fo  well  doen  all  his  obeifaunce. 
And  waitith  her  at  feftis  and  at  daunce, 
And  whan  flie  goeth  to  temple*  and  home  again, 
And  faftin  till  he  hath  his  ladie  fein, 
And  berin  in  his  devifis  for  her  fake 
N'ot  I  nat  what,  and  fongis  would  he  make, 
Tuft  n,  and  doen  of  armis  many  thinges, 
Sende  her  lettii^,  tokins,  brochis,  and  ringes. 

Now  hcrkenith  how  he  fhal  his  lady  ferve  : 
There  as  he  was  in  perill  for  to  fterve 
I"or  hungir  and  for  mifchefe  in  the  fe. 
And  defolate,  and  fiedde  fro  his  countre, 
And  all  his  foike  v/ith  tempeft  all  to  driven. 
She  hath  her  body  and  eke  her  reime  yeven 
Into  his  honde,  there  as  fhe  might  have  ben 
Of  othir  land  than  of  Carthage  a  quene, 
And  lived  in  joy  inough  ;  what  would  ye  more  ? 

This  iEneas,  that  hath  thus  depe  ifwore, 
Is  werie  of  his  craft  within  a  throwe. 
And  the  hote  erneft  is  all  ovirblowe. 
And  privily  he  doeth  his  fhippis  dight. 
And  Ihapith  him  to  ftele  awaie  by  night. 

This  Dido  hath  fufpedlion  of  this. 
And  thoughtin  well  that  it  was  all  amis, 
For  in  his  bedde  he  lieth  anight  and  fiketh  t 
She  alkith  him  anon,  What  the  mifliketh, 
My  dere  herte  !  whiche  that  I  lovin  mofle  ? 

Certis  (quod  he)  this  night  my  fathir's  ghofte 
Kath  in  my  flepe  me  fo  forely  tourmented. 
And  eke  Mercurie's  his  meffage  hath  prefented, 
That  nedis  to  the  conqueft  of  Italic 
My  dedinle  is  fone  for  to  faile, 
For  which  me  thinkith  broftin  is  mine  hert ; 
Therwith  his  falfe  teris  out  thei  ftert. 
And  takith  her  within  his  armis  two. 

Is  that  in  erneft  ?  (quod  flie)  woll  ye  fo  ? 
Have  ye  no  fworne  to  wife  me  for  to  take  ? 
Alas  !  what  woman  woll  ye  of  me  make  j* 
I  am  a  gentill  woman  and  a  quene, 
Ye  woll  not  fro  your  wife  thus  foul  yflene  ? 
That  1  was  borne  alas  !  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

To  telle  in  fliorts  this  noble  Quene  Pido. 
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She  fekith  halowes  and  doeth  facrlfice, 

She  knelith,  crieih,  that  routh  is  to  devife-j 

Conjurith  him,  and  profe'rith  him  to  be 

His  thrall,  his  fervaunt,  in  the  heft  degre. 

She  fallith  him  to  fote,and  fownith  there, 

Difchevilid  with  her  bright  gildid  here. 

And  faieth,  Have  mercy  !  let  me  with  you  ride, 

Thefe  lordis  whiche  that  wonnin  me  befide 

Woll  me  deftroyin  only  for  your  fake  ; 

And  if  ye  wolle  me  now  to  wife  ytake 

As  ye  have  fworne,  than  woll  I  yeve  you  leve 

Te  flaen  me  with  your  fwerde  nowfon  at  eve. 

For  than  yet  fhall  I  dyin  as  your  wife  ; 

I  am  with  childe,  and  yeve  my  childe  his  life  : 

0  mercie,  Lorde  '.  have  pite  in  your  thought. 
But  all  this  thing  availith  her  right  nought, 
For  on  a  night  he  fleping  let  her  lie. 

And  ftole  awaye  into  his  company, 
And  as  a  trait  our  forthe  he  gan  to  faile 
Towardisthe  large  countre  of  Itaile  : 
And  thus  hath  he  left  Dido'  in  wo  and  pine. 
And  weddid  there  a  ladie  hight  Lavine, 
A  clothe  he  laft,  an^  eke  his  Iworde  ftanding, 
Whan  he  fro  Dido  ftalc  in  her  fleping. 
Right  at  her  bcdd'is  hedde,  fo  gan  he  hie 
Whan  that  he  ftale  awaie  to  his  navie. 

Which  cloth  whan  felie  Dido  gan  awake 
She  hath  it  kifte  ful  oftin  for  his  fake. 
And  faid,  Swete  cloth  !  while  Jupiter  it  left 
Take  my  foule,unbinde  me  of  this  unreft, 

1  have  fulfilled  of  Fortune  all  the  courfe  : 
And  thus,  alas!  withoutin  his  focourfe 
Twentie  timis  ifwounid  heth  fhe  than. 
And  v/han  that  flie  unto  her  fuftir  Anne 
Complainid  had  of  which  I  male  not  write, 
So  grete  routh  I  have  it  for  to  endite. 
And  bad  her  norice  and  her  fuftrin  goa 
To  fetchin  fire  and  othir  thinges  anon, 
And  fay  id  that  fhe  woulde  facrifie  ; 

And  whan  fhe  might  her  time  w'ell  afpie 
Upon  the  fire  of  facrifice  fhe  flerte. 
And  with  his  fworde  fhe  rofe  her  to  the  herte  : 
But  as  mine  audlour  faith  yet  this  fhe  feide, 
Or  fhe  was  hurtin,  beforne  or  fhe  deide, 
She  wrote  a  lettre'  anon,  and  thus  began ; 

Right  fo  (quod  fhe)  as  themiikwhite  fwan 
Ayenft  his  deth  beginnith  for  to  fing, 
Right  fo  to  you  I  make  my  complaining, 
Not  that  I  trowe  to  gettin  you  again, 
For  \yell  I  wote  that  it  is  al  in  vain,  '' 

Sens  that  the  goddes  ben  contrarious  to  me, 
But  fin  my  name  is  loft  through  you  (quod  file) 
1  maie  well  lefe  a  worde  on  you  or  letter. 
All  be  it  I  ftiali  be  neyir  the  better. 
For  thilke  wind  that  blewe  your  fliip  awaie 
The  fame  winde  hathblowe  awaie  your  faie  ; 
But  who  fo  wol  al  this  lettre'  have  in  mindc 
Rede  Oyi4e,  and  is  him  he  fliall  it  fi^nde. 
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1  nou  rote  of  falfe  loviris,  Duke  Jafon, 
Thou  fleer,  devourir,  and  confufion, 
Of  gentill  women,  gentil  creatures, 
Thou  madifl  thy  reclaiming  and  thy  lures 
To  ladies  of  thy  fcathliche  aparaunce, 
And  of  thy  wordis  farfid  with  plefaunce. 
And  of  thy  fainid  trouth  and  thy  manere, 
With  thine  obeifaunce  and  humble  chere. 
And  with  thine  counterfeitid  pain  and  wo, 
There  othir  falfm  one  thou  falCd  two. 
O  !   oftin  fwore  thou  that  thou  woldift  die 
For  love  whan  thou  ne  feltifl:  maladie 
Save  foule  delite,  whiche  that  thou  callift  love  : 
If  that  I  live  thy  name  fhall  be  yfliove 
In  Englifhe,  that  thy  deceipt  Ihall  be  knowe  ; 
Have  at  the,  Jafon;  now  thin  horn  is  blow. 
But  certis  it  is  bothe  routh  and  wo 
That  Love  with  faJfe  lovirs  werkith  fo, 
For  thei  flial  have  well  bettir  love  and  chere 
Than  he  that  hath  aboughtin  love  full  dere. 
Or  had  in  armis  many'  a  bloodie  boxe, 
For  ay  as  tendre'  a  capon  eteth  the  fox. 
Though  he  be  fals,  and  hath  the  foule  betraied, 
As  fliall  the  gode  man  that  therefore  hath  paied ; 
Although  he  have  to  the'  capon  Ikill  and  right 
The  falfe  foxe  woll  have  his  part  at  night : 
On  Jafon  this  enfample'  is  well  ifene 
By  Hypflpyle'  and  Medea  the  quene^ 

In  Theifalie,  as  Ovide  tellith  us, 
There  was  a  knight  that  hightin  Pelus, 
That  had  a  brothir  whiche  that  hight-  iEfon; 
And  whan  for  age  he  might  unnethis  gon 
He  yave  to  Peleus  the  govirning 
Of  all  his  reigne,  and  made  him  lorde  and  king  ; 
Of  whiche  Miun  this  Jafon  gettin  was, 
That  in  his  time  in  all  that  land  there  n'as 
Nat  foche  a  famous  knight  of  gentilleffe, 
Of  fredome,  of  ilrengthe,  and  of  luftineffe. 


Aftir  his  fathir's  deth  be  bare  him  fo 

That  there  n'as  none  that  lill  to  ben  his  foCj 

But  did  him  all  honour  and  companie. 

Of  whiche  this  Peleus  hath  grete  envie,    • 

Imagining  that  Jafon  might  >be 

Enhauiffid  fo,  and  put  in  ibche  degrc, 

AVith  love  of  lordis  of  his  regioun. 

That  from  his  r-eignehe  maie  be  put  adoun. 

And  in  his  wit  anight  compaffid  he 

How  this  Jafon  might  beft  diflroyid  be, 

Withoutin  fclaundir  of  his  compafment; 

And  at  the  laft  he  toke  avifement 

That  to  fcnde  him  into  fome  ferre  countre, 

Theras  this  Jafon  maie  diftroyid  be  ; 

This  was  his  wit,  all  made  he  to  Jafon 

Grete  chere  of  loke  and  of  affedlion. 

For  drcde  left  that  his  lordis  it  efpide. 

And  io  bifell  it,  as  farne  ronnith  wide, 

There  was  foche  tiding  or  all,  and  foche  loos. 

That  in  an  ifle  that  callid  was  Colchos, 

That  flonte  beyonde  Troie  efiward  in  the  fe, 

There  was  a  Ram  v/hich  that  men  mightin  fe 

That  had  a  Flees  of  Golde  that  ilione  fo  bright 

That  no  wheye  was  there  foche  an  othir  fight ; 

But  it  was  kept  alwaie  with  a  dragoun. 

And  many  othir  marvailes  up  and  doun. 

And  with  two  buUis  makid  all  of  bras, 

I'hat  fpittin  fire,  and  mochil  thing  ther  was; 

But  this  was  eke  fhe  tafr  natheles, 

That  who  fo  would  ywinnin  thilkc  Flees 

He  mufi;  bothe,  or  that  he  it  v/innin  might. 

With  the  bullis  and  with  the  dragon  fight. 

And  King  Oetus  lorde  was  of  that  ilc. 
This  Peleus  bethought  upon  this  while 
'Fhat  he  his  nevewe  Jafon  would  exhort 
To  failin  to  that  londe  him  to  difport, 
And  fayid,  Nevewe,  if  it  might  ybe 
That  foche  a  worfhip  mioht  befaiiin  the. 
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That  thou  this  famous  trefure  mightift  win, 

And  bringin  it  i^iy  region  within, 

It  were  to  me  grete  plefaunce  and  honour, 

Than  were  I  holdin  to  quite  thy  labour, 

And  all  thy  coflis  I  woll  my  felf  make. 

And  chefith  what  folke  thou  wolt  with  the  take 

Let  fe  noWjdarfte  thou  takin  this  voiage  ? 

Jafon  was  young,  and  luftie  of  corage, 

And  undirtoke  to  doen  this  ilke  emprife ; 

Anon  Argus  his  fhippis  gan  devife. 

With  Jafon  went  the  itrong  flout  Hercules, 
And  many'  an  othir  that  he  with  him  ches ; 
But  who  fo  afkith  who  is  with  him  gon 
Let  him  rede  the  boke  Argonauticon, 
For  he  wol  tel  a  tale  long  inough. 
Philocretes  anon  the  faile  up  drough, 
Whan  that  the  winde  was  gode,  and  gan  him  hie 
Out  of  his  countre  callid  Theffalie. 
So  long  thei  failid  in  the  fake  fe 
Till  in  the  ile  of  Lemnos  arived  he, 
All  be  this  nat  reherfid  of  Guido, 
Yet  faicth  Ovidc  in  his  Epiflhs  fo  ;. 
And  of  this  ileland  ladie  was  and  quene 
The  faire  and  yonge  Hypfipyle  the  fhene, 
That  whilom  Thoas  doughter  was,  the  king. 

Hypfipyle  was  gon  in  her  playing, 
And  roming  on  the  clevis  by  the  fe  ; 
Undir  a  banke  anone  efpyid  fhe 
Where  laie  the  fliippe  that  Jafon  gon  arive ; 
Of  her  godeneffe  adoune  fhe  fendith  blive 
To  wetin  if  that  any  flraunge  wight 
With  tempefl  thidir  were  iblowe  anight, 
To  doen  'hem  focour,  as  was  her  ufaunce 
To  furth'rin  every  wight,  and  don  plefaunce 
Of  very  bounte  and  pf  curtifie. 

This  meffangir  adoune  him  gan  to  hie, 
And  founde  Jafon  and  Hercules  alfo. 
That  in  a  cogge  to  londe  werin  igo 
'Hem  to  refrelhin  and  to  take  the  aire, 
The  morowning  attempre  was  and  faire. 
And  in  ther  waie  this  meffangir  'hem  mette  ; 
Full  conningly  thefe  lordis  two  he  grette, 
And  did  his  meffage,  alking  'hem  anon 
If  thei  wer  brokin  or  ought  wo  bigon, 
Or  had  nede  of  lodefmen  or  of  vitaile  ? 
For  of  fuccour  they  fhouldin  nothing  faile, 
For  it  was  uttirly  the  Quen'is  will. 
Jafon  anfwerid  mekely  and  flill, 
My  ladie  (quod  he)  thanke  I  hertily 
Of  her  godeneffe  :  us  nedith  truily 
Nothing  as  now,  but  that  we  werie  be. 
And  comin  for  to  plaie  out  of  the  fe 
Till  that  the  winde  be  bettir  in  our  wale. 
This  ladie  romith  by  the  cliffe  to  plaie. 
With  her  meine,  endlong  upon  the  ftronde, 
And  findith  Jafon  and  this  othir  ftonde 
In  fpeking  of  this  thing,  as  I  you  told. 
This  Hercules  and  Jafon  gan  behold 
How  that  the  Quene  it  was,  and  faire  her  grete. 
Anon  right  as  thei  with  this  ladie  mete, 
And  fhe  toke  hede,  and  knewe  by  ther  manere, 
By  ther  araie,  by  wordis,  and  by  chere. 
That  it  were  gentillmcn  of  grete  degre, 
And  to  the  caflle  with  her  ledith  flie 


Thefe  ftraunge  folke,  and  doith  'hem  gret  houor 

And  alkith  'hem  of  travaile  and  of  labor 

That  thei  have  fuffrid  in  the  falte  fe  ; 

So  that  within  a  daie,  or  two  or  thre, 

She  kncwe  by  the'  folke  that  in  his  fhippis  be 

That  it  was  Jafon,  full  of  rcnome, 

And  Hercules,  that  had  the  grete  loos. 

That  foughtin  the  aventures  of  Colchos, 

And  did  'hem  honour  more  than  before. 

And  with  'hem  deled  evir  longir  the  more. 

For  thei  ben  worthy  folke  withoutin  lefe. 

And  namely  mofte  fhe  fpake  with  Hercules, 

To  him  her  herte  Ihe  bare,  an  he  fhould  be 

Sadde,  wife,  and  true,  of  wordis  avife, 

Withoutin  any  othir  affedlioff 

Of  love,  or  othir  imaginacion. 

This  I-iercules  hath  this  Jafon  fo  preifed. 
That  to  the  funne  he  hath  him  up  reifed, 
That  halfe  fo  true  a  man  there  n'as  of  love 
Undir  the  cope  of  heven  that  i^  above. 
And  he  was  wife,  bardie,  fecrete,  and  riche, 
Of  thefe  iii  pointis  there  n'as  non  him  liche. 
Of  fredome  paflid  he  and  luftie  liedde 
All  tho  that  iivin  and  all  tho  ben  dedde. 
Thereto  fo  grete  a  gentillman  was  he, 
And  of  Theffahe  likely  king  to  be ; 
There  n'as  no  lacke  but  that  he  was  agafl 
To  love,  and  for  to  fpekin  fhamefafl; 
Him  had  levir  himfelf  murdir  and  die 
Than  that  men  (hould  a  lovir  him  efpie,- 
As  wolde  God  above  that  I  had  give 
My  blode  and  flefhe,  fo  that  I  might  live 
With  the  bones,  that  he  had  aught  where  a  wife 
For  his  eflate,  for  foche  a  luftie  life 
She  fhouldin  ledin  with  this  luftie  knight : 
And  all  this  was  compaffid  on  the  night 
Betwixin  Jafon  and  this  Hercules  : 
Of  both  thefe  two  here  was  a  ftireude  lefe. 
To  come  to  houfe  upon  an  innocent. 
For  to  bedote  this  Quene  was  ther  entent. 
And  Jafon  is  as  coie  as  is  a  maide  ; 
He  lokith  pitoufly,  but  naught  he  faied; 
But  frely  yavc  he  to  her  counfailers 
Yeftis  full  grete  and  to  her  officers. 
As  would  God  that  I  lefir  had  and  time 
By  proceffe  all  his  woeing  for  to  rime ; 
But  in  this  houfe  if  3  falfe  lovir  be. 
Right  as  himfelf  now  doeth  right  fo  did  he 
With  faining  and  with  every  fubtill  dede  : 
Ye  get  no  more  of  me  but  ye  woll  rede 
Th'  originall,  that  tellith  all  the  caas. 

The  fothe  is  this,  that  Jafon  weddid  was 
Unto  this  Quene,  and  toke  of  her  fubftaunce 
What  fo  him  lift  unto  his  purveiaunce ; 
And  upon  her  begate  he  childrin  two. 
And  drough  his  faile,  and  fawe  her  nevir  mo, 
A  lettir  fent  ftie  unto  him  certain. 
Which  were  to  long  to  writtin  and  to  fain. 
And  him  reprovith  of  his  grete  untrouth. 
And  prayith  him  on  her  to  have  fome  routh. 
And  on  his  childrin  two  :  fhe  faid  him  this, 
That  thei  be  like  of  alle  thing  iwis 
To  Jafon,  fave  that  thei  couth  nat  begile ; 
And  prayid  God  or  it  were  longe  while 
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That  flie  that  had  his  herte  ireft  her  fro 
Mote  findin  him  untrue  and  falfe  alfo, 
And  that  flie  mufte  both  her  childrin  fpHI, 
And  alle  tho  that  fuffrith  him  his  will. 
And  true  to  Jafon  was  ihe  all  her  life, 
And  evir  kept  her  chafle  as  for  his  wife, 
Ne  nevir  had  flie  joie  at  her  herte, 
But  dyid  for  his  love  of  forowes  fmerte. 

To  Colchis  comin  is  this  Duke  Jafon, 
That  is  of  love  devourir  and  dragon, 
As  matire  appetitith  forme  alwaie, 
And  from  forme  into  forme  it  paflin  maie, 
Or  as  a  welle  that  were  botomles  ; 
Right  fo  can  falfe  Jafon  have  no  pees 
For  to  defirin  through  his  appetite 
To  tioen  with  gentillwoman  his  delite  ; 
This  is  his  lufte  and  his  felicite. 
Jafon  is  romid  forthe  to  the  cite 
That  whilom  clepid  was  Jafonicos, 
That  was  the  maiftirtoune  of  all  Colchos, 
And  hath  itolde  the  caufe  of  his  coming 
Unto  JE(Eta,  of  that  countre  king, 
Praying  him  that  he  mufl;  doen  his  affaie 
To  gette  the  Flece  of  Golde  if  that  he  maie. 
Of  whiche  the  King  afientith  to  his  bone, 
And  doth  him  honour  as  it  is  to  done, 
So  ferforth  that  his  doughtir  and  his  heire 
Medea,  whiche  that  was  fo  wife  and  faire, 
That  fairir  fawe  there  nevir  man  with  eye, 
He  made  her  doen  to  Jafon  companie 
At  mete,  and  fittin  by  him  in  the  hall. 

Now  was  Jafon  a  femely  man  withall. 
And  like  a  lorde,  and  had  a  grete  renoun. 
And  of  his  loke  roiail  as  a  lioun. 
And  godelie  of  his  fpeche  and  familiere. 
And  coud  of  love  the  craft  and  art  plenere 
Withoutin  boke,  with  everiche  obfervaunce  ; 
And  as  Fortune  her  ought  a  foule  mifchaunce 
She  woxe  enamorid  upon  this  man. 

Jafon,  (quod  fhe)  for  ought  I  fe  or  can 
As  of  this  thing  the  whiche  ye  ben  about, 
Ye  and  your  felf  ye  put  in  mochil  doubt. 
For  who  fo  woll  this  avinture  atcheve 
He  maie  nat  wele  after  tin  as  I  leve 
Withoutin  deth,  but  I  his  helpe  be  ; 
But  natheles  it  is  my  will  (quod  file) 
To  forthrin  you  fo  that  ye  fhall  nat  die. 
But  turnin  founde  home  to  your  Theffallc.  ' 

My  right  fair  lady  !   (quod  this  Jafon  tho) 
That  ye  have  of  my  deth  or  of  my  wo 
Any  regarde,  and  doen  me  this  honour, 
I  wot  wel  that  my  might  ne  my  labour 
May  nat  defervin  it  my  liv'is  daie  ; 
God  tbanke  you  there  I  ne  can  He  maie ; 


Your  man  am  I,  and  lowely  you  bcfeche 
To  ben  my  helpe  withoutin  morJ  fpeche; 
But  certis  for  my  deth  fhal  I  not  fpare. 

Tho  gan  this  Medea  to  him  declare 
The  peril  of  this  cafe  fro  point  to  point. 
Of  his  batyle,  and  eke  in  what  disjoynt 
He  mote  ftondin,  of  wniche  no  creture 
Save  onley  fhe  ne  might  his  lyfe  alTure  : 
And  fliortly,  right  to  the  poynt  for  to  go. 
They  ben  accordid  fullbetwyxe  'hem  two 
That  Jafon  Ihall  her  wedde  as  her  true  knight. 
And  terme  yfet  to  comin  fone  at  night 
Unto  her  chambre,  and  make  there  his  othe 
Upon  the  goddes,  that  he  for  lefe  or  lothe 
Ne  fliulde  her  nevir  falfin  nyght  ne  daye 
To  ben  her  hufbonde  whyle  he  lyvin  maye. 
As  fhe  that  from  his  deth  him  favid  here  ; 
And  hereupon  at  night  they  mete  yfere, 
And  doth  his  othe,  and  goth  with  her  to  bedde? 
And  on  the  morewe  upwarde  he  him  fpedde. 
For  fhe  hath  taught  him  how  he  fhal  nat  fayle 
The  Flees  to  wynne  and  ftintin  his  bataile. 
And  favid  hym  his  life  and  his  honour, 
And  gate  him  a  name  as  a  conquerour. 
Right  through  the  fleight  of  her  enchantement. 
Now  hath  Jafon  the  Flefe,  and  home  is  went 
With  Medea,  and  trefours  full  grete  wonne  ; 
But  unwyfte  of  her  fathir  Ihe  is  gonne 
To  Theflalye  with  Duke  Jafon  her  lefe. 
That  aftirwarde  hath  brought  her  to  mifchefc. 
For  as  a  traytour  he  is  from  her  go, 
And  with  her  lefti  yonge  childrin  two, 
And  falfely  hath  betrayid  her,  alas  ! 
And  er  in  love  a  chefe  traytour  he  was. 
And  weddid  yet  the  thirde  wyfe  anon. 
That  was  the  doughtir  of  the  Kyng  Creon, 

This  is  the  mede  of  lovyng  and  guerdon 
That  Medea  receved  of  Duke  Jafon 
Right  for  her  truth  and  for  her  kyndineffe. 
That  loved  him  bettir  than  her  felf  I  geffe. 
And  lefte  her  fathir  and  her  herytage  : 
And  of  Jafon  this  is  the  vaffalage. 
That  in  his  dayes  n'as  nevir  non  yfounde 
So  falfe  a  lovir  goyng  on  the  grounde  ; 
And  therefore  in  her  lettir  thus  flie  fayd, 
Firfl  whan  fhe  of  his  falfnelTe  him  upbrayd. 
Why  lykid  me  thy  yelowe  here  to  fe 
More  than  the  boundis  of  myn  honefte  ? 
Why  lykid  me  thy  youth  and  thy  fayrneflx;. 
And  of  thy  tonge  the'  infynite  gracyoufnelTe  ? 

O  !  haddeft  thou  in  thy  conqueft  ded  ybe 
Ful  mikil  untrouth  had  ther  dyed  with  the. 
Wel  can  Ovide  her  lettre'  in  verfe  endy te, 
Which  were  as  now  to  Jongc  for  to  write. 
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THE  LEGENDE  OF  LUCRECE  OF  ROME. 


T^pwE  mote  !  fain  th'  exilyng  of  kjrngis 
Of  Rome  for  ther  horible  doyngis, 
Of  thq  lafte  kynge  Sextus  Tarquinius, 
As  faith  Ovid  and  Titus  Lyvius; 
But  for  that  caufe  tel  1  nat  this  ftorye, 
But  for  to  prayfe  and  drawe  in  memory  e 
The  ver    wyfe.  the  very  true  Lucreife, 
That  for  her  wifehode  and  her  ftedfaftnefTe 
Nat  onely  that  thefe  Panymes  her  commende. 
But  that  yclepid  is  in  our  Legende 
The  gret  Auftyn,  that  hath  compafTioun 
Of  this  Lucrece  that  flarfe  in  Rome  toun, 
And  in  what  wife  I  woll  but  fhortly  trete. 
And  of  this  thing  I  touch  not  but  the  grete. 

Whan  Ardea  befi^egid  was  aboute 
With  Romayns  that  ful  fterne  werin  and  ftout, 
Ful  longr  lay  the  fiege,  and  litil  wroughten, 
So  that  they  wer  halfe  ydil  as  'hem  thoughten, 
And  in  his  play  Tarquinius  the  yonge 
Gan  for  to  jape,  for  he  was  lyght  of  tonge, 
And  fayid  that  it  was  an  ydle  lyfe, 
No  man  d  d  there  no  more  than  did  his  wife. 
And  let  us  fpeke  of  wivis,  that  is  befl, 
Praife  everie  man  his  own  as  him  left, 
And  with  our  fpechis  let  us  efe  our  herte. 

A  knight  (yclepid  Colatin)  up  fterte, 
And  fayid  thus  Nay,  Sir,  it  is  no  nede 
To  trowin  on  the  worde  but  on  the  dede ; 
1  have  a  wife  (quod  he)  chat  as  I  trowe 
Is  holdin  gode  of  al  that  er  her  knowe, 
Go  we  to  Rome  to  n;  ght  and  we  fliul  fe. 

Tarquinius  anfwerde,  That  lykith  me. 
To  Rome  they  be  comin,  and  faft  'hem  dighte 
To  Colatyn'is  hnufe,  and  downe  they  light, 
Tarquinius  and  eke  this  Colatine  ; 
The  hufbonde  knewe  the  cftirs  wel  and  fyne, 
Asid  ful  prively  into  the  houfe  thei  gone  : 

Nor  at  the  gate  ne  portir  was  there  none, 
And  at  the  chambre  dore  they  abyde. 
This  noble  wife  fate  by  her  bedd'is  fyde 


Difcheveled,  for  no  malyce  flie  ne  thoughf,- 
And  foft  wol,  faith  lavy,  that  fhe  wrought 
To  kepin  her  from  flouth  and  ydilneffe, 
And  bad  her  fervauntes  done  ther  befmcfle. 
And  afkith  'hem,  What'tidinges  herin  ye  ? 
How  faieth  men  of  the  fiege,  howe  fhal  it  be  ? 
God  wolde  the  wallis  were  fallin  adowne  ! 
Myn  hufbond  is  to  long  out  of  this  townc. 
For  whiche  drede  doth  me  forely  to  fmertc. 
Right  as  a  fworde  it  ftyngith  to  mine  hert 
whan  I  thinkin  on  this  or  of  that  place  ; 
God  fave  my  lorde,  I  pray  him  for  his  grace! 
And  therwithal  fo  tendirly  gan  wepe, 
And  of  her  v\erke  fhe  toke  no  more  kepe. 
But  mekily  flie  let  her  eyin  fal, 
And  thilke  femblant  fate  her  wel  withal. 
And  eke  her  teris,  ful  of  honefle 
Embeliflid  her  wifely  chaftite; 
Her  countinaunce  is  to  her  herte  digne, 
For  thei  accordidinin  dede  and  figne. 
And  with  that  worde  her  hufbonde  Colatliij 
Or  file  of  him  was  ware,  came  ftertling  in. 
And  fayid,  Drede  the  nat  for  I  am  here  : 
And  file  anone  up  rofe  with  blifsful  chere. 
And  kyfled  him,  as  of  wivis  is  the  wonne. 

Tarquinius,  this  proude  king'is  fonne, 
Coneevid  hath  her  beautie  and  her  chere, 
Her  yelowe  here,  her  bountie',  and  her  manere. 
Her  hewe,  her  wordis,  that  fhe  hath  complainedj 
And  by  no  craft  her  beautie  was  nat  fained, 
And  caught  unto  this  lady  foche  defire 
That  in  his  hert  he  brent  as  any  fire, 
So  wodely.  that  his  witte'was  all  forgotten. 
For  wel  thought  he  fhe  fhuldc  nat  be  goten; 
And  aye  the  more  that  he  was  iji  difpaire 
The  more  he  covetith  and  thought  her  faire  ; 
His  blinde  lufte  was  al  his  coveting. 
On  niorowe,  whan  the  birde  began  to  fyn?, 
Unto  the  fiege  he  cometh  ful  privily, 
And  by  himfelfe  he  walkith  fubiily^ 
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The'  ymtige  o-f  her  recording  ahvay  ne.we, 
Thus  lay  her  here,  and  thus  freih  was  her  hew, 
Thus  fate  flie,  thus  fhe  fpake,  this  ^va.s  her  chere,  . 
Thus  faire  flie  was,  and  this  .vas  her  manere  : 
Al  thi«  conceite  his  herte  hath  ncwe  ytake, 
And  as  the  (e  with  tempefl  al  to  fliake, 
That  aftir  whan  the  ftorme  is  al  ago 
Yet  woll  th-e  watir  quappe  a  daie  or  two, 
Right  fo,  though  that  her  forme  were  abfent 
The  plefaunce  of  her  forme  was  prcfent ; 
Butnathelefle  nat  plefaunce  hut  dehte, 
Or  an  unrightful  taient  with  difpite, 
For  maugre  her  flie  flial  my  lemman  be, 
Hap  helpith  hardy  ?nan  alivay,  (cjuou  he  ;) 
what  cnde  that  I  make  it  Ihal  be  fo, 
And  gyrte  him  with  his  fworde  and  gan  to  go  : 
And  he  forth  ritt  til  he  to  Rome  is  come, 
And  al  alone  his  way  that  he  hath  nome 
Unto  the  houfe  of  Colatin  fial  right ; 
Down  was  the  funne,  and  day  hadi  loil  his  lyght ; 
And  in  he  come  unto  a  privie  halke. 
And  in  the  night  ful  thefely  gan  he  ftalke, 
Whan  every  wight  was  to  his  reil  ybrought, 
jSTe  no  wight  had  of  trefon  foche  a  thought, 
Whethir  by  windowe  or  by  othir  gin  : 
With  fwerde  ydrawe  fliortly  he  cornith  in 
There  as  fhe  lay,  this  noble  wife  Lucrece, 
And  as  Ihe  woke  her  bedde  fhe  feltin  prcffe  : 
What  befl  is  that  (quod  fhe)  that  wayith  thjis  ? 

I  am  the  king'isfonne  Tarquinius, 
.(Quod  he)  but  and  thou  ciie  or  noife  ymake, 
Or  if  thou  any  creature  av/ake, 
By  thilke  God  that  forniid  man  of  lyve 
This  fwerde  through  tliyne  herte  {bal  I  ryve; 
And  therwithal  unto  her  throte  he  fterte, 
And  fet  the  fwerde  al  fliarpe  upon  her  herte, 
No  wo3"d  fhe  fpake  ;   flic  hath  no  might  therto  ; 
What  fhal  Ihe  faine  ?  her  witte  is  al  ago. 
As  when  a  wolfe  findith  a  lambe  alone ; 
To  whom  Ihal  fhe  complaine  or  make  her  mone  ? 
What  I  fhal  fhe  fightfn  with  an  hardie  knight  ? 
Wei  wotte  men  that  a  woman  hath  co  might ; 
What  fhal  Ihe  crie,  or  how  Oial  Ihe  afterte, 
That  hath  her  by  the  throte  with  fwerde  at  herte  ? 
She  alkith  grace,  and  faid  al  that  flie  can. 

No,  wolt  thou  nat  tho  ?  (quod  this  cruil  man) 
As  wifely  Jupiter  my  fouie  fave 
As  I  Rial  in  thy  ftabk  fie  thy  knave. 
And  lay  him  in  thy  be,dde,  and  loude  crie 
That  I  the  fyndin  in  foche  avoutrie  ; 
And  thus  thou  Ihalt  be  ded,  and  alfo  lefe 
Thy  name,  for  that  thou  fhalt  none  othir  chefe. 
This  Romains  wives  lovidin  fo  ther  name 
At  thilke  tyme,  and  dredidin  fo  the  fhame, 
That  what  for  fere  of  llaundre'  and  dred  of  deth' 
She  lofl  at  onis  both  her  wit  and  hreth, 
And  in  a  fwough  Ihe  lay,  and  woxe  fo  ded 
Men  mightin  fmitin  of  her  arme  or  hed. 
She  felith  nothing  neithir  foule  ne  feyre. 

Tarquinius,  that  art  a  king'is  heyre, 
And  fhuldift  as  by  linage  and  by  right 
Done  as  a  lorde  and  as  a  very  knight, 
Why  haft  thou  done  difpite  to  chivalrye  ? 
Why  haft  thpu  dojje  thy  lady  vilanie  ,' 


Alas  '.  of  the  this  was  a  vila'inons  dede. 

But  nowe  to  the'  purpofe.  In  the  ftory'  I  rede 

M'han  he  was  gonne,  and  this  mifchaunce  is  fal. 

This  lady  fcnt  aftir  her  frendis  a!, 

Fathir,  mothir,  and  hufljonde,  al  yfere, 

And  difchevilid  with  her  hero  clere, 

111  habyt  foche  as  v/omen  ufid  tho 

Unto  the  buryeng  of  ther  frcndisig-o. 

She  fate  in  hal  v/ith  a  forovvfful  fyght  ; 

Her  frendis  afltin  what  her  aylin  myght, 

And  %vho  was  ded  ?  and  fiie  fate  aye  wcpyng-, 

A  Vi'orde  i'or  fhame  ne  may  fhe  forth  out  brings 

Ne  upon  tiiem  flie  durlle  nat  behold  ; 

But  at  the  lade  of  'I'arquin  {he  'hem  tolde 

This  ruful  cafe,  and  al  this  thyng  horible  : 

The  wo  to  tellin  were  impoflible 

That  ihe  and  all  her  frendis  make  at  ones; 

Al  haddin  folkis  hertis  ben  of  ftones 

It  might  have  makid  'hem  upon  her  rewe, 

Her  hert  ywas  fo  wifely  and  fo  trcwe. 

She  faid  that  for  her  gilte  ae  for  her  blame 

Her  hufhonde  fliulde  nat  have  the  foule  name  ; 

That  v^olde  fhe  nat  fuffrin  by  no  waye. 

And  they  anfwerid  al  unto  her  faye 

That  they  foryavc  it  her,  for  it  was  right, 

It  was  no  gylte,  it  lay  nat  in  her  myght. 

And  faydin  her  enfamplis  many  one  ; 

But  al  for  naught,  for  thus  fhe  faid  anone. 

Be  as  be  may  (quod  fhe)  of  forgivyng, 

I  will  nat  have  no  forgifte  for  nothing,: 

But  privily  fhe  coughtin  forth  a  knife, 

And  therwithal  fhe  rafte  her  fclfe  her  life, 

An4  as  file  fel  adowne  flic  caft  her  loke, 

And  of  her  clothisyet  godehede  fhe  toke, 

For  in  her  fallyng  yet  fhe  had  a  care 

Lefte  that  her  fete  or  foche  thingis  lay  bare. 

So  wel  fhe  lovid  clennelTe  and  eke  trouthe. 

Of  her  hikd  all  the  towne  of  Rome  routhe. 

And  Brutus  hath  by  her  chafte  blode  y^wore 

That  Tarquin  fhulde  ybanifl'ied  be  therfore 

And  al  hiskinne,  and  let  the  peple  cal, 

And  opinly  the  tale  he  tolde  'hem  al, 

And  opinly  let  cary'  her  on  a  here 

Through  al  the  towne,  that  men  may  fe  an4here 

The'  horible  dede  of  her  oppreffioun  ; 

Ne  nevir  was  there  kyng  in  Rome  toun 

Sens  thylke  day  :  'and  ftie  was  holdin  ther^ 

A  faynt,  and  evre'  her  day  yhalowed  dere 

As  in  ther  lawe.    And  thus  endith  Lucrefte 

The  noble  wyfe,  Titus  berith  witncfTe. 

I  tel  it  for  fhe  was  of  love  fo  trewe, 

Ne  in  her  wil  flie  chaungid  for  no  nevve. 

And  in  her  ftable  herte  fadde  and  kinde,  > 

That  in  thefe  women  men  may  al  day  finde 

There  as  they  caft  ther  hert  there  it  dwellith  ; 

For  wel  I  wote  that  Chrift  himfelfe  tellith 

Tliat  in  Ifrael,  as  wide  as  is  the  loiide, 

He  fo  grete  faith  in  al  the  londe  ne  fonde 

As  in  a  woman,  and  this  is  no  lie  : 

And  as  for  men,  loke  ye  foche  tyrannic 

Thei  done  al  daie,  affay  'hem  who  fo  liftc, 

The  trewifi  is  ful  brotil  for  to  triftc. 
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WliNOs,  Infernal  Judge,  of  Crete  the  Kyng, 
Now  Cometh  thy  lotte ;  thou  comift  on  the  ryng  : 
Nat  for  thy  fake  alone  writen  is  this  ftorye, 
But  for  to  clepe  ayen  unto  memorie 
Of  Thefeus  the  gret  untrouthe  of  love, 
For  whiche  the  goddis  of  hevin  above 
Ben  wroth,  and  wrath  have  takin  for  thy  fynne  : 
Be  red  for  fhame,  nowe  I  thy  lyfe  beginne. 

Minos,  that  was  the  migjhty  King  of  Crete, 
That  had  an  hundrid  cities  ftrong  and  grete, 
To  fchole  hath  fent  his  fcnne  Androgeus 
To  Athenes,  of  the  whiche  it  happid  thus, 
That  he  was  flayne,  Icrning  philofophie 
Right  in  that  cyte,  nat  but  for  envie. 

The  grete  Minos,  of  the  whiche  that  I  fpeke, 
His  fonnis  deth  is  comin  for  to  wreke, 
Alcathoe'  he  befiegid  harde  and  longe, 
But  natheles  the  wallis  be  fo  ftronge. 
And  Nifus  that  was  kyng  of  that  cite 
So  chivalrous,  that  litil  dredith  he  ; 
Of  Minos  or  his  hofle  toke  he  no  cure 
Tyl  on  a  daie  befil  an  avinture 
That  Nifus  doughtir  Hode  upon  the  wal. 
And  of  the  ficge  bchelde  the  manir  al ; 
So  happid  it  that  at  a  fcarmifhing 
She  cafte  her  hert  upon  Minos  the  king. 
For  his  beautie  and  for  his  chivalrye. 
So  forely  that  flie  wenid  for  to  die  : 
And  fliortly  of  this  proceffe  for  to  pace, 
She  made  Minos  to  winnin  thilke  place, 
So  that  the  cite  was  al  at  his  wyl 
To  favin  whom  him  lille  or  ellis  fpill ; 
But  wickidly  he  quit  her  kyndeneile, 
And  let  her  drenche  in  forowe  and  diftreile, 
N'erc  that  the  goddis  had  of  her  pite  : 
But  that  tale  were  to  longe  as  nowe  for  me. 


Athenis  was  this  King  Minos  alfo. 

As  Alcathoe'  and  othir  townis  mo. 

And  this  th'  effedt,  that  Minos  hath  fo  driven 

Them  of  Athenis  that  thei  mote  him  yeven 

Fro  yere  to  yere  ther  owne  childrin  dere 

For  to  be  flaine,  as  ye  flial  aftir  here. 

This  Minos  hath  a  monftre',  a  wickid  beft, 

That  was  fo  cruil,  that  without  areft 

Whan  thattLman  was  brought  into'  his  prefencs 

He  wolde  hipxi  ete  ;   there  helpith  no  defence  : 

And  every  t^irde  yere  withoutin  doute 

Thei  caftidin  lotte  as  it  came  aboute 

On  riche  and  pore,  he  muft  his  fonne  take. 

And  of  his  childe  he  muft  a  prefente  make 

To  Minns,  for  to  fave  him  or  to  fpill. 

Or  let  his  befl  devour  him  at  his  will : 

And  this  hath  Minos  don  right  in  difpite  ; 

To  wreke  his  fonne  was  fet  al  his  delytc, 

And  makin  'hem  of  Athenis  hys  thraJ, 

Fro  yere  to  yere  while  that  he  livin  Ihal ; 

And  horn  he  failith  whan  this  toun  is  won; 

This  wickid  cuftome  is  fo  long  yron 

Till  that  the  King  of  Athenes,  ^gajus. 

Mote  fendin  his  owne  fonne  Thefeus, 

Sens  that  the  lotte  is  fallin  him  upon. 

To  ben  devourid,  for  grace  is  there  non  : 

And  forth  is  ladde  this  woful  yonge  knight 

Unto  the  countre'  of  Minos  ful  of  night. 

And  in  a  prifon  fettrid  faft  is  he 

Tyl  that  ilke  time  he  fiiulde  yfretin  be, 

Wei  maift  thou  wepe,  o  woful  Thefeus  ! 
That  art  a  king'is  fonne  and  damnidthus  ; 
Me  thmkith  this,  that  thou  art  depe  yholde 
To  whom  that  favid  the  fro  caris  colde 
And  nowe  yf  any  woman  helpc  the 
Wcl  oughtift  thou  her  fervaunt  for  to  be 
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And  ben  her  trewe  lovir  yere  by  yere. 
But  nowe  to  come  aien  to  my  matere. 

The  toure  there  this  Thefeus  is  throwc 
Downe  in  the  bottom  derke  and  wondir  lowe, 
Was  joyning  to  the  wal  of  a  foreine 
That  longing  was  unto  the  doughtrin  tweine 
Of  Minos,  whiche  that  in  ther  chambris  grete 
Dweltin  above  toward  the  maiftirftrete 
Of  thilkc  towne  in  joy  and  in  folas  ; 
N'ot  I  nat  howe,  it  happened  per  cas, 
As  Thefeus  complainid  him  by  night, 
The  lunge's  doughtir  that  Ariadne  hight, 
And  eke  her  fuftir  Phoedra,  herdin  al 
His  complainte  as  thei  ftodin  on  the  wall 
And  lokid  up  upon  the  brighte  mone, 
'Hem  liftin  nat  to  go  to  bedde  fo  fone. 
And  of  his  wo  thei  had  ccmpaflion  ; 
A  king'is  fonne  to  be  in  foche  prifon, 
And  ben  devoured,  thought  'hem  grete  pite  : 
Than  Ariadne  fpake  to'  her  fuftir  fre, 
And  fayd,  Phoedra,  my  lefe  fuftir  dere  1 
This  woful  lord'is  fonne  maie  ye  nat  here 
Howe  pitoufly  he  complainith  his  kinne, 
And  eke  his  pore  eflate  that  he  is  inne, 
And  giltileffe  ?  certis  nowe  it  is  routhe. 
And  if  ye  wol  affentin,  by  my  trouthe 
He  fhal  ben  holpin,  howe  fo  that  we  do. 

Phcedra  anfwerde,  Ywis  me  is  as  wo 
For  him  as  er  I  was  for  any  man, 
And  to  his  helpe  the  belt  rede  that  I  can 
Is,  that  we  done  the  gailir  privily 
To  come  and  fpekin  with  us  haftily, 
And  done  this  woful  man  with  him  to  come, 
For  if  he  maie  this  monftir  ovircome 
Than  were  he  quite,  there  is  non  other  bote  : 
Let  us  wel  tafte  him  at  hi?  hert'is  rote, 
That  if  fo  be  that  he  a  wepon  have, 
Where  that  he  dare,  his  life  to  kcpe  and  fave, 
f  ightin  with  this  fende,  and  himfelf  defende. 
For  in  the  prifon  there  he  ftial  difcende  : 
Ye  wote  wel  that  the  beft  is  in  a  place 
That  is  not  derke,  and  hath  roume  and  eke  fpace 
To  welde  an  axe,  or  fwerde,  a  ftaffe,  or  knife. 
So  that  me  thinkith  he  fhulde  fave  his  life  ; 
If  that  he  be  a  man  he  flial  do  fo  :• 
And  we  fhal  make  him  ballis  eke  alfo 
Of  wexe  and  towe,  that  whan  he  gapith  faft 
Into  the  beft'is  throte  he  fhal  ^hem  cafte 
To  fleke  his  hongir  and  encombre  his  tethe. 
And  right  anon  whan  that  Thefeus  fethe 
The  beft  achekid  he  fhal  on  him  lepe 
To  fleen  him  or  th^y  comin  more  to  hepe  ; 
This  wepon  flial  the  gailir  or  that  tyde 
Ful  privily  within  the  prifon  hyde  : 
And  for  the  houfe  is  crenclid  to  and  fro, 
And  hath  fo  queinte  wayis  for  to  go, 
For  it  is  Ihapin  as  the  mafe  is  wrought, 
Therto  have  I  a  remedy'  in  my  thought, 
That  by  a  clewe  of  twyne  as  he  hath  gon 
The  fame  way  he  may  returne  anon, 
Folo'wing  alway  the  threde  as  he  hath  come  :, 
And  whan  that  he  this  heft  hath  ovircome 
Than  may  he  Alien  away  out  of  this  ftede, 
4nd  eke  tbz  gailir  may  he  with  hi;n  lede, 


iVnd  him  avaunce  at  home  in  his  countre. 
Sens  that  fo  gret  a  lord'is  fonne  is  he. 

This  is  my  rede,  if  that  ye  dare  it  take. 
What  fhulde  I  lengir  fermon  of  it  make  ? 
The  gailir  cometh,  and  with  him  Thefeus; 
And  whan  thefe  thingis  ben  accordid  thus, 

Adowne  fate  Thefeus  upon  his  kne  ; 

0  the  right  lady  of  my  life  !   (quod  he) 

1  forowfull  man,ydamnid  to  the  dethe. 
Fro  you  whilis  that  me  ylaftith  brethe 
I  wol  nat  twinne  aftir  this  avinture, 
But  in  your  fervice  thus  I  wol  endure, 
That  as  a  wretch  unknow  I  wol  you  ferve 
For  evirmore  tyl  that  min  herte  fterve; 
Forfake  I  wol  at  home  min  heritage. 
And  as  I  faied  ben  of  your  courte  a  page, 
If  that  ye  vouchfafin  that  in  this  place 

Ye  grauntin  me  to  havin  foche  a  grace 

That  I  may  have  nat  but  my  mete  and  drinke ; 

And  for  my  fuftinaunce  yet  wol  I  fwinke 

Right  as  you  lift,  that  Minos  ne  no  wight 

Sens  that  he  faw  me  nevir  with  eyeniight, 

Ne  no  man  ellis,  fhal  me  nat  efpye. 

So  flily  and  fo  wel  I  Ihal  me  gye, 

And  me  fo  wel  disfigure  and  fo  lowe, 

That  in  this  world  there  fhal  no  man  me  knowe. 

To  have  my  lyfe  and  to  have  the  prefence 

Of  you  that  done  to  me  this  excellence  ; 

And  to  my  fathir  fhal  1  fendin  here 

This  worthy  man,  which  that  is  your  gaylere. 

And  him  fo  guerdon  that  he  fhal  wel  be 

One  of  the  gretift  men  of  my  countre  : 

And  if  I  durfte  fayne,  my  iady  bright  ! 

I  am  a  king'is  fonne  and  eke  a  knight. 

As  wolde  God  if  that  it  mighte  yhe 

Ye  werin  in  my  countre  alle  thre, 

And  I  with  you  to  here  you  companye. 

Than  fhuld  you  fene  if  that  I  therof  lye. 

And  if  I  profir  you  in  lowe  manere 

To  ben  your  page,  and  fervin  you  right  here, 

But  T  you  ferve  as  lowly  in  that  place 

Ypray  to  Mars  to  y£ve  me  foche  grace 

That  fham'is  deth  on  me  there  mote  fall, 

And  deth  and  pov£rte  to  my  frendis  all, 

And  that  my  fprite  by  night  mote  go 

Aftir  my  deth  and  walkin  to  and  fro. 

That  1  mote  of  foule  traitour  have  a  name, 

For  whiche  my  fprit  mote  go,  to  do  me  fhame, 

And  if  I  clay  me  evir  othir  degre,  » 

But  ye  vouchfafin  to  grauntin  it  me, 

As  I  have  faid,  of  fham'is  deth  I  dey. 

And  mercy,  lady!  I  can  naught  els  fey. 

A  femely  knight  was  this  Thefeus  to  fe. 
And  yonge,  but  of  twenty  yere  and  thre, 
But  who  fo  had  yfene  his  countinaunce  ' 

He  would  have  wept  for  routh  of  his  penaunce, 
For  which  this  Ariadne'  in  this  manere 
Anfwerde  to  his  profre  and  to  his  chere  : 

A  kyng'is  fonne  and  eke  a  knight  (quod  Ihe) 
To  ben  my  fervaunt  in  fo  low  degre 
God  fnuld  itl  for  the  fhame  of  women  al, 
And  lene  me  nevir  foche  a  cafe  befal. 
And  fende  you  gracj;  and  flcight  of  hert  alfa 
You  to  defende  and  kiilghtly  llceu  your  fosj 
£  e  ij 
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And  lenc  here  aftir  that  I  may  you  finde 

To  me  and  to  my  fuflir  heve  fo  kynde 

"lliat  I  ne  repent  nat  to  yevc  you  lyfe; 

Yet  were  it  bettir  that  1  were  your  wife, 

Sithe  that  ye  ben  as  gentil  borne  as  I, 

And  have  a  relme  nat  ferre  but  fafte  by, 

Than  I  fuffrid  your  gentiileffe  to  llervc, 

Or  that  1  let  you  as  a  page  to  ferve ; 

It  is  no  profite  unto  your  kinrede, 

But  what  is  that  that  men  n'ill  do  for  dred  I 

And  to  my  fuflir,  fyth  that  it  is  fo 

That  file  mote  gone  with  me  if  that  I  go. 

Or  eJIis  fuffre  deth  as  wel  as  I, 

That  ye  unto  your  fonne  as  trewily 

Done  her  be  w^ddid  at  your  home  comming  ; 

This  is  the  fynal  ende  of  al  this  thing, 

Ye  fwere  it  here  on  all  that  may  be  fworne. 

Ye,  lady  myn,  (quod  he)  or  els  to  torne 
3Mote  I  be  with  the  Minotaure  to  morowe. 
And  havlth  here  of  min  hert  blod  to  borowc. 
If  tbat  ye  wol,  if  I  had  knife  or  fpere 
I  wolde  it  lettin  out  and  thereon  fwere, 
For  than  at  erfte  I  wot  ye  would  me  leve. 
By  Mars,  that  is  the  chiefe  of  my  beleve. 
So  that  I  mightin  lyvin  and  nat  faile 
To  morowe  for  to  takin  my  bataile 
I  ne  wolde  nevir  fro  this  place  flye 
Tyl  that  ye  Ihulde  the  very  profe  yfe  ° 
Por  now,  if  that  the  foth  I  fhall  you  fay, 
I  have  lovid  you  fui  many  a  daie. 
Though  ye  ne  AviR  it  nat,  in  my  countrCj 
And  aldirmolle  defyrid  you  to  fe 
Of  any  earthly  living  creature;     / 
Upon  my  trouthe  I  fwere  and  you  affure, 
Thisfevin  yere  I  have  your  fer  vaunt  be  ; ' 
Nowe  have  I  you,  and  alfo  have  ye  me. 
My  dere  hert !   of  Athenis  Ducheffe. 

This  lady  fmilith  at  his  fhedfaftnelTe, 
And  at  his  hertely  wordes,  and  at  his  chere, 
And  to  her  fufcir  fayd  in  this  manere  : 

And  fotbely,  leve  all  fyllir  myn,  (quod  ihe) 
Nowe  be  we  ducheilis  both  I  and  yc, 
And  fikerde  to  tjie  regals  of  Athenes, 
And  bothe  hereaftir  likely  to  be  queues. 
And  favid  fro  his  deth  a  king'is  fonne, 
As  er  of  gentilwomen  is  the  wonne 
To  fave  a  gentilmau  enforth  t])er  might. 
In  honeft  caufe,  and  namely  in  his  right. 
Me  thinkith  no  wight  ought  us  hereof  blamCj 
Ne  bcrin  us  therfore  an  evil  name. 
And  fliortly  of  this  matir  for  to  make, 
Tliis  Thcfcus  of  her  hath  leve  ytake,  ' 
And  every  point  was  performed  in  dcde 
As  ye  have  in  this  covcnaunt  hcrde  me  rede  ; 
Hiswcpen,his  c!ev/e,  his  tiling,  that  I  have  faid, 
■\Vas  by  the  gailir  in  the  houfe  ylaid, 
'i'hcre  as  the  Alynotaure  hath  his  dwellyng, 
Right  fade  by  the  dore  at  his  entring, 
And  'I'hefeus  is  lad  unto  his  dethe  ; 
And  forth  unto  tliis  Minotaure  he  gethe. 
And  by  the  teching  of  this  Adriane 
lie  ovircame  this  beil  and  was  his  bane  ; 
And  out  he  comithby  tl'ie  clewc  againe 
Ful  privily  whan  he  this  belt  hath  iluinc. 


And  by  the  gailir  gottin  hath  a  barge. 

And  of  his  wiv'is  trefure  gan  it  charge, 

And  toke  his  wife  and  eke  her  fuftir  fre. 

And  eke  the  gailir,  and  with  'hem  al  thre. 

Is  flok  away  out  of  the  londe  by  night, 

And  to  the  countre'  of  Enupie  him  diglit, 

Thereas  he  had  a  frende  of  his  knowing ; 

There  feftin  thei,  there  dauncin  thei  and  fing. 

And  in  his  armis  hath  this  Adriane, 

That  of  the  heft  hath  kept  hinx  fro  his  bane, 

And  get  him-  there  a  noble  barge  anone. 

And  of  his  countre  folke  a  ful  gret  wone. 

And  taketh  his  leve,  and  homwarde  fallith  he  y 

And  in  an  yle  amiddis  the  wilde  fe, 

Thereas  there  dwellid  nevii  creture  none 

Save  wild  beftis,  and  that  ful  many  one, 

He  made  his  fliippe  alonde  for  to  fette, 

And  in  that  yle  halfe  a  daie  he  lette. 

And  fayd,  that  on  the  londe  he  muft  him  refle  » 

His  mariners  have  done  right  as  him  kite  : 

And  for  to  tellin  fliortly  in  this  cafe. 

Whan  Ariadne  his  wife  aflepe  was. 

For  that  her  fuftir  fayrir  was  than  Ihe, 

He  taketh  her  in  his  honde,  and  forth  goth  ha 

To  fiiyppe,  and  as  a  traitour  flale  away 

While  that  this  Ariadne  aflepe  lay. 

And  to  his  countre  warde  he  failith  blive, 

A  twenty  dyvil  way  the  winde  him  drive, 

And  found  his  fathir  drenchid  in  the  fe. 

Me  lyfte  no  more  to  fpeke  of  him  parde  j 

Thefe  falfe  lovirs  poifon  be  ther  bane  '. 

But  I  wol  turne  againe  to  Adriane, 
That  is  with  flepe  for  werineffe  ytoke, 
Ful  forowfuUy  her  hert  m^ay  awake. 

Alas !  for  the  myne  herte  hath  grete  pite. 
Right  in  the  davvfuing  awakith  fhe, 
And  groplth  in  the  bed,  and  fond  right  nought, 

Alas,  (quod  ilie)  that  evir  I  was  wrought  ! 
I  am  betrayid,  and  her  here  to  rente, 
And  to  the  ftronde  all  barefote  faft  fhe  wente, 
And  cryld,  Thefeus,  myn  herte  fwete  ! 
Where  be  je,  that  I  may  nat  with  you  niete^, 
And  might  thus  with  the  beftis  ben  yflaine  i 

The  halowc  rockis  anfwcrde  her  againe ; 
No  man  Ihe  fawe,  and  yet  yftione  the  mone  ; 
And  hye  upon  a  rccke  fhe  wentin  fone. 
And  fawe  his  barge  yfailing  in  the  fe  ; 
Colde  woxe  her  hert,  and  right  thus  fayid  fhe  : 

Mekir  than  ye  finde  I  the  beftis  wyl'de. 
Hath  he  nat  fynne  that  he  her  thus  begylde  i" 
She  cried,  O  turne  againe  for  routhe  and  fmne  ! 
Thy  barge  ne  hath  nat  al  his  meine  inne. 
Her  couverchcfe  on  a  pole  ftyked  fhe 
Afcauncs  that  he  fliulde  it  wele  yfe. 
And  him  remembre  that  flie  was  behinde. 
And  turne  againe,  and  on  the  ftronde  her  finde. 

But  all  for  naught  ;  his  way  he  is  ygone  ; 
And  downe  fhe  fel  a  fwowne  upon  a  ftone, 
And  up  ftie  riftc,  and  kiffed  in  all  her  care 
The  fteppis  of  his  fete  there  he  hath  fare. 
And  to  her  bed  right  thus  Ihe  fpekith  tho  • 

Thou  bed,  (quodllie)  that  haft  recevid  two. 
Thou  fhah.  anfwere  of  two  and  not  of  one  • 
Where  is  the  grcter  peri;c  away  gone  I         ' 
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Alas  !  wher  fhal  1  wretched  wight  become  ? 
Tor  though  fo  be  that  bote  none  here  come 
Home  to  my  count  r<-  dare  I  nat  for  drede ; 
I  can  my  felfin  hi  this  cafe  nat  rede. 

What  fhould  I  tellin  more  here  c'omplaining  ? 
It  is  fo  long  it  were  an  hevy  thing  ; 
In  her  epiftle  Nafo  tcllith  aiL 
Sut  fliort-ly  to  the  e'nde  tellin  I  Ihall, 


The  g;oddis  have  her  hx)]pin  for  pyte. 

And  in  the  fygne  of  Taurus  men  may  fe 

The  ftonis  of  li^r  corowne  thyni  clere. 

I  will  no  more  fpekin  of  this  matere, 

But  thus  this  falfelovir  can  begilc 

His  trew  love ;  the  devil  quit  him  his  v/hile ! 


Ee: 


HERE      FOLOWETH 


THE  LEGENDE  OF  PHILOMELA. 


1  H-ot:  yevir  of  the  fofmis  that  haft  wrought 
The  fayre  world,  and  bare  it  in  thy  thought 
lEternally  er  thou  thy  werke  began, 
Why  madift  thoii  to  the  flaundir  of  man  ? 
Or  allbe  that  it  v/as  not  thy  doyng, 
As  for  that  ende  to  making  foche  a  thing, 
Why  fufFredelt  thou  that  Tereus  was  bore, 
That  is  in  love  fo  falfe  and  fo  forfwore, 
That  fro  this  world  up  to  the  firfi:  hevin 
Corrumpith  whan  that  folke  his  name  nevin  ? 
And  as  to  me,  {o  grifly  was  his  dede, 
Tliat  whan  that  I  this  foule  ftorie  rede 
Myne  eyin  wexin  foule  and  fore  alfo, 
Tet  laileth  the  venyme  of  fo  long  ago 
That  it  enfetftith  him  that  wolde  beholde 
The  ftorie  of  Tereus  of  which  I  tolde. 
Of  Thrace  was  he  the  lorde,  and  kyn  to  Marte, 
The  cruil  god  that  ftante  with  blody  darte  ; 
And  weddid  had  he  with  fuUblifsful  chere 
Xing  Pandion'is  faire  doughtir  dere 
That  hight  Progne,  the  floure  of  her  countre, 
Though  Juno  lifte  not  at  the  fefl:  to  be 
2*k  Hymen,  that  the  god  of  Weddyng  is, 
But  at  the  fefte  redy  ben  iwis 
The  Furis  three,  with  allther  mortall  bronde. 
The  oule  all  night  above  the  balkis  wonde, 
That  prophete  is  of  wo  and  of  mifchaunce. 
This  revill,  full  of  fong  and  full  of  daunce, 
Lafted  a  fourtenight  or  little  lafle  : 
But  Ihortlie  of  this  flofie  for  to  pafTe, 
(For  1  am  weric  of  hym  for  to  tell) 
Five  yere  his  wife  and  he  togithir  dwell, 
Till  on  a  daie  fhe  gan  fo  fore  to  long 
To  fene  her  fuftir,  that  Ihe  fawe  not  long. 
That  for  defire  fhe  ne  will  what  to  faie, 
jBat  to  }xQx  hufbonde  gan  ihe  for  to  praie, 


For  Godd'Is  love,  that  f!ie  mote  onis  gone 

To  fene  her  fuftre',  and  come  ayen  anon, 

Or  ellis  but  flie  mote  to  her  wende 

She  praied  him  that  he  would  aftir  her  fende  j 

And  this  was  daie  by  daie  all  her  praiere, 

With  all  humblelTe  of  wifehode,  worde,  and  chere. 

This  Tereus  let  make  his  Ihippis  yare. 
And  into  Grece  hymfelf  isforthe  if^re  : 
Unto  his  fathir  in  lawe  gan  he  praie 
To  vouchefafin  that  for  a  moneth  or  twaie 
That  Philomela  his  wive's  fuftir  might 
On  Progne'  his  wife  but  onis  have  a  fight, 
And  llie  fhall  come  to  you  again  anon. 
My  felf  with  her  I  will  bothe  come  and  gon. 
And  as  my  hert's  life  I  will  her  kepe. 

This  olde  Pandion,  this  kyng,  gan  to  wepe 
For  tendirneffe  of  herte  for  to'leve 
His  doughtir  gon,  and  for  to  yeve  her  leve ; 
Ot  all  this  worlde  he  lovid  nothyng  fo ; 
But  at  the  lafte  leve  hath  fhe  to  go. 
For  Philom0^  with  fait  teris  eke 
Gan  of  her  fathir  his  grace  to  befeke 
To  iene  her  fuftir,  that  her  longith  fo. 
And  hym  enbracith  with  her  armis  two  : 
And  therewithal  fo  yonge  and  faire  was  flie. 
That  when  that  Tereus  fawe  her  beaute. 
And  of  arraie  that  there  was  none  her  liche. 
And  yet  of  beaute  was  fli^e  to  fo  riche. 
He  caft  his  fierie  herte  upon  her  fo    '  • 

That  he  woll  have  her  ftow  fo  that  it  go 
And  with  his  wihs  knelid  and  fo  praied ' 
Till  at  the  laft  Pandion  thus  yfaied  • 

Now  fonne,  (quod  he)  that  art  to  me  fo  dere, 
I  the  betake  my  yonge  doughtir  here 
That  bereth  the  keie  of  all  mynehert'is  life 
And  grete  me  well  my  doughtir  and  thy  wife 
3 


LEGENDE    6 

And  yeve  her  leve  fomtymc  for  to  pleie, 

That  flie  male  fe  me  onis  or  I  deie. 

Andfothly  he  hath  made  hym  riche  fcft. 

And  to  his  folke  the  mode  and  eke  the  left 

That  with  him  came,  and  yave  him  yeftis  grete, 

And  him  conveyith  through  the  maftirflrete 

Of  Athenis  and  to  the  fe  hym  brought, 

And  tournith  home,  no  malice  he  ne  thought. 

The  oris  puUith  forth  the  veffil  fall. 

And  into  Thrace  arrivith  at  the  laft, 

And  up  into  a  foreft  he  her  led, 

And  to  a  cave  full  privily  hym  fped, 

And  in  this  darke  cave,  if  that  her  left 

Or  ne  lift  nought,  he  bad  her  for  to  reft,- 

Of  whiche  her  herte  agrofe,  and  fayid  thus  : 

Where  is  my  fuftir,  brothir  Fereus  ? 
And  there  withall  ihe  wejit  full  tendirlie. 
And  quoke  for  fere  all  pale  and  pituouflic. 
Right  as  the  lambe  that  of  the  wolfe  is  bitten, 
Or  as  the  culver  that  of  the'  egle  is  fmitten, 
And  is  out  of  his  clawis  forthe  efcapfcd. 
Yet  it  is  ftill  aferde  and  fore  awhaped, 
Left  it  be  hent  eftfonis ;  fo  fate  ftie  : 
But  uttirlie  it  male  none  othir  be, 
By  force  hath  this  traitour  ydoen  a  dede 
That  he  hath  reft  her  of  her  maidinhede 
Maugre  her  bed,  by  ftrength  and  by  his  might. 

Lo,  here  a  dede  of  men,  and  that  aright ! 
She  cryith  Suftir  with  full  loudc  fteven, 
And  Fathir  dere  !  o  helpe  me  God  in  heven  I 
All  helpith  not  :  and  yet  this  falfe  thefe 
Hath  doen  his  lady  yet  a  more  mifchefe. 
For  fere  left  that  flie  ftiould  his  fliame  crie^ 
And  doeh  him  opinlie  a  vilanie. 
And  with  his  fwerd  her  tong  of  kerfith  he, 
And  in  a  caftill  made  her  for  to  be 
Full  privily  in  prifone  evirmore, 
And  kept  her  to  his  ufage  and  his  ftore, 
So  that  ftie  ne  might  nevir  more  afterte.  T 

O  fely  Philomela  !   wo'  is  thine  herte,  > 

Huge  ben  thy  forowis,  and  wondir  fmerte ;       J 
God  wrekc  the,  and  fende  the  thy  bone  ! 
Now  it  is  time  I  make  an  ende  fone. 

This  Tereus  is  to  his  wife  icome, 
And  in  his  armis  hath  his  wife  inome, 
And  pitoufly  he  wept,  and  flioke  his  hedde, 
And  fwore  her  that  he  found  her  fuftir  dedde, 
For  whiche  this  felie  Progne  hath  foche  wo 
That  nigh  her  forov/fuU  herte  brake  atwo  : 
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And  thus  in  teris  let  I  Progne  dwell, 
And  of  her  fuftir  forthe  I  vi^oll  you  tel. 
This  wofuU  ladie  lernid  had  in  youth 
So  that  (he  workin  and  cnbraudin  couth. 
And  wevin  in  her  ftole  the  radi;vore. 
As  it  of  women  hath  ben  wovid  yore  ; 
And,  fothly  for  to  faine,  fhe  hath  her  fill 
Of  mete  and  drinke,  of  clothing  at  her  will, 
And  couth  eke  rede  well  inough  and  endite. 
But  with  a  penn^;  fhe  ne  could  not  write. 
But  lettirs  can  fhe  wevin  to  and  fro, 
So  that  by  that  the  yere  was  all  ago 
She  had  yvvovin  in  a  ftamen  large 
How  flie  was  brought  fro  Athens  in  a  barge, 
Arid  in  a  cave  how  that  fhe  was  ybrought, 
And  all  the  thyng  that  Tereus  ywrought 
She  wave  it  wcl,  and  wrote  the  ftorie'  above 
How  flie  was  fervid  for  her  fuftjr's  love; 
And  to  a  knave  a  ring  fhe  yave  anon, 
A)id  prayid  him  by  fignis  for  to  gon 
Unto  the  Quene,  and  berin  her  that  clothe, 
And  by  fignis  fwore  him  many  an  othe 
She  fhould  him  yevin  what  fhe  gettin  might. 

This  knave  anon  unto  the  Quene  him  dight, 
And  coke  it  her,  and  all  the  manir  tolde  : 
And  when  that  Progne  hath  this  thing  behold 
No  'v^/'orde  fhe  'pake  for  forowe  and  for  rage. 
But  fainid  her  to  gon  on  pilgrimage 
T*  Bacchus  temple' ;  and  in  a  little  ftounde 
Her  dombe  fuftir  yfittyng  hath  fhe  founde, 
Wcplng  in  the  caftill  her  felf  alone  ; 
Alas  the  wo,  the  conftraint,  and  the  mone. 
That  Progne  Upon  her  dombe  fuftir  maketh '. 
In  armis  evericbe  of  'hem  othir  taketh  : 
And  thus  I  let  'hem  in  ther  forowe  dwell, 
Ttie  remenaunt  is  no  charge  for  to  tell. 
For  this  is  all  and  fome,  thus  was  ftie  ferved 
That  nevir  ought  agiltid  ne  deferved 
Unto  this  cruill  man  that  fhe  of  wifte. 
Ye  male  beware  of  men  if  that  you  lifte. 
For  all  be  that  he  woll  not  for  his  ftiamc 
Doin  as  Tereus  to  lefe  his  name, 
Ne  ferve  you  as  a  murtherer  or  a  knave. 
Full  little  while  fhullin  ye  trewe  him  have. 
That  woll  I  fain,  al  wer  he  now  my  brothei^ 
But  it  fo  be  that  he  m-aie  have  noije  other. 

Eeiiij  , 
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By  jirove  as  well  as  by  audhoritc 

That  wickid  ffuide  comnieth  of  a  wicked  tre 

That  maie  ye  find  if  that  it  likith  you ; 

But  for  this  ende  I  fpeke  this  as  now. 

To  tellin  you  of  falfe  Demoplioon  ; 

In  love  a  falfir  herd  I  nevir  non 

Eut  it  werin  his  fathir  Thefeus  ; 

God  for  his  grace  fro  foche  one  kepin  us ! 

Thus  thefe  women  yprayin  that  it  here  ; 

Now  the'  effede  tcurne  I  of  my  matere. 

Dellroyid  is  of  Troie  the  cite  ; 
This  Demophon  came  failyng  in  the  fe 
Toward  Athenis,  to  his  paleis  large  ; 
With  him  came  many  a  fliip  and  many'  a  barge 
All  full  of  folke,  of  whiche  full  many  one 
Is  wounded  fore,  and  fike,  and  wo  begone, 
And  thei  have  at  the  fiege  long  ilaine  ; 
Behind  him  came  a  winde  and  eke  a  raine 
That  fliofe  fo  fore  his  faile  ne  might  not  ftonde, 
Hym  were  levir  then  all  the  woilde  a  loudc; 
So  huntith  hym  the  tempeft  to  and  fro, 
So  dark  it  was  he  could  uo  where  ago, 
And  with  a  wave  to  bruftin  Was  his  Here  ; 
His  fliip  was  rent  fo  lowe  in  foche  manere 
That  carpenter  ne  coulde  it  not  amende  ; 
The  fe  by  night  as  any  torche  brcnde 
i'or  wodc,  and  pofTith  him  up  and  doun, 
Till  Neptune  hath  of  hym  compaflloun. 
And  Thetis,  Chorus,  Triton,  and  thci  all, 
And  madin  him  opon  a  londe  to  fall 
Whereof  that  Phyllis  lady  was  and  quene, 
Lycurgus  doughtir,  fairir  unto  fene 
Then  is  the  floure  again  the  brighte  fonne  : 
IJnneth  is  Demphon  to  londe  iwonne, 
Weke  and  eke  werie,  and  his  folke  forpined 
Of  werineffe,  and  alfo  enfamined. 
And  to  the  deth  he  was  almofle  idriven  : 
Jlis  -wife  folke  counfMl«  have  him  yc\tn 


To  fekin  helpe  and  fuccour  of  the  Q^ene, 

And  lokin  what  his  grace  mightin  bene, 

And  makin  in  that  lande  fome  chevefauncCj,. 

And  kepin  him  fro  wo  and  fro  mifchaunce. 

For  Cke  he  was  and  almofle  at  the  deth, 

Unnethis  m.ight  he  fpeke  or  drawin  breth. 

And  lieth  in  Rhodopcia  hym  to  refte. 

When  he  m.ay  walkin  him  thought  it  was  befte 

Unto    the  courte  to  fekin  for  fuccour  ; 

AT  en  knewe  him  wele,  and  diddin  hym  honour,  . 

For  at  Athenis  duke  and  lorde  was  he, 

As  Thefeus  his  fathir  hath  ibe, 

That  in  his  tyme  was  of  grete  renoun. 

No  man  fo  grete  in  all  his  regioun, 

And  like  his  fathre'  efface  and  Itature, 

And  falfe  of  love,  it  came  hym  of  narure, 

As  doeth  the  foxe  Renarde,  the  fox'is  fonnc. 

Of  kinde  he  could  his  olde  fathir  wonne 

Withoutin  lore,  as  can  a  drake  fwimme 

When  it  is  caught  and  caried  to  the  brimmc. 

Tliis  honourable  Phyllis  doth  him  chere  ; 

Her  likith  well  his  porte  and  his  manere  ; 

But  I  am  all  agrotid  here  beforne 

To  write  of  'hem  that  in  love  ben  forfwornCj 

And  eke  to  hallin  me  in  my  Legende, 

Whiche  to  performe  God  me  grace  yfende, 

Therefore  I  palTm  ftiortly  in  this  wife. 

Ye  have  well  herd  of  Thefeus  the  gife 

In  the  betraying  of  faire  Adriane, 

That  of  her  pite  kept  him  fro  his  bane  ; 

At  {hort  wordis,  right  fo  Demophoon 

The  fame  waie  and  the  fame  pathe  hath  gon 

That  did  his  falfe  fathir  Thefeus, 

For  unto  Phyllis  hath  he  fworn^  thus, 

To  weddin  her,  and  her  his  trouth  yplio-ht. 

And  pikid  of  her  all  the  gode  he  might^ 

Whan  he  was  whole  and  founde,  and  had  his  refte. 

And  doefh  with  Phillis  what  fo  that  him  left 
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AsWtlll  could,  if  that  me  lifte  fo, 
Tellin  of  all  his  cloying  to  and  fro. 

He  faled  that  to  his  countre  mote  hym  fuile, 
For  there  he  would  her  weddyng  apparaile 
As  fill  to  her  honour  and  his  alfo  ; 
And  opinly  he  toke  hisleve  the. 
And  to  her  fwore  that  he  would  not  fojourne, 
Eutin  a  moneth  again  he  would  retourne. 
And  in  that  londe  let  make  his  ordinaunce 
As  very  lorde,  and  toke  the  obeifaunce 
Well  and  humbly,  and  his  fhippis  ydight, 
And  home  he  goith  tiie  next  waie  he  might, 
But  unto  Phyllis  again  came  he  nought, 
And  that  hath  flie  fo  harde  and  fore  ibought, 
Alas  1  as  the  florie  doeth  us  recorde, 
That  file  was  her  owne  deth  right  with  a  corde, 
When  that  flie  faw  that  Demophon  her  traied; 
But  firft  wrote  fhe  to  him,  and  faft  him  praid 
He  would  come  and  delivir  her  of  pain, 
As  I  reherfm  fhall  a  worde  or  twain  ; 
Me  lifle  not  to  vouchfafe  on  him  to  fwinke, 
Difpendin  ou  him  a  penne  full  of  ynke, 
For  falfe  in  love  was  he,  right  as  his  fire, 
The  devil  fet  ther  foulis  both  on  fire  ! 
But  of  the  lettre'  of  Phyllis  woll  1  write 
A  worde  or  twain,  although  it  be  but  lite. 

Thine  hoftefle,  (quod  flie)  o  Demophoon  I 
Thy  Phyllis,  which  that  is  fo  wo  begon, 
Of  Rhodopeie  upon  you  mote  (;omplain, 
Ovir  the  terme  yfet  betwixt  us  twain 
That  ye  ne  holdin  forwardc  as  ye  faied  ; 
Your  ancre,  whiche  ye  in  our  havin  laied, 
Hight  us  that  ye  would  comin  out  of  doubt 
Or  that  the  mone  onis  v/ent  about, 
But  timis  fower  the  mone  hath  hid  her  face 
Sens  thilke  daie  je  wentin  fro  this  place 
And  fowir  timis  light  the  worlde  again ; 
But  for  all  that  yet  fhall  I  fothly  fain 
Yet  hath  the  fireme  of  Scython  not  ybrought 
From  Athenis  the  flaip,  yet  came  it  nought; 
And  if  that  ye  the  terme  rckin  would 
As  I  or  othir  true  iovirs  doe  fnould, 
I  plainin  not  (God  wot)  before  my  daie. 
But  all  her  lettir  writin  I  ne  male 
By  ordir,  for  it  were  to  me  a  charge ; 
Her  lettir  was  right  long,  and  thereto  large, 


But  here  and  there  in  rhime  I  have  it  lalcd 
There  as  me  thought  that  fhe  hath  welyfaied. 
,   She  faied,  The  failis  comith  not  again, 
life  to  the  worde  there  n'is  no  fey  certain; 
But  I  wot  why  ye  comin  not,  (quod  fhe) 
For  I  was  of  my  love  to  you  fo  fre  ; 
And  of  the  goddis  that  ye  have  yfwore 
If  that  ther  vengeaunce  fall  on  you  therefore 
Ye  be  not  fufhfaunt  to  here  the  pain  ; 
To  mochil  truflid  I,  well  male  I  fain, 
Upon  your  linage  and  your  faire  tong, 
And  on  your  teris  fafly  out  ywrong  : 
How  coud  ye  wepin  fo  by  craft  ?  (quod  Hie) 
Maie  there  foch  teris  evir  fainid  be  ? 

Now  ccrtis  if  ye  would  have  in  memorie 
It  oughtin  be  to  you  but  little  giorie 
To  have  a  felie  maidin  thus  betraied  : 
To  God  (quod  fhe)  praie  I,  and  oft  have  praledj 
I'hatitbe  now  the  gretilt  price  of  all 
And  niofle  honour  that  er  you  fhall  befall; 
And  when  thine  old  auncetirs  paintid  be. 
In  whiche  men  maie  ther  worthineffe  yfe. 
Then  piaie  I  God  thou  paintid  be  aiio. 
That  folke  maie  redin  fortheby  as  thei  go, 

Lo  !  this  is  he  that  with  his  flattiry 
Betrayid  hath  and  doen  her  villany 
That  was  his  true  love  in  thought  and  dede ! 

But  fothly  of  0  poind  yet  maie  thei  rede. 
That  ye  ben  like  your  fathir  as  in  this, 
For  he  begilid  Ariadne'  iwis 
WitJi  fuche  an  arte  and  foche  a  fubtilte 
As  thou  thy  felvin  hafl  beguilid  me  ; 
As  in  that  poind,  although  it  be  not  feire. 
Thou  folowifl:  certain,  and  art  his  heire  : 
But  fens  thus  finfully  ye  me  begile 
My  bodis  mote  ye  fene  within  a  while 
Right  in  the  haven  of  Athenis  fietyng 
Withoutin  fcpulture  and  burying. 
Though  ye  ben  hardir  then  is  any  ftone. 

And  when  this  lettir  was  forth  fent  anone,- 
And  knewe  how  brotill  and  how  fak  he  wa?. 
She  for  difpaire  forbid  her  felf,  alas ! 
Sucheforowe'  hath  flie  for  fhe  befet  heffo. 
Beware  ye  women  of  your  fubtillfo, 
Sens  yet  this  daie  men  maie  enfample  fg. 
And  truilith  now  in  love  no  mac  but  nvs. 
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In  Grece  whilom  were  dwelling  brethrene  tv>ro, 
Of  whiche  that  one  was  callid  Dauao, 
That  many'  a  foiine  hath  of  his  bodie  wonne, 
As  foche  falfe  loviris  oftimis  conne. 

Emongis  his  fonnis  all  there  was  one 
That  aldirmofte  he  loved  of  everychone, 
And  when  this  child  was  borne  this  Danao 
iShope  him  a  nanr^e,  and  callid  hym  Lino  ; 
That  othir  brothir  call  id  wag  Egifte, 
That  was  of  love  as  falfe  as  er  him  liile ; 
And  many'  a  daughtir  gate  he  in  his  life, 
Of  whiche  he  gate  upon  his  righte  wife 
A  dough^ir  dere,  and  did  her  for  to  call 
Hypermneftra,  the  youngift  of  'hem  all. 
The  whiche  childe  of  her  nat>vite 
To  alle  gode  thewis  yborne  was  flie, 
As  likid  to  the  goddes  or  fhe  was  boinc 
That  of  the  fliefe  fhe  fhould  be  the  cornc  : 
The  werdis  that  we  clepin  Deftine 
Hath  fhapin  her  that  fhe  muft  nedis  be 
Pitous,  and  fad,  and  wife,  and  true  as  llele  ; 
And  to  this  woman  it  accordith  wele, 
For  though  that  Venus  yave  her  grete  beutc 
With  Jupiter  compownid  fo  was  fhe 
That  confcience  and  trouthe,  and  drede  of  fliame. 
And  of  her  wifehode  for  to  kepe  her  name. 
This  thought  her  was  felicite  as  here  : 
And  Red  Mars  was  at  that  tyme  of  the  yere 
So  feble  that  his  malice  is  him  rafte, 
ReprefTid  hath  Venus  his  cruillcrafte, 
And  what  with  Venus  and  othir  oppreffion 
Of  houfis  Mars  his  venime  is  adon, 
That  Hypermneftra  dare  not  handle'  a  knife 
In  malice,  though  flic  fhouldin  lefe  her  life  ; 
But  natheleffe  as  hevin  gan  tho  turne. 
Two  bad  aipefiis  hath  Ihe  of  Saturne, 
That  made  ner  f ;  r  to  dyin  in  prifon; 
And  i  fhall  aftir  niakiii  mencioa 
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Of  Danao  and  Egiftis  alfo, 

And  though  fo  be  that  thei  were  brethrin  two",- 

For  thiike  tyme  n'as  fparid  no  linage, 

It  likid  'hem  to  makin  mariage 

Betwixt  Hypermneftra  and  him  jLino, 

And  caftin  in  foche  a  daie  it  fnall  be  fo, 

And  full  accordid  w^as  it  uttirly, 

The'  araie  is  wrought,  the  tyme  is  faile  by  ; 

And  thus  Lino  hath  of  his  fathlr's  brother    • 

The  doughtir  wedded,  and  ecli  of  'hem  hath  other,- 

The  torchis  brennin  and  the  lampis  bright, 

The  facrificisben  full  redy  dight, 

Th'  enfence  out  of  the  lire  out  rekith  fote, 

The  floure  the  lefe,  is  rent  up  by  the  rote 

To  makin  garlandis  and  crounis  hie  ; 

Full  is  the  place  of  found  ofiminftralcie, 

Of  fongis  amourous  of  mariage, 

As  thdke  tyme  was  the  plain  ufage  ; 

And  this  was  in  the  paleis  of  Egifte, 

That  in  his  hous  was  lord  right  as  him  lifle ; 

And  thus  that  daie  thei  drivin  to  arr  ende. 

The  frcndis  takin  leve,  and  home  thei  wend  : 

The  night  is  come,  the  bride  {hall  go  to  bed,- 

Egiftis  to  his  chamber  faft  him  fped. 

And  privily  he  let  his  doughtir  call 

When  that  the  hous  voidid  was  of  'hem  all ; 

He  lokith  on  his  doughtir  with  glade  chere, 

And  to  her  fpake  as  ye  fhall  aftir  here  : 

My  right  doughtir,  the  trefour  of  mine  herte  ! 
Sens  fii-ft  that  daie  that  ftiapin  was  my  fherte,. 
Or  by  the  Fatall  Suftir  had  my  dome, 
So  nye  myne  herte  nevir  thing  ne  come. 
As  thou  my  Hypermneftra,  doughtir  dere  I 
Take  hede  what  thy  fathir  fayith  the  here, 
And  werke  aftir  thy  wifir  evirmo. 
For  aldirfirft  doughtir  I  love  the  fo 
That  all  the  worlde  to  me  n'ls  haife  fo  left, 
Ne  1  n'olde  redd  the  to  thy  milchcfc 
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For  all  the  gode  undir  the  colde  mone ; 

And  what  I  mene  it  flial  be  faid  right  fonc, 

With  p:  oteftacion,  asfaine  thefewifc, 

That  but  thou  doe  as  I  fhall  the  devife 

Thou  fhalt  be  ded,  by  him  that  al  hath  wrought ; 

Atfhort::  wordis,  thou  ne  fcapift  nought 

Out  of  my  palcis  or  that  thou  be  dede 

But  thou  confent  and  werke  aftir  my  rede; 

Take  this  to  the  for  full  conciulioun. 

This  Hypermnellra  caft  her  eyin  doun, 

And  quoke  as  doetli  tlie  lefe  of  afpis  grene, 

Dedwexther  hew,  and  like  afliin  to  fene, 

And  fayid;  I.orde  and  fathir,  all  your  will, 

Aftir  my  might,  God  wote  1  fliall  fulfill, 

So  it  be  to  me  no  confu-Qbn. 

I  n'ill  (quod  he)  have  non  exception. 
And  out  he  caught  a  knife  as  rafi  ur  kene  ; 
Hide  this  (quod  he)  that  it  be  nat  ifene, 
And  when  thine  hufbonde  is  to  bed  ygo. 
While  that  he  flepith  cut  his  throte  atwo. 
For  in  my  dreme  it  is  ywarnid  me 
How  that  my  nevewe  Ihall  my  bane  ybe, 
But  whiche  I  n'ot,  wherefore  I  woll  be  fiker; 
If  thou  faie  nale  we  two  lliall  have  a  biker. 
As  I  have  faied,  by  him  that  I  have  fvvorne. 
This  Hypermnellra'  hath  nigh  her  wit  forlorn, 
And  for  to  pafTe  harraeleffe  out  of  that  place 
She  grauntid  him,  there  was  non  othir  grace. 
And  therewithall  a  coftrill  takith  he, 
And  faied,  Hereof  a  draught  or  two,  or  thre, 
Yeve  him  to  drinke  when  he  goith  to  refte, 
And  he  fliall  flepe  as  long  as  er  the  lefte, 
The  narcotikes  and  apies  ben  fo  ftrong,  _ 
And  go  thy  waie,  left  that  him  thinke  to  long. 
Out  cometh  the  bride,  and  with  full  fobre  chere. 
As  is  of  maldins  oftin  the  manere. 
To  chambir  brought  with  revil  and  with  fong  : 
And  ftiortUe,  lefte  this  tale  be  to  long, 
This  Lino  and  ftiebeth  bin  brought  to  bed. 
And  every  wight  out  at  the  jdore  him  fped. 
The  night  is  waftid,  and  he  fell  aflepe; 
Full  tendirly  beginnith  Ihe  to  wepe  ; 
She  rift  her  up,  and  dredefully  Ihe  quaketh, 
As  doeth  the  braunch  that  Zephyrus  yfliaketh; 


And  hufht  were  all  in  Aragone  that  cite : 
As  colde  as  any  frofte  now  wexith  fhe, 
For  pite  by  the  herte  ftrainid  her  fo. 
And  drede  of  deth  doith  her  fo  moche  wo, 
T  lat  thryis  doune  ftie  fill ;  in  foche  a  were 
She  rifte  her  up,  and  ftekereth  here  and  tliere, 
And  on  her  handis  faftj  lokith  Ihe  ; 
Alas  !  quod  fhe,  Ihall  myne  handes  blodie  be  '. 
I  am  a  maidin,  and  by  my  nature. 
And  by  my  femblaunt,  and  by  my  veftiue, 
Myne  haundis  ben  not  fhapin  for  a  knife. 
As  for  to  revin  no  man  fro  his  life  : 
What  devill  have  I  with  the  knife  to  do  ? 
And  Ihall  1  have  my  throte  ycorve  atwo  ?' 
Then  Ihall  I  blede,  alas  !  and  be  yfhcnde  : 
And  nedis  of  this  thing  mote  have  an  ende  5 
Or  he  or  I  mote  nedis  lefe  our  life  : 
Now  certis  (quod  fhe)  fens  I  am  his  wife. 
And  hath  my  feithe,  yet  is  it  bette  for  me 
For  to  be  dedde  in  wifely  honefte 
Then  be  a  traitour  living  in  my  Ihame  ; 
Be  as  be  male,  for  erneft  or  for  game. 
He  fhall  awake,  and  rife  and  go  his  waic 
Out  at  this  guttir  er  that  it  be  dale ; 
And  wept  full  tendirlie  upon  his  face, 
And  in  her  armis  gan  him  to  embrace, 
And  him  fhe  roggith  and  awakith  foft ; 
And  at  the  windowe  lepe  he  fro  the  loft 
When  flie  hath  warnid  him  and  doen  him  bote. 
This  Lino  fwiftywas  and  light  offote, 
And  from  his  wife  he  ran  a  full  gode  pace  : 
This  felie  woman  is  fo  weke,  alas  ! 
And  helpleffe,  fo  that  er  ihe  ferre  went 
Her  cruill  fathir  did  her  for  to  hent. 
Alas,  Lino  1   why  art  thou  fo  unkinde  ? 
Why  ne  haft  thou  remembrid  in  thy  mindc; 
And  takin  her  and  led  her  forthe  with  the  i 
For  when  fhe  fawe  that  gone  awaie  was  he. 
And  that  fhe  ne  might  not  fo  faft  ygo, 
Ne  folowin  him,  fhe  fate  doune  right  tho 
Til  Ihe  was  caught  and  fettrid  in  prifon  ; 
This  Tale  is  faied  for  this  conclufioii. 
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A  t  tho  that  lyfte  of  women  HI  to  fpekcj. 
And  I'ayin  of  'hem  worfe  than  they  deferve, 
I  pray  to  God  that  ther  n'eckis  to  breke, 
Or  on  fome  yll  dethc  mote  tho  j;inglirs  fterve, 
For  every  man  were  holdin  'hem  to  ferve. 
And  do  'hem  worfhij),  honour,  and  fervife. 
In  every  manir  they  heft  coude  devife. 

For  we  ought  firft  to  think  on  what  manere 
Thei  bring  us  forth,  and  wliat  pain  thei  endure 
Firft  in  our  byrth,  and  fith  fro  yere  to  yere 
liow  bufily  they  done  ther  bufy  cure 
To  kepe  us  fro  every  myfavinture 
In  our  youthhed,  whan  that  we  have  no  might  ' 
Our  felfe  to  kepe  neythir  by  day  nor  night. 

Alas!  howe  may  we  fay  on  'hem  but  wele 
Of  whom  we  were  yfofhred  and  ybore. 
And  ben  all  our  focoure,  and  trewe  as  ilelc. 
And  for  our  fake  ful  ofte  they  fuffre  fore  ? 
Without  women  were  al  our  joye  ylore, 
"VVherfore  we  oapht  al  women  to  obey 
In  al  godeneiTe  ;  T  can  no  more  yfay. 

This  is  wel  knowin,  and  hath  ben  or  this, 
*rhat  women  ben  the  caufe  of  al  lightnefTc, 
Knighthodc,  norture,  efchewing  al  malis, 
Encrefe  of  worfhip  and  of  worthinefTe, 
Therto  curteys  meke,  grounde  of  alle  godeneffe. 
Glad  and  mery,  and  trewe  in  every  wife 
That  any  gentle'  hert  can  thinke  or  devife. 

And  though  any  would  trufl  to  your  uutruth, 
And  to  your  faire  wordis  would  aught  affent, 
In  gode  faith  methinkith  it  wer  grete  ruth 
That  othre'  women  fliould  for  ther  gilt  be  ftient 
That  ner  knew  nc  wifl  nought  of  ther  entent, 
Ne  HP:  not  to  here  the  faire  wordes  ye  write, 
"VVhiche  ye  you  paine  fro  daie  to  dale  t'  eudite. 

But  who  maie  beware  of  your  tales  untrue 
That  ye  fo  bufilie  painte  and  endite  ? 
For  ye  will  fwerin  that  ye  nevir  kncwc 
Ne  fawe  the  wdman  neither  moche  nc  lite, 
Save  only  her  to  whom  ye  had  delite 
As  for  to  ferve  of  all  that  er  ye  fey. 
And  for  her  love  muft  ye  nedis  dey. 

Then  wil  ye  fwere  chat  ye  knew  tier  before 
"What  Love  was,  ne  his  dredful  obfervaunce, 
But  now  ye  felin  that  he  can  wounde  fore. 
Wherefore  ye  put  you'  into  her  govirnaunce 


Whom  Love  hath  ordeihed  you  to  ferve  ariddofle* 

faunce 
With  al  your  might  your  lityl  liv'is  fpace, 
Whiche  endith  fone  but  if  fhe  doe  you  grace  ; 

And  then  to  bedde  will  ye  you  lone  ydrawe. 
And  fone  your  f;lvis  ficke  ye  v;-ill  then  fain, 
And  fwerin  faft  your  ladie  hath  you  flawe, 
And  brought  you  fodainly  in  fo  high  pain 
That  fro  your  deth  maie  no  man  you  lefirain, 
With  a  danngerous  loke  of  her  eyin  two, 
That  to  your  dsthc  muft  ye  nedis  go. 

Thus  will  ye  morne,  thus  will  ye  fighin  forej' 
As  though  your  hert  anon  in  two  wold  brefti 
And  fwerin  faft  that  ye  maie  live  no  more, 
Myne  owne  ladie,  that  might  if  ye  left 
Bryngin  myne  herte  fomedcle  into  reft. 
As  if  you  lift  mercie  on  me  to  have, 
Thus  your  untrouth  uill  evir  mercie  crave. 

Thus  woU  ye  plainin  tho  you  nothing  fmerte 
Thefe  innocent  creturesfor  to  begile. 
And  fwere  to  'hemfo  woundid  is  your  herte 
For  love  of  them  that  ye  maie  live  no  while, 
Scarflie  fo  long  as  one  might  go  a  mile; 
So  hyith  Deth  to  bryng  you  to  an  ende 
But  if  your  foverain  lady  lift  you'  amende. 

And  if  fhe  comfort  you  in  any  w^ife 
For  routhe  for  pite'  of  your  falfe  othis  fere. 
So  that  file  weneth  it  be  as  you  devife. 
And  wenith  your  herte  be  as  fhe  maie  here, 
Thus  to  comfort  and  fomwhat  do  you  chere,' 
Then  well  thefe  janglirs  deme  of  her  full  ill^ 
And  faine  ye  have  her  fully  at  your  will. 

Lo,  how  redie  ther  tongis  ben  and  preft 
To  fpekin  harme  of  women  caufileffe  ! 
Alas  !   why  might  ye  not  as  well  Hiie  the  beft 
As  for  to  demin  'hem  thus  giltileffe  ? 
In  your  herte  iwis  there'  is  no  gentUnefTe  , 
That  of  your  own  gilt  lifte  thus  women  fame; 
Now  by  my  trouth  me  thinke  ye  be  to  blame. 

For  of  women  comith  this  worldly  wele. 
Wherefore  we  ought  worflaip  'hem  cvirmore, 
And  though  it  miftiap  on,e  we  ought  to  hele, 
For  it  is  all  thorough  our  falf;  lore 
That  daie  and  night  we  pain  us  cvirmore 
With  many'  an  othe  thefe  women  to  begile 
With  falfe  talis  and  many'  a  wickid  v.'ik. 
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And  if  falfhede  fliould  be  reckened  and  told 
It  n'ere  in  women  iwis  full  trouth  wei-e 
Not  as  in  men  is  by  a  thoufande  fold, 
Fro  all  vicis  iwis  thei  flandin  clere, 
In  any  thing  that  er  I  could  of  here. 
But  if  entifyng  of  thcfe  men  it  make, 
That  'hem  to  flattercn  connin  nevir  flake. 

T  would  fain  wete  where  evir  ye  coud  here 
Without  mens  tifmg  women  did  amis ; 
There  ye  get  'hem  ye  He  fro  yere  to  yere, 
And  many'  a  gabbyng  ye  make  to'  'hem  iwis. 
For  I  could  nevir  here  ne  knowen  er  this 
Where  evir  ye  coude  fmde  in  any  place 
That  evir  women  befought  you  of  grace. 

There  ye  you  painin  with  al  your  full  might, 
With  all  your  herte  and  all  your  bufmeffe, 
To  plefm  'hem  aye  both  by  dale  and  night. 
Praying  'hem  of  ther  grace  and  gentilneffe 
To  have  pite  upon  your  grete  diftreffe, 
And  that  thei  woldin  on  your  pain  have  routh,  , 
And  fle  you  not,  fithin  ye  mene  but  trouth. 

Thus  male  fein  that  thei  ben  fautleffe. 
And  innocent  to  all  your  werkis  flie  ; 
And  all  youi;  craftis  that  touchin  falfneffe 
Thei  knowe  "hem  not,  ne  maie  'hem  not  <^pie  ; 
So  fwerin  ye  that  ye  muft  nedis  die 
But  if  thei  wouldin  of  ther  womanhcdde 
Upon  your  trouth  rewe  er  that  ye  be  dedde. 

And  then  your  lady  and  your  hert'is  quene 
Ye  callin  'hem,  and  therewith  ye  figh  fore, 
And  faie.  My  ladie',  I  trowe  that  it  be  fene 
In  what  plite  that  I  have  livid  full  yore. 
But  now  I  hope  that  ye  woUin  no  more 
In  thefe  pains  fuffre  me  for  to  dwell, 
For  of  all  godeneffe  iwis  ye  be  the'  well. 

Lo,  whiche  a  paintid  proceffe  can  ye  make 
Thefe  harmleffe  creturis  for  to  begile  ! 
And  when  thei  flepe  ye  painin  you  to  wake, 
And  to  bethinke  you'  on  many'  a  wickid  wile ; 
But  ye  fhal  fe  the  dale  that  ye  fhall  curfe  the  while 
That  ye  fo  bufily  did  your  entent 
'Hem  to  begile  that  fallhed  nevir  ment. 


For  this  ye  know  wel ,  though  I  wouldin  licj^ 
In  women  is  all  trouth  and  iiedfaftncffe. 
For  in  gode  faithc  I  nevir  of  'hem  fie 
But  moche  worfhip,  bounte,  and  gcntilnefTe, 
Right  commyng,  faire,  and  full  of  mckeneffc, 
Gode  and  glad,  and  lowlie  I  you  enfure. 
Is  this  godelie  and  angelike  creture. 

And  if  it  happe  a  .man  be  in  difefe 
She  doeth  her  bufmefle  and  her  full  paine 
With  al  her  might  him  to  comfort  and  plefe, 
If  fro  his  difcfc  flie  might  hym  rellrain  : 
In  warde  ne  dede  iwis  flie  woU  not  faine ; 
With  al  her  might  flie  doth  her  bufmeffe 
To  bryngin  hym  out  of  his  hevineffe. 

Lo,  here  what  gentillefle  i-hefe  women  have  11 
If  we  could  knowe  it  for  our  rudenefTe 
How  bufie  thei  be  us  to  kepe  and  fave 
Bothe  in  hele  and  alfo  in  fickcnefl"e, 
And  alwaie  right  forie  for  our  diflrefle ; 
In  every  manir  thusfhewe  thei  routhe. 
That  in  'hem  is  all  godenefie  and  all  trouthe. 

And  fith  we  find  in  'hem  gentilnefl~e,  trouth, 
Worfliip,  bounte,  and  kindnclTe,  evirmore. 
Let  nevir  this  gentilleffe  through  your  floutli 
In  ther  kinde  trouth  be  evir  aught  forlore 
That  in  women  is  and  hath  ben  full  yore, 
For  in  reverence  of  heven'is  quene 
We  ought  to  worfhip  all  women  that  bene  ; 

For  of  all  cretures  that  were  get  and  borne 
This  wote  ye  wejl  a  woman  was  the  heft ; 
By  her  was  recovered  the  blis  we'  had  lorne, 
And  through  that  woman  fhall  we  come  to  reft 
And  ben  ifavid,  if  that  our  fejf  lefl ; 
Wherefore  me  thinkith  if  that  we  had  grace 
We  oughten  honour  women  in  every  place. 

Therefore  I  rede  that  to  our  liv'is  ende. 
Fro  this  time  forth  while  that  we  bavin  fpace. 
That  we  have  trefpaced  purfue  to  amende. 
Praying  our  Ladie,  the  welle  of  all  grace. 
To  bryngin  us  unto  that  blisfull  place 
There  as  fhe'  and  all  gode  women  fhall  be'  In  ferc^ 
j  In  hcvin  above,  emong  the  angils  clere. 
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M.  Aleyn^  Secretary  to  the  King  of  France,  formed  this  dialogue  between  a  gentleman 
and  a  gentlewoman,  who  finding  no  mercy  at  her  hand,  dyeth  for  farrow. 


xIalfe  m  a  dreme,  not  fully  well  awaked, 
The  goldin  Slepe  me  wrapped  undir  his  wyne, 
Yet  not  forthy  I  rofe,  and  well  nigh  naked, 
A\  fodainly  my  felf  rememberyng 
Of  a  mattir,  levyng  all  othir  thyng. 
Which  I  muft  doe  withoutin  more  delale 
For  them  whiche  I  ne  durft  not  difobaie. 

My  charge  was  this,  to  tranflate  by  and  by, 
(All  thyng  forgive)  as  parte  of  my  pcnaunce, 
A  boke  callid  La  bcl  Dame  fans  Mercy, 
Whiche  Maiftir  Aleine  made  of  remembraunce, 
Chief  Secretarie  with  the  Kyng  of  Fraunce  ; 
And  hereupon  a  while  I  ftode  mufyng. 
And  in  my  felf  greatly  imaginyng 

What  wife  I  ftiould  perform  the  faid  proceffe 
Confidiryng  by  gode  advifement 
My  unconnyng  and  my  grete  fimplenefTe, 
And  ayenward  the  ftraite  commaundement 
Whiche  that  I  had  ;  and  thus  in  myne  entent 
I  was  vexid  and  tournid  up  and  doune, 
And  yet  at  laft,  as  in  conclufioun, 

I  caft  my  clothis  on,  and  went  my  wale, 
This  forefaid  charge  having  in  remembrauncc. 
Till  I  came  to  a  luftie  grene  valaie 
Full  of  flouris,  to  fc  a  grete  plefaunce, 
And  fo  boldly,  with  ther  benigne  fuffraunce 
Which  redin  this  boke,  touching  this  matere 
I'lius  I  began,  if  it  plefe  you  to  here. 

Not  long  ago,  ridyng  an  efie  paas, 
I  fell  in  though    of  joyful  defpcrate. 
With  grete  difefe  and  pain,  fo  that  I  was 
Cf  all  lovirs  the  mofl  unfortunate. 
Kith  by  his  darte  mofte  cruill  full  of  hate 
The  Deth  hath  take  my  lad.ie  and  maiftreffe, 
And  left  me  fole,  thus  difcomfite  and  mate, 
Sore  languifhyng  and  in  waje  of  diflrefie. 


Then  faid  I  thus,  It  fallith  me  to  ceflc 
Eithir  to  rime  or  ditees  for  to  make. 
And  furely  to  makin  a  full  promeffe 
To  laugh  no  more,  but  wepe  in  clothis  blake 
My  joyfuU  tynie  (alas  !)  now  doeth  it  flake. 
For  in  my  felf  I  fele  no  manir  efe. 
Let  it  be  written,  foche  fortune  (as  I  take) 
Which  neithir  me  nor  non  othir  doth  plefe. 

If  it  were  fo  my  wyll  or  myne  entent 
Conflrainid  were  a  joyfuU  thing  to  write, 
My  penne  coud  nevir  fenowin  what  it  ment. 
To  fpeke  thereof  my  tongue  hath  no  delite  ; 
Tho  with  my  niouthe  I  laugh  mochil  or  lite 
Mine  eyin  fhould  make  a  countenance  untrue,  - 
My  herte  alfo  would  have  therof  defpite, 
The  wepyng  teris  have  fo  large  iffue. 

Thefe  ficke  lovirs  I  leve  that  to  'hem  longfis, 
Which  lede  ther  life  in  hope  of  elegeaunce. 
This  is  to  faie,  to  make  balades  and  fonges 
Every  of  'hem  as  thei  fele  ther  grevaunce,     • 
For  fhe  that  was  my  joye  and  my  plefaunce, 
Whofe  foule  I  praie  God  of  his  mercie  fave ! 
She  hath  my  will,  myne  hert'is  ordinaunce. 
Which  lyith  here  within  this  tombe  igrave. 

For  this  tyme  forthe  tyme  is  to  hofd  my  pees  j 
It  werieth  me  this  mattir  for  to  trete  ; 
Let  othir  lovirs  put  'hem  felfe  in  prees, 
Their  fefon  is,  my  tyme  is  now  forgete ; 
Fortune  by  ftrength  the  forcir  hathtinih'ete 
Wherein  was  fperde  all  my  worldly  richeffe, 
And  all  the  godis  which  that  I  have  o-ete 
In  my  heft  tyme  of  youth  and  luftineffe 

If  Y^^c^^f^r.  '"Z  ''^P^  ""'^''^  ^'^  govirnaunce  j 
It  I  mildid  God  graunt  mc  forgivenefle ' 
If  I  did  well  yet  felt  I  no  plefaunce, 
It  caujid  neithir  joj-e  nor  heyincp"e  ' 
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For  when  {he  dyid  that  was  my  maillres 
My  welfare  then  ymade  the  fame  purchafe  ; 
The  Deth  hath  fhette  my  bondis  of  witnefle. 
Which  for  nothing  myne  hert  flial  nevir  pafe. 

In  this  grete  thought  fore  troubhd  in  my  mind, 
Alone  thus  rode  I  all  the  morrow  tide, 
Till  at  the  laft  it  happid  me  to  finde 
The  place  wherein  I  call  me  to  abide 
When  that  I  had  no  furthir  for  to  ride, 
And  as  I  went  my  lodgyng  to  purvaie 
P.ight  fone  I  herd  a  little  me  befide, 
In  a  gardin,  where  minflrels  gan  to  plaie  : 

With  that  anone  I  went  me  backir  more, 
My  felf  and  1,  me  thought  we  were  inow, 
But  twaine  that  wer  my  frendis  here  before 
Had  me  efpied,  and  yet  I  wote  not  how 
The!  came  for  me  ;  awaiewarde  T  me  drowe, 
Somwhat  by  force,  fomwhat  by  ther  requeft, 
That  in  no  wife  I  coud  my  felf  refcowe, 
But  nedis  I  muft  come  in  and  fe  the  feft. 

At  my  commyng  the  ladies  everichone 
Bad  me  welcome,  God  wote  fo  gentillie. 
And  made  me  chere  every  one  by  one 
A  grete  dele  bettir  than  I  was  worthie, 
And  of  ther  grace  fliewed  me  grete  curtifie 
With  gode  difport,  bicaufe  I  fhould  not  mourne  : 
That  dale  I  bi  de  flill  in  ther  companie, 
Whichewasto  me  a  gracious  fojourne. 

The  bordis  were  fpred  in  right  lityl  fpace, 
The  ladies  fat  ecbe  as  fue  femid  heft; 
There  were  no  dedly  fervauntes  in  the  place. 
But  chofm  men,  right  of  the  godelyeft, 
^nd  fojne  there  w^er,  peravcnture  moft  frefhcft. 
That  faw^in  ther  judgis  right  full  demure, 
Withoutin  femblaunt  eithir  to  mofte'  or  left, 
Notwithftandyng  thei  had  'hem  undir  cure. 

Emong  all  othir  one  I  gan  efpie 
Which  in  grete  thought  ful  oftin  came  and  went. 
As  one  that  had  ben  raviftied  uttirly, 
In  his  language  not  gretly  diligent ; 
His  cojintinaunce  he  kept  with  grete  turment. 
But  his  deCre  farre  pafiid  his  refon, 
For  er  his  eye  went  aftir  his  entent 
Full  many'  a  tyme  when  it  was  no  fefpn. 

To  makin  chere  forely  hymfelf  he  pained, 
And  outwardly  he  fainid  grete  gladnefle ; 
To  fmg  alfo  by  force  he  was  conflrained, 
For  no  plefaunce  but  verie  fliamefaftneffe, 
For  the  complainte  of  his  mofce  hevineffe 
Came  to  his  voice  alwaie  without  requeft, 
Lik.e  as  the  foune  of  birdis  doeth  expreffe 
When  thei  (ing  loude  in  frithe  or  in  foreft. 

Othir  there  were  that  fervid  in  the  hall, 
But  none  like  hym,  as  aftir  myne  advife, 
For  he  was  pale,  and  fomwhat  lene  withall, 
His  fpeche  alfo  tremblid  in  ferfull  wife, 
And  er  alone  but  when  he  did  fervife ; 
AUblacke  he  were,  and  no  devife  but  plain; 
Me  thought  by  him,  as  my  witte  coud  fuffife, 
His  h6rte  was  nothyng  in  his  owne  demain. 

To  feft  'hem  all  he  did  his  diligence. 
And  well  he  coud,  right  as  it  femid  me. 
But  evirmore  when  he  was  in  prefence 
His  chtee  vyas  doen,  it  n'ojde  none  pthijr  be ; 


His-fcholemaiftir  had  foche  auclhorita 
That  all  the  while  he  bode  ftill  in  that  place 
Speke  C'lu'd  he  not,  but  upon  her  beaute 
He  lokid  ftill  with  a  right  pitous  face. 

W'ith  that  his  hedde  he  tournid  at  the  laft 
For  to  beholde  the  ladles  everichone. 
But  er  in  one  he  fet  his  eye  ftedfaft 
On  her  whiche  that  his  thought  was  mofte  upon, 
For  of  his  eyen  the  fhot  I  knewe  anone. 
Which  ferfull  was,  with  right  humble  requeftes; 
Then  to  my  felf  I  faied,  by  God  alone 
Soche  one  was  I  or  that  I  fawe  thefe  jeftes. 

Out  of  the  prefe  he  went  full  efily 
To  make  ftable  his  hevie  countinaunce, 
And  wote  ye  well  he  fighid  wondirly 
For  his  forowes  and  wofull  remembrance. 
Then  in  hymfelf  he  made  his  ordinance, 
And  forthwithall  came  to  bryng  in  the  mcffc, 
But  for  to  judge  his  mofte  wofull  penance 
God  wote  it  was  a  pitous  entremeffe. 

Aftir  dinir  anone  thei  'hem  avaunced 
To  daunce  above  the  folk  ev'  rychone, 
And  forthwithal  this  hevie  man  he  daunced 
Somtime  with  twaine  and  fomtimis  with  one  | 
Unto  'hem  all  his  chere  was  aftir  one. 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  fell  by  avinture. 
Bur  er  emong  he  drewe  to  her  alone 
Whiche  that  he  mofte  drede  of  livyng  creture^ 

To  mine  advife  gode  was  his  purveiaunce 
When  he  her  chofe  to  his  maiftreffe  alone. 
If  that  her  herte  were  fet  to  his  plefaunce 
As  moche  as  v/as  her  beauteous  perfone. 
For  who  fo  evir  fetteth  his  truft  upon 
Tlie  report  of  the  eyen  withoutin  more 
He  might  be  dedde  and  gravin  undir  ftonc 
Or  he  fhould  his  heri'is  efe  reftore. 

In  her  failid  nothyng  that  I  coud  geffe 
One  wife  nor  othir,  privie  nor  aperte  ; 
A  garifon  ftie  was  of  gcdelineffe, 
To  make  a  frontier  for  a  lovirs  herte  ; 
Right  yong  and  frefhe,  a  woman  full  coverte, 
AfTurid  wele  of  porte  and  eke  of  chere, 
Wei  at  her  efe,  withoutin  wo  or  fmerte. 
All  underneth  the  ftanderde  of  Dangere. 

To  fe  the  feft  it  weried  me  full  fore. 
For  hevie  joye  doeth  fore  the  herte  travailc. 
Out  of  the  prefe  I  me  withdrawe  therfore. 
And  fet  me  doune  alone  behinde  a  traile 
Full  of  levis,  to  fe  a  grete  mervaile. 
With  grene  wrethis  iboundin  wondirly. 
The  levis  were  fo  thicke  withoutin  faile 
That  thoroughout  no  man  might  me  efpie. 

To  this  ladie  he  came  full  curtifly 
When  he  thought  time  to  daunce  with  her  a  trace. 
Set  in  an  herbir  made  full  plefantly, 
Thei  reftid  'hem  fro  thens  but  lityl  fpace. 
Nigh  'hem  were  none  of  a  certain  compace. 
But  onely  thei,  as  farre  as  I  coud  fe  ; 
Save  the  traile  there  1  had  ychofe  my  place 
Ther  was  no  more  betwene  'hem  two  and  me, 

I  herd  the  lovir  fighyng  v/ondir  fore, 
For  aie  the  more  the  forir  it  hym  fought, 
His  inward  paine  he  coud  not  kepe  in  ftore, 
Nor  for  to  fpeke  fo  hardie  was  he  nought ; 
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His  lechc  was  nere,  the  gretir  was  his  thought : 
He  inufid  fore  to  conquere  his  defire, 
For  no  man  maie  to  more  penaunce  be  brought 
Then  in  his  hete  to  bryng  hym  to  the  fire. 

The  herte  began  to  fwell  within  his  chefl, 
So  fore  ftrainid  for  anguiflie  and  for  pain, 
That  all  to  pecis  almolle  it  to  breil, 
When  both  at  ones  (o  fore  it  did  conftrain. 
Defire  was  boide,  but  fliame  it  gan  refrain, 
That  one  was  large,  the  othir  was  fall  clofe ; 
35Jo  little  charge  was  laied  on  hym  certain 
To  kef>e  fochc  werrc  and  havefo  many  fofe. 

Full  oftin  tirries  to  fpeke  himfelf  he  pained. 
But  fhamefaftneffe  and  drede  faied  cvir  naie. 
Yet  at  the  laft  fo  fore  he  was  conftrained. 
When  he  full  long  had  put  it  in  delaie. 
To  this  ladie  r4ght  thus  then  gan  he  fale, 
With  dredefuU  voice,  wepyng,  halfe  in  a  rage  ; 
Por  me  was  purveied  an  unhappie  dale 
When  I  firft  had  a  fight  of  your  vifage  : 

I  lufFre  pain,  God  wote,  full  bote  brenning, 
To  caufe  my  deth,  all  for  my  true  fervife, 
And  I  fe  well  ye  reck*:  thereof  nothing. 
Nor  take  no  hede  of  it  in  no  kindc  wife, 
But  when  I  fpeke  aftir  my  befl;  advife 
Ye  reke  it  nought,  but  make  thereof  a  game, 
And  though  I  fewe  fo  grete  an  entirprife 
Yet  peirith  not  your  worfliip  nor  your  fame, 

Alas !  what  fhould  it  be  to'  you  prejudice 
If  that  a  man  doe  love  you  faithfully  ? 
To  your  worfhip  efchewyng  every  vice. 
So  I  am  yours,  and  will  be  verily  ; 
I  chalenge  nought  of  right,  and  refon  why. 
For  I  am  whole  fubmit  to  your  fervice  ; 
Right  as  you  lift  it  be  right  fo  will  I, 
To  binde  my  felf  where  I  was  in  fraunchife. 

Though  it  be  fo  that  1  can  not  deferve 
To  have  your  grace,  but  alwaie  live  in  drede. 
Yet  fuiFre  me  you  for  to  love  and  ferve 
Without  maugre  of  your  mofte  godelihede  ; 
Both  faith  and  trouth  I  give  your  womanhede 
And  my  fervice  without  any  callyng ; 
Love  hath  me  bound  withoutin  wage  or  mede 
To  be  your  man  and  leve  ail  othir  thyng. 

La  Dame, 

When  this  ladie  had  herd  al  this  language 
She  gave  anfwere  full  foft  and  demurely, 
Without  chaungyng  of  colour  or  corage, 
Nothyng  in  haft,  but  full  mcfurably  ; 
Me  thinkith,  Sir,  your  thought  is  grete  foly  ; 
Purpofe  ye  nought  your  labour  for  to  ccfc, 
For  thinkith  not  whilis  ye  live  and  I 
}n  this  mattir  to  fet  your  herte  in  pefe. 
L'awant. 

Ther  maie  none  make  the  pece  but  onely  ye, 
Which  are  the  ground  and  caufe  of  all  this  war, 
For  with  your  eyen  the  lettirs  writtin  be 
By  v/hiche  I  am  defied  and  put  afarre ; 
Your  plefaunt  ioke,  my  very  lod  ftarre. 
Was  made  heraudc  of  thilke  fame  defiaunce 
Whiche  uttirly  bchight  me  for  to  barre 
Mj  faithi'iiU  truft  and  all  niyne  affyaunce. 


La  Dame, 
To  live  in  wo  he  hath  grete  fantafie, 
And  of  his  hert  alfo  but  flipper  holde. 
That  onely  for  beholdyng  of  an  eye 
Can  not  abide  in  pece,  as  refon  wolde  ;  - 
Other  or  me  if  ye  lift  ye  maie  beholde  ; 
Our  eyen  are  made  to  Ioke,  why  fhould  we  fpare  J 
I  take  no  kepe  neithir  of  yong  ne  olde ; 
Who  felith  finart  1  counfaile  hym  beware. 
U'  amant. 
If  it  be  fo  one  hurte  on  othir  fore 
In  his  defaute  that  felith  the  grevaunce, 
Of  very  right  a  man  may  do  no  more. 
Yet  refon  vvould  it  were  in  rcmembrauiice. 
And  fith  F.rtune  onily  by  her  chaunce 
Hath  caufid  me  to  fuffre  all  this  pain 
By  your  beautie,  with  all  the  circumftaunce. 
Why  lift  ye  have  me  in  fo  grete  difdain  ? 
La  Dame. 
Td  your  perfone  ne  have  I  no  difdain, 
Nor  nevir  had  traelie,  ne  nought  will  have, 
Nor  right  grete  lovo  nor  hatred  in  certain. 
Nor  your  counfaile  to  knowe  fo  God  me  fave  ; 
If  that  foche  love  be  in  your  minde  igrave. 
That  lityl  thyng  maie  doe  you  difplefaunce, 
You  to  begile  or  make  you  for  to  rave, 
I  will  not  cauCn  no  foche  encombraunce. 

L'' amant. 

What  er  it  be  that  me  hath  thus  purchafed 
Wenyng  hath  not  decevid  me  certain, 
But  fervent  love  fo  fore  hath  me  ichafed 
That  I  unware  am  caftin  in  your  chaine ; 
And  fith  fo  is,  as  Fortune  lift  ordaine, 
All  my  welfare  is  in  your  handis  fall. 
In  efchewyng  of  more  mifchevous  paine 
Who  fonift  dieth  his  care  is  loft  of  all. 
La  Ddnie, 

Th!^  ficknefle  is  right  efie  to  endure. 
But  fcwe  peple  it  caufith  for  to  die. 
But  what  thei  mcnc  I  knowe  it  very  fure. 
Of  more  comfort  to  drawe  the  remedie  ; 
Soche  be  there  now  plainyng  full  pitouflie 
That  fele,  God  wote,  not  althir  gretift  pain  ; 
And  if  fo  be  love  hurte  fo  grevouflie, 
Lelfe  harme  it  wer  one  forowful  then  twain. 
/.  amant. 

Alas  !   Madame,  if  that  it  might  you  plefe, 
Moche  bet  it  were  by  waie  of  gentilneffe 
Of  one  foric  to  make  twain  well  at  efe 
Then  hym  to  deftroie  that  liveth  in  diftrelTc, 
For  my  defire  is  neithir  more  nor  leffe 
But  my  fervice  to  doe  for  your, plefaunce, 
In  efchewyng  all  manir  doubleneffe 
To  make  two  joies  in  ftede  of  one  grevaunce. 
La   Danic, 

Of  love  I  feke  neithir  plefaunce  nor  cfe, 
Nor  have  I  therein  no  grete  affiauncc  ; 
Though  ye  be  fick  it  doeth  me  nothing  plefe, 
Alfo  I  take  no  hede  of  your  plefaunce': 
Chefe  who  fo  will  ther  hertis  to  avaunce. 
Free  am  I  now  and  fre  will  I  endure ; 
To  be  rulid  by  mann'is  govirnauncfe 
For  yerthly  gode  uaie,  that  I  you  enfure. 
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L'amaiit. 
Love,  which  that  joy  and  forow  doth  depart, 
Hath  fet  the  ladies  out  of  all  fervage, 
And  largily  doeth  graunt  'hem  for  ther  part 
Lordfhip  and  rule  of  every  maner  of  age  ; 
The  pore  fervaunt  nought  hath  of  avantage 
But  what  he  maie  get  onely  by  purcheffe, 
And  he  that  ones  to  Love  doeth  his  homage 
Full  oftin  tymes  dere  bought  is  the  richeffe. 

La  Dame. 

Ladies,  be  not  fo  fimple,  thus  I  mene, 
So  dull  of  witte,  fo  fottid  in  folic. 
That  for  wordis  which  faid  be  of  the  fplene, 
In  faire  language  paintid  full  plefauntlie, 
Whichc  ye  and  mo  holde  fcholis  of  dailie, 
To  make  'hem  all  grete  wondirs  to  fuppbfe, 
But  fone  thei  can  awaie  their  heddis  wrie. 
And  to  faire  fpeche  lightly  ther  eris  clofe. 

L  amant. 
There  is  no  man  that  janglith  bufilie. 
And  fetteth  his  herte  and  al  his  minde  therfore, 
That  by  refon  maie  plain  fo  pitouflie 
As  he  that  hath  moche  hevineffe  in  ftore; 
Whofe  hedde  is  whole  and  faieth  that  it  is  fore 
His  fainid  chere  is  harde  to  kepe  in  mewe. 
But  thought,  whiche  is  unfainid  evirmorc, 
The  workis  previth  as  the  wordis  Ihewe. 

La  Dame, 
Love  is  fubtill,  and  hath  a  grete  awaite, 
^arp  in  working,  in  gabbing  grete  plefaunce, 
And  can  hym  venge  of  foche  as  by  difceite 
Would  fele  and  knowe  his  fecrete  govirnaunce, 
And  makith  'hem  to'  obeie  his  ordinaunce 
By  cherefull  waies,  as  in  'hem  is  fuppofed. 
But  when  thei  fallin  into  repentaunce 
Then  in  a  rage  ther  counfaile  is  difdofed, 

L  'amant. 
Sith  for  as  moche  as  God  and  eke  Nature 
Hath  avauncid  love  to  fo  hie  degre, 
Moche  fliarpe  is  the  poindt,  thus  am  I  right  fure, 
Yet  grevith  more  the  faute,  where  er  it  be ; 
Who  hath  no  colde  of  hete  hath  no  deiiite  ; 
The'  one  for  that  othir  afkid  is  expreffe ; 
And  of  plefaunce  knowith  none  certainte 
But  it  be  one  in  thought  and  hevineffe. 

La  Dame, 
As  for  plefaunce,  it  is  not  alwaie  one. 
That  you  think  fwete  1  think  it  bittir  pain  ; 
fe  Ye  maie  not  me  conftrain,  nor  yet  right  none, 
f  Aftir  your  lufle  to  love ;  that  is  but  vain  ; 
To  chalenge  love  by  right  was  nevir  fein, 
'  But  herte  affent,  before  bonde  and  promife. 
For  ftrength  and  force  ne  maie  not  er  attain 
^  will  that  ftandcth  enfeffid  in  franchife. 

L^amant. 
Right  faire  laide  !   God  mote  I  nevir  plefe 
If  that  I  feke  othir  right  in  this  cafe 
But  for  to  Ihewe  you  plainly  my  difefe, 
And  your  mercie  to'  abide  and  eke  your  grace; 
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If  I  purpofe  your  honour  to  deface, 
Or  evir  did,  God  and  Fortune  me  flicnde^ 
And  that  I  ner  unrightfully  purchace 
One  onelie  joye  unto  my  liv'is  ende. 

La  Dame, 

Ye  and  othir  that  fvvere  foche  othis  fafle. 
And  fo  condempne  and  curfm  to  and  frOj 
Full  fikirly  ye  wene  your  othis  lafle 
No  lengir  then  the  wordis  ben  ago. 
And  God  and  eke  his  faindtis  laugh  alfo; 
In  foche  fvveryng  there  is  no  fledfaftneffe, 
And  thefe  wretchis  that  have  ful  truft  thereto 
Aftir  thei  wepe  and  wailin  in  diftreffe. 

L  ^  amant. 

He  hath  no  courage  of  a  man  truelie 
That  fechith  plefaunce  worfliip  to  difpife, 
Nor  to  be  callid,  for  he'  is  not  worthie  ', 

The  yerth  to  touch,  the  aire  in  no  kind  wifCj 
A  truftie  herte,  a  moUthe  without  feintife. 
Thus  by  the  ftrength  of  every  manir  name. 
And  who  that  laieth  his  faith  for  little  prife 
He  lefith  both  his  worfhip  and  his  fame* 

La  Dame, 

A  curfid  herte,  a  mouthe  that  is  curteife, 
Full  well  ye  wote  thei  be  not  accordyng. 
Yet  fainid  chere  right  fone  maie  'hem  apeife. 
Where  of  malice  is  fet  all  ther  workyng, 
Full  falfe  femblaunt  thei  here  and  true  femyng, 
Ther  name,  ther  fame,  ther  tonguis,ben  but  fainedj 
Worfliip  in  'hem  is  put  in  forgettyng. 
Nought  repentid,  nor  in  no  wife  complained. 

L'amant, 

Who  thinkith  ill  no  gode  maie  him  befall, 
God  of  his  grace  graunt  eche  man  hisdefert! 
But  for  bis  love  emong  your  thoughtis  all 
As  thinke  upon  my  wofull  forowes  fmert. 
For  of  my  paine  whethir  your  tendir  hert 
Of  fwete  pitie  be  not  therewith  agreved. 
And  of  your  grace  to  me  were  difcovert. 
That  by  your  mene  fone  fhould  1  be  releved» 

La  Dame, 

A  lightfome  herte,  a  folie  of  plefaunce, 
Are  moche  bettir  the  leffe  while  thei  abide, 
Thei  make  you  think  and  bring  you  in  a  trauncfj 
But  that  fikenefie  will  fone  be  remedide ; 
Refpite  your  thought,  and  put  all  this  afide; 
Full  gode  difporte  ywerieth  me  all  daie  ; 
To  helpe  nor  huite  my  will  is  not  aplide  ;    , 
Who  troweth  me  not  I  let  hym  palTe  awaie. 

L^amant.         ' 
Who  hath  a  birde,  a  faucon,  or  a  hounds. 
That  foloweth  hym  for  love  in  every  place. 
He  cherifheth  him  and  kepith  him  ful  found. 
Out  of  his  fight  he  will  not  bymcnchace, 
And  I,  that  fet  my  wittis  in  this  cacc 
On  you  alone,  withoutin  any  chaunge, 
Am  put  undir,  moche  farthir  out  of  grace. 
And  leffe  fet  by,  then  othir  that  be  ftraun^e. 
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La  Dante, 

Though  I  make  chere  to  every  man  about 
For  my  worfliip  and  for  myrie  own  franchife, 
To  you  I  n'ill  doe  io  withoutin  doubt, 
In  efchewyng  all  manir  prejudife, 
For  wote  ye  well  Lotc  is  fo  little  wife, 
And  in  bileve  fo  lightly  will  be  brought, 
That  he  takith  all  at  his  owne  deviie 
Of  thing  God  wote  that  fervith  him  of  nought. 


L^amant 
It  I  by  love  and  by  my  true  fervlfe 
Lefe  the  gode  chere  that  flraungirs  have  alwaie 
Whereof' lliall  ferve  my  trOuthe  in  any  wife 
I^eCfe  then  to  him  that  cometh  and  goeth  al  daie, 
Whiche  holdeth  of  you  nothyng,  that  is  no  naie  ? 
Alfo  in  you  is  loft,  as  to'  my  femyng, 
^Ucurtifie,  whiche  ofrefon  willfaie 
That  Love  fur  lovd  were  lawfull  dcfiryng. 

La  Dime, 
Curtifie  is  alyid  wondir  nere 
To  worfnip,  whiche  hym  lovith  tendirly, 
And  he  will  not  be  bounde  for  no  praiere,, 
Nor  for  no  giftes,  I  faie  you  verily, 
But  his  gode  chere  depart  full  larglly 
Where  hym  lykith,  as  his  conceipt  will  fall; 
Guerdon  csnftrained,  a  gift  doen  thankfully, 
Thefe  twain  can  ner  accord,  nor  nevir  fhaL 

1  ^amant. 
As  for  guerdon,  I  feke  none  in  this-cace. 
For  that  deferte  to  me  it  is  to  hie, 
Wherfore  I  afke  yotlr  pardon  and  your  grace,. 
Sith  me  behovith  deth  or  yaur  mercie  ; 
To  give  the  gode  where  it  wantith  truly 
•That  were  refon  and  a  curtlfe  manere, 
And  to  your  ov/n  moche  bettir  were  worthy 
'J 'hen  to  ili-aungirs  to  fhevv  'hem  Tovcly  chere. 

La  Dame, 
What  cal  ye  gode  ?  fain  would  I  that  I  wifl ; 
That  plefith  one  an  othir  fmertith  fore, 
But  of  his  owne  to  large  is  he  that  lift 
Give  moche  afld  lefin  his  gode  nanie  therfore  ; 
One  fhould  not  make  a  graunt,  little  ne  more, 
But  the  requeft  were  right  well  accordyng  : 
If  worlliip  be  not  kept  and  fet  before 
All  that  is  lefte  is  but  a  little  thyng. 

Li'amant, 
Into  this  vvorlde  was  foundin  nevir  none, 
Kor  undir  hevin  creature  ibore, 
Nor  nevir  fliall,  fave  onely  your  perfone, 
To  whom  your  worfhip  touchith  halfe  fo  fore 
But  me,  whiche  have  no  fefon  leffe  ne  more 
Of  youth  ne  age  hut  ftill  in  your  fervice ; 
I  have  no  cyen,  no  wit,  nor  mouthe,  in  ftorc. 
But  all  be  givin  to  the  fame  office. 

,  La  Dame. 

A  ful  grete  charge  hath  he  withoutin  faile 
That  his  worfhip  kepith  in  fikirneffe, 
But  in  daungir  he  fettitli  his  travail 
That  feffith  it  with  othirs  bufineJTc  ; 
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To  hym  that  longith  honour  send  noblefe 
Upon  rone  Othir  ihould  not  be  awaite, 
For  of  his  owne  fo  moche  hath  he  the  leffe 
That  of  othir  moche  foloweth  the  coaceite, 

L''  amant. 
Your  eyen  hath  fet  the  print  which  that  I  felg 
Within  my  herte,  that  where  fo  er  I  go 
If  I  doe  thyng  thatfounith  unto  wele 
Nedesmuft  it  cum  from  you  and  fro  no  mo; 
Fortune  will  this,  that  I  for  wele  o?  wo 
My  life  endure,  your  mercy  abidyng. 
And  verie  right  will  that  I  thinke  alfo 
Of  your  worlhip  above  all  othir  thyng. 

La   Dame, 

To  your  worlhip  fe  well,  idr  that  is  nede. 
That  ye  fpende  not  your  fefon  all  in  vain  ; 
As  touchyng  myne  1  rede  you  take.no  hede. 
By  your  foliie  to  put  your  felfe  in  pain  ; 
To  ovircome  is  gode  and  to  reftrain  ,. 

An  herte  which  is  decevid  follilie, 
For  Worfc  it  is  to  breke  tbt-n  bS-we  certain  ; 
Bdt'ir  to  Luixe  then  tofaHfidainly. 

L^  amant. 

Now,  faire  ladie  !  thinke  fith  it  fitfl;  bi^gaft 
That  Love  hath  fet  mine  herte' undir  his  cure 
It  nevir  might,  ne  truelie'f  rie  can. 
None  othir  ferve  while  I  fliall  here  endure, 
In  moft  fre  wife  thereof  I  make  you  fure, 
Which  male  not  be  withdraw,  this  is  no  naie  ;   * 
I  muft  abide  all  manir  ^dvinture, 
Fcr  I  ne  male  put  to  nor  take  awaie. 

La  Dam.', 

I  holde  it  for  no  gift  in  fothfaftnefFe 
I'hat  one  offirith  where  it  isforfake, 
For  foche  a  gifte'  is  abandonyng  expreffc, 
That  with  Avorlliip  ayen  male  not  be  take  j 
He  hath  an  herte  full  fell  that  lift  to  make 
A  gift  hghtlie  that  put  is  to  refufe. 
But  he  is  wife  that  foche  eonceipt  witl  Hake, 
So  that  hym  nede  neithir  ftudie  ne  mufe* 

1.  ^  amant. 
He  fliould  not  mufe  that  hath  his  ferviee  fpeH« 
On  her  whiche  is  a  kdie  honourable, 
And  if  I  fpende  my  time  to  that  entent 
Yet  at  the  left  I  am  not  reprovable 
Of  fainid  harte,  to  thinke  I  annmable, 
Or  I  miftoke  when  I  made  this  requeft. 
By  vihiche  Love  hath  of  enterprife  notable 
So  many  hertis  gottin  by  conqueft. 

La  Dame, 
If  that  ye  lifte  doe  aftir  my  counfaife 
Seche  a  fairir  and  of  more  highir  fame 
Whiche  in  fervice  of  love  wfli  you  pre'vaile 
Aftir  your  thought,  acc<jrdyng  to  the  fime  ; 
He  hurmh  bothe  his  worfliip  and  his  name 
1  hat  lolhly  for  twain  himfclf  will  trouble 
And  he  alfo  lefith  his  aftir  game  ' 

That  furely  can  not  fet  his  poin<5li5  double 
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L  amant. 
This  your  counfajle,  by  ought  that  I  can  fe, 
Is  bettir  faid  than  doon,  to  myne  advile, 
Though  I  baleve  it  not  forgive  it  me  : 
Mine  hertc  is  foche,.fo  whole  without  feintife, 
That  I  ne  maie  give  credence  in  no  wife 
To  thyng  whicht  is  not  founyng  unto  truth  ; 
Othir  counfaije  I  fc'  is  but  fantafife 
Save  of  your  grace  to  ihewe  pitie  and  ruth. 

La  jyame. 

1  holde  hyra  wife  that  workith  no  folic, 
And  when  hym  lift  can  leve  and  part  therfrO, 
But  in  connyng  he  is  to  lerne  tri\clie 
That  would  himfelf  conduite  and  can  not  fo ; 
And  he  that  will  not  aftir  counfaile  doc 
His  fute  he  puttith  into  difperaunce, 
And  all  the  gode  that  ihould  yfall  hym  to 
Is  loft  anddedde  clene  out  of  remembraunce. 

U  amant. 

Yet  woll  I  fliewe  this  mattir  faithfullie 
Whillis  I  live,  what  cvir  be  my  chaunce, 
And  if  it  hap  that  in  my  truthe  I  die 
Then  deth  Ihall  doe  to  me  no  difplefaunce, 
But  when  that  I  by  your  hard  fufTeraunce 
Shall  die  fo  true,  and  with  fo  grete  a  pain. 
Yet  fhali  it  doe  me  moche  the  leiTe  grevaunce 
Then  for  to  live  a  falfe  lovir  certain. 
La  Dcime. 

Of  me  get  ye  right  noght,  this  is  no  fable^ 
I  will  to  you  be  neithir  hard  nor  ftraite. 
And  right  will  not  no  man  cuftoniable 
To  thinks  ye  fhould  be  fure  of  my  conceite  ; 
Who  fechith  foroive  bis  be  the  reccite  ; 
Othir  counfaile  can  I  not  fele  nor  fe. 
Nor  for  to  lerne  I  caft  me  not  to'  awaite, 
Who  will  thereof  let  him  affaie  for  me. 

L  amant. 
Ones  muft  it  be  affaied,  that  is  no  naie, 
With  foche  as  be  of  reputacion. 
And  of  true  love  the  right  honour  to  paie 
Of  fre  hartis  gottin  by  due  raunfome, 
For  frewil  holdith  this  opinion, 
That  it  is  grete  dureffe  ond  difcomforte 
To  kepe  a  heite  in  fo  ftraite  a  prifon 
That  hath  but  one  bodie  for  his  difporte. 

Lu  Dame. 
I  knowe  fo  many  caufis  marvellous 
That  I  muft  nede  of  rcfon  thinke  certain 
Soche  avinture  is  wondir  perilous. 
And  yet  well  more  the  coming  backc  again, 
Gode  or  worfnip  thereof  is  feldome  fene, 
Where  1  ne  will  make  any  foche  araie. 
As  for  to  finde  a  plefaunce  but  baraine 
When  it  ftiall  coft  fo  dere  the  firft  affaie. 

L^  amant. 
Ye  have  no  caufe  to  doubt  of  this  matter, 
Nor  you  to  Aieve  with  no  foche  fantafife. 
To  put  me  farre  all  out  as  a  ftraunger, 
For  your  godenefTe  can  thinke  and  well  advlfe 


That  I  have  made  aprife  in  every  wife, 
By  whichc  my  truthe  flieweth  opln  evidence ; 
My  long  abidyng  and  my  true  fervice 
Maic  w'ell  be  knowen  by  plain  experience. 

La  Dame. 
Of  verie  right  he  maie  be  callid  true,  ;  • 

And  fo  muft  he  be  take  in  every  place, 
That  can  difcerne  and  let  as  he  ne  kncwe^ 
And  kepe  the  gode  if  he  it  maie  purchafe ; 
For  who  that  praieth  or  fwereth  in  any  cafe 
Right  well  ye  wote  in  that  ng  trouth  is  preved  5 
Soch  hath  there  ben  and  are  that  gettin  grace, 
And  lefe  it  fone  when  thei  have  it  achevcd. 

L'amant, 
If  truthe  me  caufe,  by  vertuc  fov'rain, 
To  fljewe  gode  love  and  alwaie  find  contrarie, 
And  cheriflie  the  whiche  fleeth  me  with  the  pain, 
This  is  to  me  a  lovely  adverfarie^ 
When  that  Pitie,  whiche  long  on  llepe  doth  taric. 
Hath  fct  the  fine  of  all  my  hevineffe, 
Yet  her  comfort,  to  me  mofte  neceflarie, 
Shall  fet  my  will  more  fure  in  ftablenelTe. 

La  Dame. 

The  woful  wight  what  maie  he  think  or  fay, 
The  contrarie  of  all  joye  and  gladneffe, 
A  ficke  bodie,  his  thought  is  ferre  alwaie 
From  'hem  that  felin  no  fore  nor  iickenefTe; 
Thus  hurtis  ben  of  divers  bufineffe, 
Whiche  love  hath  putt  unto  grete  hinderaunce, 
And  truthe  alfo  put  in  forgetfulneffe, 
When  thei  full  fore  begin  to  figh  afkauflce, 

IJ  amant  i 

Now  God  defende  but  he  be  harmeleffe 
Of  all  worfhip  or  gode  that  maie  befall 
That  to  werft  tournith  by  his  leudenclfe 
A  gift  of  grace  or  any  thyng  at  all 
That  his  ladie  vouchfafe  upon  hym  call. 
Or  cherifti  hynl  irl  honourable  wife  ; 
In  that  defaute  what  er  he  be  that  fall 
Defervith  more  than  deth  to  fuffre  twife. 

La  Da  met 

There  is  no  judge  ifet  on  foche  trefpace. 
By  whiche  of  right  love  maie  recovered  be, 
One  curfith  faft,  an  othir  doth  manace. 
Yet  dyith  none,  as  farre  as  I  can  fe. 
But  kepe  ther  courfe  alwaie  in  one  degre, 
And  evirmore  ther  labour  doeth  encrefe 
To  bryng  ladies,,  by  ther  grete  fubtlltc. 
For  othirs  gilte,  in  forowe  and  difefe. 

Vamant. 

All  be  it  fo  one  doeth  fo  grete  offence 
And  is  not  dedde  nor  put  to  no  jufticc, 
Right  well  I  wote  hym  gainith  no  defence, 
But  he  muft  ende  in  full  mifchevous  wife. 
And  all  ever  faied  God  will  hym  difpife, 
For  falftied  is  all  full  of  curftdneffe, 
That  his  worfhip  m.ay  ner  have  entirprife 
Where  it  reignith  and  hath  the  wilfulnclTe. 

F  f  ii 
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Of  that  have  thei  no  grete  fere  now  a  dalfe, 
Soche  as  will  faie  and  maintain  it  thereto, 
That  fledfafl  truthe  nothyng  for  to  praife 
In  'hem  that  kepe  it  long  m  wele  or  wo. 
Their  bufie  hertis  paffin  to  and  fro, 
The!  be  fo  wejlreclaimid  to  the  lure. 
So  well  lernid  'hem  to  withholde  alfo, 
And  al  to  chaunge  when  love  fhould  beft  endufe. 

L^amant. 
When  one  hath  fet  his  herte  in  ftable  wife 
In  foche  a  place  as  is  bothe  gode  and  true 
He  fhould  not  flit,  but  doe  foithe  his  fervicc 
Alwaie  withoutin  chaunge  of  any  newe  : 
As  fone  as  love  beginnith  to  remewe 
All  plefaunee  goeth  anonc  in  lityl  fpace ; 
As  for  my  partie  that  Ihall  I  efchue 
While  that  the  foule  abidith  in  his  place. 

La  Dame. 
To  love  truely  there  as  it  ought  of  right 
Ye  male  not  be  miflakin  doubtileffe, 
But  ye  be  foule  difcevid  in  your  fight ' 
By  your  light  underftandyng  as  I  gefTcj 
Yet  male  we  well  repele  your  hufineffe,. 
And  unto  refon  have  fome  attendaunce, 
Moche  bettir  than  to'  abide  by  fimplenes 
'J"he  feble  foccouris  of  difperaunce, 

L^amani. 
Refon,  counfaile,  wifedome,  and  gode  advife, 
Ben  undir  love  arreftid  everichone. 
To  whiche  I  can  accorde  in  every  wife, 
lor  thei  ben  not  rebell  bat  ftill  as  flone  ; 
"I'her  wiil  and  myne  be  medlid  all  in  one, 
Andtherwith  boundin  with  fo  flrong  a  chain. 
That  as  in  'hem  departyng  fhall  be  none, 
But  pitie  breke  the  mightie  bonde  atwain^ 

la  Dame. 
Ye  love  not  yoTir  fclf,  what  evir  ye  be, 
"i'hat  in  love  ftande  fubjedl  in  every  place. 
And  of  your  wo  if  ye  have  no  pite 
Othirs  pite  bilevc  not  to  purchace, 
But  be  fullie  affured,  as  in  this  cace, 
I  am  alwaie  undir  one  ordinaunce  ; 
To  havin  bettir  triafk  not  aftir  grace, 
And  all  that  levith  take  to  your  plefawnce, 

X  amant, 
1  have  my  hope  fo  fure  and  fo  fledfafl 
That  foclie  a  ladie  fhould  not  lacke  pitie. 
But  now,  alas !  it  is  fliit  up  fo  fafl 
I'hat  Daungir  fhcweth  on  me  his  crueltie. 
And  if  Ihe  f'e  the  virtue  fails  iu  me 
Of  true  fervicc,  thougli  fhe  doe  fade  alfo 
No  wondirwere;  but  this  is  my  furete, 
I  mufl:  fuffre  whiche  waie  that  er  it  go. 

JjO  Dams. 
'  Lcve  this  purpofe,  I  rede  you  for  the  beft. 
For  the  Icngir  yc  kepe  it  is  in  vain, 
'I'he  lelTe  ye  get  as  of  your  hert'is  reft, 
And  to  rejoycc  it  fliali  you  iier  attain ; 


When  ye  abide  gode  hope  to  make  you  fair. 
Ye  fhall  be  founde  afottid  in  dotage, 
And  in  tr.e  ende  ye  fhall  knowe  for  certain 
That  hope  fhall  paie  the  wretchis  for  ther  wage, 

I  'amant. 
Ye  faie  as  fallith  mofte  for  yonr  plefauncCj 
And  your  powir  is  grete,  all  this  I  fe, 
But  hope  fhall  ner  out  of  my  remembrauncCs 
By  whiche  I  fele  fo  grete  adverfite. 
For  when  Nature  hath  fet  in  you  plente 
Of  all  godeneffe,  by  vertue  and  by  gracr, 
He  ner  affemblid  'hem,  as  femid  me. 
To  put  Pitie  out  of  his  dwellyng  place. 

La  Dame. 
Pitie  of  right  ought  to  be  refonabic. 
And  to  no  wight  do  grete  difavauntagc. 
There  as  is  nede  it  fhould  be  profitable. 
And  to  the  pitous  fhewyng  no  domage  : 
If  a  ladie  will  doe  fo  grete  outrage 
To  fhewe  pitie  and  ca.ufe  her  owne  debate,      ' 
Of  foche  pitie  comith  difpitous  rage, 
And  of  foche  love  alfo  right  dedly  hate. 

L,' amant. 
To  comfort  'hem  that  live  all  comfortlefTc 
That  is  no  harme,  but  comfort  to  your  name. 
But  ye  that  have  a  herte  of  foche  dureffe. 
And  a  faire  ladie',  I  muft  affirme  the  fame, 
If  I  durfl  faie,  ye  winne  all  this  defame 
By  cruiltie,  whiche  fittith  you  full  ill. 
But  if  pitie,  whiche  male  all  this  attain, 
In  your  high  herte  maie  refl  and  tary  ftilL 

La  Dame. 

What  er  he  be  that  faieth  he  lovith  me, 
And  paraventure  I  leve  well  i:  be  fo. 
Ought  he  be  wrothe,  or  fhould  I  blaraid  be. 
Though  I  did  not  as  he  would  have  me  doc  ? 
If  I  medhd  with  foche  or  othir  moe 
It  might  be  callid  pitie  mercileffe. 
And  aftirward  if  I  fhould  live  in  wo 
Then  to  repent  it  were  to  late  I  geffe. 

L'amant. 

O  marble  herte  !  and  yet  more  harde  pardc, 
Whiche  mercie  maie  not  perce  for  no  labour. 
More  flrong  to  bowe  then  is  a  mighty  tre. 
What  availeth  you  to  fhewe  fo  grete  rigour ! 
Plefeth  it  you  more  to  fe  me  die  this  hour 
Before  your  eyen,  for  your  difport  and  plaie,^ 
Then  for  to  fhewe  fome  comfort  and  foccour 
To  refpite  deth,  whiche  chaHth  me  alwaie  ? 

La  Dame. 

Of  your  difeafe  ye  may  have  allegeaunce, 
And  as  for  myne  I  let  it  ovir  flake, 
Alfo  ye  fliall  not  die  for  my  plefaunee. 
Nor  for  your  hele  1  can  no  furetie  make ; 
I  will  not  hurte  my  felf  for  othirs  fake  ; 
Wepe  thei,  laugh  thei,  or  fing  thei,  rwaraunt 
For  this  mattir  fo  will  1  undirtake 
That  none  of  'ii?m  fliall  make  therof  avauntf 
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L^amant, 
I  can  not  flcill  of  love  by  God  alone, 
I  have  more  caufc  to  wepe  in  your  prefence, 
And  well  ye  virote  avauntour  am  I  none. 
For  certainly  I  love  bettir  filence  : 
One  fliould  not  love  by  his  hert'is  credence, 
But  he  were  Aire  to  hepe  it  fecretlie, 
For  a  vauntour  is  of  no  reverence 
When  that  his  tongue  is  his  moftc  enemie. 

L.a  Dame. 
Male  houch  in  court  hath  grete  commaundement, 
Eche  man  ftudieth  to  faie  the  worft  he  maie, 
Thefe  falfe  lovirs  in  this  tyme  now  prefent 
Thei  fervin  beft  to  jangle  as  a  jaie ; 
The  mofle  fecrete  iwis  yet  feme  men  faie 
How  he  miftruftid  is  in  fomepartife, 
Wherfore  to  ladies  when  men  fpeke  or  faie 
It  fliould  not  be  bilevld  in  no  wife. 

i  ^amant. 
Of  gode  and  ill  fliall  be  and  is  alwaie, 
The  world  is  foche  ;    the  yerth  is  not  at  plain  ; 
Thei  that  be  gode  the  profe  fheweth  every  dale, 
And  othir  wife  grete  villonie  certain  ; 
It'  is  not  refon  though  one  his  tongue  diftain 
With  curfid  fpeche  to  doe  hymfelf  a  fliame 
That  foche  refuce  fliould  wrongfully  remain 
Upon  the  gode  renomid  in  ther  fame. 

La  Dame. 
Soch  as  be  nought,  when  thei  here  tidinges  new 
That  eche  trefpas  Ihall  lightly  have  pardon, 
Thei  that  purfuin  to  be  gode  and  true 
Will  not  fet  by  none  ill  difpoficion, 
To  continue'  in  every  gode  condicion 
Thei  are  the  firft  that  failin  in  domage, 
And  full  frely  the  hertis  habandon 
To  lityl  faithe  with  foft  and  faire  language, 

L^amant. 
Now  knowe  I  well  of  verie  certainte 
If  one  doetruelie  yet  fhall  he  be  fliente, 
Sith  all  manir  of  juftice  and  pite 
Is  banifiied  out  of  a  ladies  entente; 
I  can  not  fe  but  all  is  at  one  ftente, 
The  gode,  the  ill,  the  vice,  and  eke  the  virtue ; 
Soche  as  be  gode  foche  have  the  punilhmente 
For  the  trefpace  of  'hem  that  live  untrue. 

La  Dami. 
I  have  no  powir  you  to  do  grevaunce, 
Nor  to  puniflie  ncne  othir  creature, 
But   to  efchewin  the  more  encombraunce, 
To  kepe  us  from  you  all  I  hold  it  fare. 
Far  falfe  Semblaunce  hath  a  face  full  demure, 
Lightlic  to  catche  thefe  ladies  in  a  v/aite, 
Wherefore  v.'e  mufl,  if  v/e  will  here  endure. 
Make  right  gode  watch  :  lo  !  this  is  my  conceite. 

IJ"  amant. 
Sith  that  of  grace  a  godely  worde  not  one 
Maie  now  be  had,  but  aKvaie  kept  in  ftore, 
I"  appele  to  God,  for  he  maie  here  my  monc, 
Of  the  durefTe  which  grevith  me  lo  ioi-c,. 


And  of  pite  I  complaine  furthirmore, 
Whiche  he  forgate  in  all  his  ordinaunce, 
Or  els  my  life  to  have  endid  before, 
Whiche  fo  Ibne  am  put  out  of  remembrauncc 

La  Dame. 

My  herte  nor  I  have  doen  you  no  forfelte 
By  whiche  ye  fliould  complaine  in  any  kinde  j 
Nothyng  hurtith  you  but  your  own  conceite  j 
Be  judge  your  felf,  for  fo  ye  fliall  it  finde  : 
Thus  alwaie  let  this  finke  mto  your  minde 
That  your  defire  fliall  iier  recovered  be  ; 
Ye  noyc  me  fore  in  wallyng  all  this  winde, 
For  I  have  faied  inough,  as  femith  me. 

This  wofull  man  rofe  up  in  all  his  palne, 
And  departid  with  wepyng  countinaunce, 
His  wofull  herte  almofte  to  brafte  in  twaine, 
Full  like  to  die,  walkyng  forthe  in  a  traunce. 
And  fayid,  Dech,  come  forthe,  thy  felf  avaunce, 
Or  that  myne  herte  forget  his  propertie, 
And  make  fliortir  all  this  wofull  penaunce 
Of  my  pore  life,  full  of  adverfitie. 

Fro  thens  he  v/ent,  but  whithir  wift  I  noughts 
Nor  to  what  part  he  drewe  in  fothfaftneffe, 
,But  he  no  more  was  in  his  ladle's  thought. 
For  to  the  daunce  anone  flie  gan  her  drelTej 
And  aftirward  one  tolde  me  thus  exprefle, 
He  rent  his  heer  for  anguiflie  and  for  pain, 
And  in  hymfelf  toke  fo  grete  hevineffe 
That  he  was  dedde  within  a  dale  or  twain. 


The  true  lovirs  thus  I  befcche  you  all 
Soche  advintures  flie  'hem  in  every  wife. 
And  as  peple  defamid  ye  'hem  call, 
For  thei  truelie  do  you  grete  prejudice 
His  cafl;elles  ftrong  ftufSd  with  ordinaunce. 
For  thei  have  had  long  tyme  by  their  office 
The  whole  countrey  of  Love  in  obeiiauncc. 

And  ye  ludies,  or  what  eftate  ye  be. 
Of  whom  'Worfhip  hath  choife  his  dwellyng  place^- 
For  Godd'is  love  doe  no  foche  cruiliie. 
Nor  in  no  vv-ife  ne  folowe  not  the  trace 
Of  her  that  here  is  namid  right  wifely,  , 

Whiche  by  refon  me  femith  in  this  cace 
Maie  be  callid  La  belle  Da?ne  fans  Mercy. 

Go,  lityl  Boke,  God  fende  the  gode  paflagc  ^ 
Chefs  well  thy  waie,  be  fimple  of  manere, 
Loke  thy  clothyng  be  like  thy  pilgrimage, 
And  fpecially  let  this  be  thy  praiere 
Unto  'hem  all  that  the  will  rede  or  here. 
Where  ihou  art  wrong  aftferther  helpe  to  call 
The  to  corres^Je  in  any  parte  or  all, 

PraJe  'hem  alfo  with  thine  humble  fervif* 
Thy  bold  jneffe  to  pardon  in  this  cace, 
For  els  thru  art  not  able  in  no  wife 
To  make  thy  felf  appere  in  any  place  ; 
And  furthirmoie  befeche  'hem  of  ther  grace 
By  ther  favour  and  fupportacion. 
To  take  in  gre  this  rude  Tranflacion, 

The  which  God  v/ote  ftandith  full  defcitu5.c 
Of  eloquence,  of  metre,  and  colours, 
Like  ?.i  a  bell;  nakid  without  refute 
F  f  vj 
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Upon  a  plain  to  atide  all  manir  Ihowers: 
I  can  no  more  but  aflce  of  'hem  focburs 
At  whoferequeft  thou  wer  made  in  this  wife, 
pomniaundyng  me  with  body  andfervife. 

Right  thus  I  make  an  ende  of  this  profles, 
Befechyng  hym  that  all  hath  in  balauncc 
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That  no  true  man  b6  vexid  caufeleffe 
As  this  man  was,  whiche  is  of  r emeftibraunee 
And  all  that  doen  ther  faithful!  obfcrvaupce, 
And  in  ther  trouth  purpofe  'hem  to  endure 
I  praie  God  knM  'hem  bettir  aviBture. 
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THE    ASSEMBLE    OF    LADIES. 


A  gendexvoman  dreameth  that  JJje  feeth  a  great e  number  of  Lt dies  put  up  their  bilks  of 
complaint  before  a  judge ^  ivhe  promifetb  to  reliem:  thnr  grievances. 


In  September',  at  Ae  falHnge  of  the  lefe. 
The  freflie  fefon  was  altogidir  done, 
And  of  the  corne  was  gathirid  the  fhefe, 
In  a  gardine,  aboutc  twayne  aftir  none, 
Ther  were  Ladies  walking,  as  was  tlier  wonc, 
Foure  in  nombre,  as  to  my  niinde  doth  fall, 
And  I  the  fiftbe,  the  fimplift  of  'hem  al. 

Of  gentilwomen  faire  there  were  aifo 
Difporting  'hem  everiche  aftir  her  gife, 
In  crofTe  aleis  walking  by  two  and  two, 
And  fome  alone,  aftir  ther  fantafies ;  ^ 
Thus  occupied  we  were  in  diverfe  wife. 
And  yet  in  trouthe  we  were  nat  al  alone. 
There  werin  knightes  and  fquiris  many  one. 

Whereof  1  ferved  ?  one  of 'hem  a&id  me  : 
1  faid  ayen,  as  it  fel  In  my  thought. 
To  walke  aboute  the  mafe  in  certainte, 
As  a  hedelefs  woman  that  nothing  roiight. 
He  aflcid  me  ayen  whom   that  I  fought. 
And  of  my  colour  why  I  was  fo  pale  ? 
forfothe  (quod  I)  and  therby  lithe  a  tale. 

Th^t  muft  rae  wete,  (quod  he)  and  th^t  an-one  ; 
Tel  on,  let  fe,  and  make  no  tarying. 
Abide,  (quod  I)  ye  ben  a  haftie  one ; 
I  let  you  wete  it  is  no  htyl  thing, 
But  for  bicaufe  ye  have  a  grete  longmg 
In  your  defiie  this  proceffe  for  to  here 
I  llial  you  tel  the  plaine  of  this  matere. 

It  happid  thus'  that  in  an  aftirnone 
My  felaulhip  and  I  by  one  affent. 
Whan  al  othir  befmeffis  were  done. 
To  paffe  our  time  into  this  mafe  we  went. 
And  toke  our  waie«  eche  aftir  our  entent. 
Some  went  inward  and  went  they  had  gon  out, 
^me  ftonde  in  the  mid  aod  loked  all  about. 


And,  foth  to  fay,  fome  were  ful  ferre  behindcj 
And  right  anon  as  ferforthe  as  the  beft, 
Othir  ther  were  fo  mafid  in  ther  minde 
Al  waies  were  gode  for  ''hem  both  eft  and  well ; 
Thus  went  they  forth  and  had  but  lityl  reft, 
And  fome  ther  courage  dyd  'hem  fore  affaile, 
For  very  wrathe  they  dyd  ftep  o'er  the  railc  ; 
And  as  they  fought 'hem  felvin  to  and  fro, 
I  gate  my  felf  a  iityl  avauntage, 
Al  forweried  I  might  no  furthir  go. 
Though  I  had  wtsn  right  grete  for  my  viage. 
So  came  I  forthe  into  a  ftraite  paffage, 
Which  brought  me  to  an  herbir  faire  and  grenc, 
Yitiade  vrith  bencliis  ful  crafty  and  clene ; 

That  as  me  thoughtin  there  might  no  creture 
Devife  a  bette  by  dewe  proporcioun, 
Safe  it  wa?  clofid  wel  I  you  enfure, 
With  mafonrye  of  compace  enviroun, 
Ful  fecretly  with  ftairis  goyng  down 
In  r.iyddes  the  place  with  turning  whele  certain. 
And  upon  that  a  potte  of  margelaine. 

With  margerettes  growinge  in  ordinaunce 
To  fliewe  'hem  felfe  as  folke  went  to  and  fro. 
That  to  beholde  it  was  a  grete  plefaunce. 
And  how  they  were  accompainid  with  mo, 
Ne  momblifneffe  and  foneneffe  alfo. 
The  poure  penfis  were  not  diflogid  there, 
Ne,  God  wote  ther  place  was  every  where. 

The  flore  and  bench  was  pavid  faire  and  fnjothc 
With  ftonis  fquare  of  many  divers  hewe, 
•  So  wel  joynid  that  for  to  fay  the  foth 
Al  feriiid  one,  that  no  one  othir  kncwe, 
And  undirnith  the  ftremis  newe  and  iiewe. 
As  filvir  bright,  fpringing  in  foche  a  wife. 
That  whence  it  came  ye  coude  it  not  devife. 
Ffiiij 
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A  lityl  while  ywas  I  al  alone 
Beholding  wel  this  delegable  place, 
My  felawiliip  were  coming  everichone, 
So  mufle  we  nedis  abyde  for  a  fpace, 
Remembiring  of  ruany  divers  cace 
Of  tyme  ypaffid  yore  with  fighijdcpe, 
I  fet  me  downe,  and  there  I  fel  aflepe. 

And  as  1  flept  me  thought  thtre  came  to  me 
A  gentylwoman  metely  of  ftature, 
Of  grete  worfhip  flie  femid  for  to  be, 
Atyrid  wel.  not  high,  but  by  mefure, 
Her  countinaunce  lull  fad  was  and  demure, 
Her  colours  blewe  al  'hat  flie  had  upon  ; 
Ther  ne  came  no  mo  but  her  ftlfc  alone. 

Her  gowne  wel  was  embraudiid  ceitainly 
With  ftonis  fette  aftir  her  owne  devife 
In  her  purfillis,  her  worde  by  and  by 
£ieii  is'  Lo-ialement,  as  1  coude  devife  ; 
Than  praide  I  her  in  any  nianir  wife 
That  of  her  name  I  might  have  remembraunce  ; 
She  faid  Ihe  was  callid  Perfeveraunce. 

So  furthirmore  to  fpekin  was  1  bolde, 
Where  fhe  dwellid  I  prayed  her  for  to  fay  ? 
And  flie  againe  ful  curtifly  me  folde. 
My  dwelling  is  and  hath  be  many'  a  day 
With  a  lady.  What  lady  ?  I  you  pray. 
Of  gret  eflate,  thus  warne  I  you  (quod  Ihe,) 
What  cal  ye  her  ?  Her  name  is  Loyalte. 

In  what  office  flonde  ye  or  what  degre  ? 
(Quod  I  to  her)  that  would  I  wete  right  faine, 
I  am,  (quod  fhe)  unworthy  though  I  be, 
Of  her  chambre  her  ufliir  in  certaine. 
This  rodde  I  here  as  for  a  tokin  plaine, 
Lyke  as  ye  knowe  the  rule  in  foche  fervice 
Apertaining  is  to  the  fame  office. 

Slie  chargid  me  by  her  commaundernent 
To  warne  you  and  your  felawes  everichone 
That  ye  Ihulde  come  there  as  fhe  is  prefent 
For  a  counfaile  whiche  fhall  be  nowe  anone, 
Or  fevin  dayis  be  comin  and  gone ; 
And  furtliirmore,  flie  had  that  I  Ihulde  fay 
Excufis  there  might  be  none  nor  delay. 

Anothir  thing  was  not  forget  behindc, 
Whiche  in  no  wife  I  wolde  but  that  ye  knewe  ; 
Remembre  weland  bcre  it  in  your  minde 
Al  your  felawes  and  ye  mud  come  in  blewe 
Everlyche,  your  matirs  for  to  fewe, 
With  more,  whiche  1  pray  yoil  to  thinke  upon, 
Your  wordis  on  your  felvis  everychon. 

And  be  net  abaflied  in  no  manir  wife. 
As  many  ben,  in  foche  an  high  prefence  ; 
Make  your  requeli;  as  ye  can  befl  devife, 
And  fhe  gladly  wol  yeve  you  audience  : 
Ther  is  no  grefe  nor  no  manir  offence 
Wherin  ye  fele  that  y^our  herte  is  difpifed 
But  with  her  help  right  foue  ye  fhal  be  efed. 

I  am  right  glad  (quod  I)  ye  tel  me  this. 
But  ther  is  non  of  us  that  knoweth  the  waie. 
As  of  your  way  (quod  fhe)  ye  fhal  not  mis. 
Ye  flial  have  one  to  gyde  you  day  by  day 
Of  my  felawes,  I  can  not  bettir  fay, 
Soche  one  as  fhal  tel  you  the  way  ful  right. 
And  Diligence  this  gen  til  woman  hight, 


A  woman  of  right  famous  govirnaunce, 
And  wel  cheriflied,  I  tel  you  in  certaine, 
Her  felaufliip  flial  do  you  grete  plefaunce; 
Her  porte  is  foch,  her  manirs  tiewe  and  plaine. 
She  with  glad  chere  wold  do  her  befy  paine 
To  bring  you  there    Now  farev/el ;  I  have  done. 
Abyde,  laid  I,  ye  may  not  go  fo  fone. 

Why  fo  ?  (quod  fhe)  and  I  have  ferre  to  go. 
To  yeve  warning  in  many  divers  place 
l"o  your  felawes  and  fo  to  othir  mo. 
And  well  ye  wote  I  have  but  lytil  fpace, 
Now  yet,  (quod  I)  ye  mufl  tel  me  this  cace, 
If  ye  fhal  any  men  unto  us  cal. 
Not  one  (quod  fae)  may  come  amonges  you  all. 

Not  one,  than  .'  faid  I  :  eigh,  Benedicite  ! 
What  have  I  done  .''  I  pray  you  tel  me  that.    - 
Nowe  by  my  lyfe  I  trowe  but  wel,  (quod  Ihe) 
But  er  I  can  byleve  there  is  fomwhat, 
T.nd  for  to  faye  you  trouthe  more  can  I  nat ; 
In  queflions  I  may  nothing  be  to  large  ; 
I  meddle  mufl:  no  farthir  then  my  charge. 

Than  thus,  (quod  I)  do  me  to  undirftande 
What  place  is  there  this  lady  is  dwelling  ? 
Forfothe  (quod  Ihe)  and  one  fought  al  this  lande 
Fairir  is  none, though  it  were  for  a  king, 
Devifid  wel,  and  that  in  every  thing, 
The  tourishie  ful  plefauntlhal  ye  &nde, 
With  phanis  frefli  turning  with  every  wynde; 

The  chambris  and  the  parlirs  of  a  forte. 
With  bay  windowes  godely  as  may  be  thought. 
As  for  daunfing  and  othir  wife  difporte 
The  galeries  be  alt  right  well  ywrought, 
That  wel  I  wote  if  ye  were  thydir  brought. 
And  take  gode  hede  therof  in  every  wife. 
Ye  wol  it  tJiinlte  a  very  paradife. 

What  hight  the  place?  (quod  1)  now  fay  me  that 
Plefaunt  Regarde,  (quod  fhe)  to  tell  you  plaine. 
or  very  trouth,  (quod  I)  and  wote  ye  what  ? 
It  may  right  wel  be  callid  fo  certaine  : 
But  furthirmore  this  wold  I  wit  right^fain, 
What  I  fliulde  do  as  fone  as  I  come  there. 
And  aftir  whom  that  I  may  befl  enqueve  ? 

A  gentilwoman  portir  of  the  yate 
There  fnal  ye  finde,  her  name  is  Countinaunce, 
If  ye  fo  hap  ye  come  erly  or  late 
Of  her  wer  gode  to  have  fome  acquaintaunce, 
She  can  you  tel  howe  ye  Ihal  you  avaunce. 
And  howe  to  come  to  her  ladye's  prefence  ; 
To  her  wordis  I  rede  ye  geve  credence. 

Now  it  is  time  that  1  Ihulde  parte  you  fro. 
For  in  gode  faithe  I  have  grete  bufmeffe. 
I  wote  right  wel  (quod  I)  that  it  is  fo. 
And  I  thanke  you  of  your  grete  gendlnefle. 
Your  comforte  hath  yevin  me  hardineife. 
That  nowe  I  fhal  be  bolde  withoutin  failc 
To  do'  aftir  your  advice  and  gode  counfaile. 

Tims  partld  fhe,  and  I  lefte  all  alone  ; 
With  that  I  fawe  (as  I  belielde  afide) 
A  woman  come,  a  verie  godely  one, 
And  forth  withal  as  I  had  her  afpid'e 
Me  thought  anone  it  fhoulde  be  the  gide. 
And  of  her  name  anone  I  did  enquere  ; 
Ful  wonianly  fhe  yave  me  this  anfwere  ; 
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I  am  (quod  flie)  but  a  fimple  creture, 
Sent  from  the  courte,  my  name  is  Diligence  ; 
As  fone  as  I  myght  come,  1  you  enfure, 
I  taried  not  aftir  I  had  licence  : 
And  nowe  that  I  am  come  to  your  prefence, 
Loke,  what  fervice  I  can  you  do  or  may 
Commaundith  me ;  I  can  no  furthir  fay. 

I  thankid  her,  and  prayed  her  to  come  nere, 
Bycaufe  I  woulde  fe  how  Ihe  was  araide ; 
Her  gown  was  blew,  dreffid  in  gode  manere, 
With  her  devife,  her  worde  alfo,  that  faide 
Tant  que  je puis,  and  I  was  wel  apaide  ; 
And  than  will  I,withoutin  any  more. 
It  was  ful  trewe  that  I  had  herde  before. 

Though  we  toke  nowe  before  a  litil  fpace 
It  were  ful  gode  (quod  Ihe)  as  1  coude  geffe. 
Howe  farre  (quod  I)  have  we  unto  the  place  ? 
A  daye's  journey,  (quod  ftie)  but  litil  lelTe ; 
Wherf  ore  I  rede  that  now  we  outwarde  dreffe 
For  I  fuppofe  our  felawfliip  is  pafl:, 
And  for  nothinge  I  wolde  not  we  were  the'  laft. 

Then  departid  we*  at  fpringing  of  the  daye. 
And  forthe  we  wente  a  fofte  and  efypace, 
Til  at  the  lafl  we  were  on  our  journey 
So  far  outwarde  that  we  might  fe  the  place ; 
Nowe  let  us  reft  (quod  I)  a  litil  fpace, 
And  fay  we  as  devoutly  as  we  can 
A  Pater  nojier  for  Saint  Julian. 

With  all  my  herte  ;  I  affent  with  gode  wil ; 
Moch  bettir  fhal  we  fpede  whan  we  have  done. 
Than  taried  we  and  faid  it  every  dyl ; 
And  whan  the  day  was  paft  farre  aftir  none 
We  fawe  aplace,  and  thidir  came  we  fone, 
Whiche  rounde  aboute  was  clofid  with  a  waJ, 
Seminge  to  me  full  like  an  hofpitall. 

There  found  I  one  had  brought  all  min  aray, 
(A  gentil  woman  of  mine  acquaintaunce) 
I  havemervaile  (quod  T)  what  manir  way 
Ye  had  knowlege  of  al  this  ordinaunce. 
Yes,  yes,  (quod  fhe)  I  herde  Perfeveraunce 
Howe  Ihe  warnid  her  felawes  everichone, 
And  what  aray  ye  fhouldin  have  upon. 

Nowe  for  my  love  (quod  I)  this!  you  praye, 
Sithyehave  take  upon  you  allthepaine, 
That  ye  wolde  helpe  me  on  with  mine  araye. 
For  wit  ye  wel  I  wolde  be  gone  right  faine. 
Al  this  prayir  us  nedith  not  certaine, 
(Quod  ftie  againe ;)  come  of,  and  hyc  you  fone, 
And  ye  flial  fe  anone  it  ftiall  be  done. 

But  this  I  doute  me  gretly,  wote  ye  what  ? 
That  my  felawes  be  paffid  by  and  gone. 
Iwarne  you  (quod  fhe)  that  are  they  nat, 
For  here  they  fliall  affemble  everichone, 
Notwithftandinge  I  counfaile  you  anone 
Make  you  redy,  and  tary  you  no  more. 
It  is  no  harme  though  ye  be  there  befoie. 

■  So  than  I  dreffid  me  in  mine  araye. 
And  aflced  her  whethir  it  were  wel  or  no  ? 
it  is  right  well  (quod  fte)  unto  my  pay, 
Ye  nede  not  care  to  what  place  er  ye  go  : 
And  wJiilies  that  flie  and  I  debatid  fo 
Came  Diligence  and  fawe  me  al  in  blewe  ; 
Siftir,  (quod  ftie)  right  wel  broke  ye  your  newe ! 


Difcrecion  Purveiouf. 

Than  wente  we  forth  and  met  an  avinture 
A  yonge  woman,  an  officir  feminge  ; 
What  is  your  name  ?  (quod  I)  tell,  gode  creture, 
Difcrecion,  (quod  fhe)  without  lefinge. 
And  where  (quod  1)  is  your  moft  abidinge  ? 
I  have  (quod  flie)  this  office  of  purchace, 
Chefe  Purveyour  that  longith  to  this  place. 
Acquayntaunce  Herbyger. 

Fair  love  I  (quod  I)  in  all  your  ordinaunce 
What  is  her  name  that  is  the  herbigere? 
Forfothe  (quod  Ihe)  her  name  is  Acquaintaunce^ 
A  woman  df  right  gracious  manere. 
Then  thus,  (quod  I)  what  ftraungirs  have  ye  here  J 
But  fewe  (quod  ffie)  of  high  degre  ne  lowe. 
Ye  be  the  firft,  as  ferforth  as  I  knowe. 
CountinaniKS  Porter. 

Thus  with  talis  we  came  ftreight  to  the  yate, 
This  yonge  woman  departid  was  and  gone. 
Came  Diligence,  and  knockid  fall  thereat. 
Who  is  without  ?  (quod  Countinaunce  anone.) 
Truly,  (quod  I)  fayre  fiftir,  here  is  one. 
Wnich  one  ?  (quod  ffie)  and  therewithal  ffie  lough« 
I  1  .'iligence ;  ye  knowe  me  wel  ynoughe. 

Than  opened  ffie  the  gate,  and  in  we  go; 
With  wordib  faire  ffie  faide  full  gentilly. 
Ye  are  welcome  ywis;  are  ye  no  mo  ? 
Nat  one  (quod  ffie)  fave  this  woman  and  I. 
Now  than  (quod  ffie;  I  pray  you  hertily 
Takith  my  chaumbre  for  a  while  to  reft 
Til  your  felawis  come ;  I  holde  it  beft. 

I  thanked  her,  and  forth  we  go  evericlione 
Til  het  chambre  withoutin  wordis  mo. 
Came  Diligence  and  toke  her  leve  anone. 
Where  er  ye  lyft  (quod  1)  nowe  may  ye  go. 
And  I  thanke  you  right  hertily  alfo 
Of  your  labour,  for  whiche  God  do  you  mede; 
I  can  no  more, but  Jefu  be  your  fpede! 

Than  Countinaunce  thus  afkid  me  anone. 
Your  felauffiip  where  be  they  all  ?  (quod  fhe.) 
For  fothe  (quod  I)  they'  are  cominge  everichone. 
But  where  they  are  I  knowe  no  certainte. 
Without  I  may  'hem  at  his  win  do  we  fe ; 
Here  wil  I  ftande  a  waitinge  here  amonge. 
For  wel  I  wote  they  wil  not  feence  be  longe. 

Thus  as  I  ftode  mufing  ful  bufily, 
I  thought  to  take  gode  hede  of  her  aray; 
Her  gowne  was  blewe,  this  wote  I  verily. 
Of  gode  facyon,  and  furrid  wel  with  gray. 
Upon  her  fleve  her  worde,  this  is  no  nay, 
Whiche  faid  thus,  as  my  pennc  can  endite, 
A  moy,  quivny,  writin  with  lettirs  white. 

Then  forth  withal  ffie  came  ftreight  unto  tne, 
Your  wordes  (quod  ffie)  fain  wold  I  that  I  knewe. 
Forfothe  (quod  I)  ye  ffial  wel  knowe  andfe. 
And  for  my  worde  I  have  none,  this  is  trew ; 
It  is  ynough  that  my  clothing  be  blewe. 
As  here  before  I  had  commaundement, 
And  fo  to  do  I  am  right  well  content, 
Largeff'e  Steiuarde. 

But  tell  me  this  I  pray  you  hertilye. 
The  fteward  here,  fay  me  what  is  her  name? 
She  hight  Largeffie,  I  fay  you  furily, 
A  faire  lady,  and  of  right  noble  famej     ' 
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Whan  yc  her  fc  ye  wil  reporte  the  fame, 
And  ui)4.ir  her  to  byd  you  welcome  al 
'I'herc  is  Belqhier,  marihalof  die  ha,l. 

Now  al  this  while  that  ye  here  tary  ftlll 
Your  own  matirs  ye  may  wel  haye  in  mind ; 
But  tel  me  this,  have  ye  brought  ajiy  bill  ? 
YS)  ycj  (quod  I)  and  eh  I  were  behinde ; 
Wheye  is  there  one,  tel  me,  that  I  may  finde 
To  whom  that  I  may  ftiewe  my  matirs  plaine  ? 
Surely  (quod  flie)  unto  the  chambivlaine, 
Rsmembrifunce  Chamb'trlaine. 

The  chambiriaine,  (quod  I)  and  fay  ye  trewe  ? 
Ye,  verily,  (faid  flie  ;)  by  myne  advife 
3en  nat  aferde  ;  unto  her  lo^ylye  few?. 
It  flial  be  done  {quod  I)  as  ye  devyfe. 
But  I  mufh  knowe  her  name  in  any  wife. 
Trevvly  {quod  flie)  to  fhewe  you  in  fubllaunce, 
Withouten  faiiiyng,  her  name  is  Ren^emhraun?e. 

The  ftcvetarye  may  not  be  forget, 
per  fhe  dothe  riglit  moche  in  every  thinge, 
Wherfore  I  rede  when  ye  have  with  her  mete 
Your  matere  v/hole  tel  her  without  f^ininge ; 
Ye  fhal  her  fynde  ful  gode  and  fyl  lovinge. 
Tel  me  her  napie  (quod  I),  of  gentilnefl'e. 
By  my  godc  fothe  (quod  flie)  A:Yifenefrc. 

That  name  (quod  1)  for  her  is  paffmg  godc, 
For  every  hyl  and  fcheduj.e  fbe  raufl  fe. 
Ivowe  gode,  (quod  I)  come  ftande  there  as  J  flodCj 
My  felavyes  be  cominge ;  yondir  they  be. 
Is  it  in  jape,  or  fay  ye  fothe  .'  (quod  flie) 
In  jape !  nay,  nay,  I  fay  you  for  cert^yne  ; 
Se  how  thei  come  togithir  twajn  aad  twaipe. 

Ye  fay  ful  fothe,  (.quod  ilie)  that  is  no  nay, 
!  fe  coming  a  g.odely  company. 
They  ben  lochfolice,  (quod  I)  dare  I  to  fay, 
That  lyft  to  love,  thinkith  it  verily. 
And  for  my  love  I  pray  you  f^ythfully 
At  any  tyme  whan  they  upon  you  call 
That  ye  woU  be  gode  frende  unto  'hem  all. 

Of  my  frendlhip  (quod  flie)  they  (hal  not  miffe, 
And  for  their  efe  to  put  therto  my  paine. 
God  yelde  it  you!  (quod  I)  but  take  you  this, 
Howe  fhal  we  know  who  is  the  chambirlayne  ? 
That  Ihal  ye  wel  know  by  her  word  Certaine, 
What  is  her  worde,  fyflir?  I  pray  you  fay. 
Plus  /!£'/'«r;f)jf,  thus  writith  fhe  alwaye. 

Thus  as  we  ilole  fogydir  fhe  and  I, 
Even  at  the  yate  my  felawes  were  echone, 
So  met  I  'hem  (as  me  thought  was  godely) 
And  bade  'hem  welcome  al  by  one  and  one  : 
Then  came  forth  Countinaimce  to  us  anone, 
Ful  hertily,  Fair  fiflirs  al,  (quod  fhe) 
Ye  be  right  welcome  into  this  countre. 

I  counfayle  you  to  take  a  litil  refl 
In  my  chambre,  if  it  be  your  plcfaunpe; 
Wharj  ye  be  there  me  thinke  it  for  the  befh 
That  I  go  ifi  and  cal  Perfeveraunce, 
Bycaufe  fhe  is  one  of  your  acquaintaunce, 
And  fhe  alfo  wil  tel  you  every  thipge 
Howe  ye  fhal  be  rulir  of  your  cominge. 

My  felawes  al  and  I,  by  one  advife, 
Wer^  wel  agreed  to  do  lyke  as  fhe  fayde ; 
Than  we  began  to  dreffe  us  in  our  gifc. 
That  folke  fhoulde  fay  we  were  not  unpurveide, 
And  gode  wagirs  among  us  there  we  laids; 


Which  of  us  was  atirid  aiofl.^  godslefl, 
And  of  us  al  whiche  fliulde  be  praifid  beft. 

The  portir  came  and  brought  Perfeveraunce, 
She  welcomid  us  in  qurteis  manere  ; 
Thinke  not  long  (quod  fhe)  of  your  attendance, 
I  wil  go  fpeke  unto  the  herbigere. 
That  fhe  may  purvey  for  your  lodging  Here, 
Than  wil  I  go  unto  the  chambiriaine 
To  fpeke  for  you,  and  come  anone  againe. 

And  -yvhan  that  flie  departid  was  and  gone, 
We  fawe  follds  coming  without  the  wal, 
So  gret  peple,  that  nombre  coude  we  none, 
Ladies  they  were,  and  gentil  women  al, 
Clothid  in  blewe,  echone  her  worde  withal. 
But  for  to  knowe  her  worde  or  her  devife 
They  came  fo  thicke  I  ne  might  in  no  wife. 

\Yith  that  anone  came  in  Perfeveraunce, 
And  where  I  flode  fhe  came  flreight  unto  me; 
Ye  ben  (quod  fhe)  of  min  olde  acquaintaunce, 
You  to  enquere  the  boldir  wolde  I  be 
What  worde  they  here  eche  aftir  her  degre; 
I  you  pray  tel  it  me  in  fecret  vvife. 
And  1  fhall  kepe  it  clofe  on  warrantife. 

We  ben  five  ladies  (quod  I)  al  in  fere, 
And  gentij  Vi'omen  four  in  company, 
When  they  begin  to  opin  ther  matere 
Than  fhal  ye  knowe  ther  wordis  by  and  by; 
But  as  for  me  I  have  none  verily. 
And  fo  I  tolde  Countinaunce  here  before ; 
Al  min  aray  is  blewe,  what  nedith  more  ? 

Nowe  then  (quod  fhe)  I  wol  go  backe  againe 
That  ye  may  have  knowlege  what  ye  fhufd  do. 
In  foth  (quod  I)  if  ye  wolde  take  the  paine, 
Ye  dyd  right  moche  for  us  if  ye  dyd  fo, 
The  rathir  fpede  the  fonir  may  we  go  ; 
Grete  cofte  alway  there  is  in  taryinge. 
And  longc  to  fewe  it  is  a  wery  thinge. 

Then  partid  fhe  and  came  againe  anone ; 
Ye  mufl  (quod  fhe)  come  to  the  chambiriaine, 
We  be  nowe  redy  (quod  I)  everychone 
To  folowe  ypi^  whan  er  ye  lift  certaine  ; 
We  have  nt^ise  eloquence,  to  tel  you  plaine, 
Befeching  you  we  may  be  fo  excufed 
Our  trewe  meaning  that  it  be  not  refufed. 

Then  went  we  forth  aftir  Perfeveraunce ; 
To  fe  tfie  prees  it  was  a  wondir  cace, 
There  for  to  paffe  it  was  a  grete  cgmbraunce, 
The  peple  flode  fo  thicke  in  every  place  : 
Nowe  flande  ye  flil  (quod  fhe)  a  litil  fpace, 
And  for  your  efe  fomwhat  I  fhal  aflay 
Yf  I  can  make  you  any  bettir  vyay. 

And  forth  fhe  gothe  araopg  'Jieip  eyerychpn, 
Making  a  way  that  we  might  thorough  palTe 
More  at  our  efe,  apd  whan  fhe  had  fo  done 
She  beckende  us  to  conie  where  a$  fhe  was, 
So  aftir  her  we  folowcd  more  and  l^s ; 
She  brought  us  ftreight  unto  the  chambirlayne, 
There  kite  llie  us,  and  than  fhe  went  agaiae, 

We  fajued  her,  as  refon  woulde  it  fo, 
Ful  humble  befeching  her  gret  gQdenefTe 
In  our  mattirs  that  we  had  for  to  do 
That  fhe  wolde  be  gode  lady  and  maiarefTe. 
Ye  be  welcome,  (qu«d  flie)  in  fothfafteneffe, 
And  fe,  what  I  can  do  you  for  to  plefe 
I  aip.  redy,  tliat  may  be  to  your  efe. 
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Wc  folowed  her  unto  the  chambir  dofe ; 
Siftirs,  (quofl  fhe)  come  ye  in  aftir  me  : 
But  wete  ye  wel  there  was  a  pavid  florc 
The  godlyift  that  any  wight  might  fe  ; 
And  furthirmore  about  than  lokid  we 
On  eche  cornir  and  upon  every  wal, 
Whiche  was  ymade  of  burel  and  cryftal. 

Wherein  was  graven  of  ftofies  many  one 
Firfte  how  Phyllis,  of  womanly  pite, 
Dyed  piteoufly  for  love  of  Demophone, 
Next  aftir  was  the  ftory  of  Thilbe, 
Howe  that  fhe  flewe  her  fclfe  undir  a  tre ; 
Yet  fawe  I  more,  howe  in  right  pitous  caas 
For  Antony  was  flaine  Cleopatras ; 

Upon  the  othir  fide  was  Hawes  the  ftiene, 
Ful  untrewly  difcevid  in  her  baine  ; 
There  was  alfo  Annelida  the  Qnene, 
Upon  Arcite  howe  fore  fhe  did  complaine ! 
Al  thefe  ftories  were  gravid  there  certaine. 
And  many  mo  than  I  reherfe  you  here  ; 
It  were  to  longe  to  tel  you  al  in  fere. 

And  bicaufe  that  the  wallis  fhone  fo  bright 
With  fine  umple  they  were  al  ovir  fprad, 
To  the  entent  folke  fhulde  not  hurte  ther  fight, 
And  thorough  it  the  ftories  might  be  radde  ; 
Than  furthirmore  I  went  as  I  was  lad, 
And  there  I  fawe  withoutin  any  faile 
A  chaire  yfet  with  ful  riche  aparaile  ; 

And  five  flagis  it  was  f^t  fro  the  grounde, 
Of  cafTidony  ful  curioufly  wrought, 
With  foure  pomelles  of  golde,  and  very  rounde. 
Set  with  faphirs  as  gode  as  coude  be  thought, 
That  wot  ye  what?  if  it  wer  thorough  fought 
As  r  fuppofe  fro  this  countie  to  Inde 
Anothir  foche  it  were  right  harde  to  finde  : 

For  wete  ye  wel  I  was  right  nere  to  that, 
So  as  I  durit,  beholding  by  and  by. 
Above  there  was  a  riche  clothe  of  eftate 
Ywroizght  with  the  nedle  ful  flraungely, 
Her  worde  thereon,  and  thus  it  faid  truely, 
£n  Disn  eji,  to  tel  you  in  wordis  fewe. 
With  grete  lettirs,  the  bettir  I  'hem  knewc. 

Thus  as  we  flode  a  dore  opened  anone, 
A  gentilwoman  femely  of  flature, 
Eering  a  mace,  came  out  her  felfe  alone, 
Sothely  me  thought  her  a  godely  creture  ; 
She  fpake  nothinge  to  lowde,  I  you  enfure, 
Nor  haftily,  but  with  godely  warninge 
Make  rome,  (quod  fhe)  my  lady  is  cominge. 

With  that  anone  I  fawe  Perfeveraunce 
Howe  fhe  helde  up  the  tapet  in  her  hande, 
I  fawe  alfo  in  godely  ordlnaunce 
This  gret  lady  within  the  tapet  ftande, 
Comyng  outwarde  I  wol  ye  undirflande. 
And  aftir  her  a  noble  company, 
I  coude  not  tel  the  nombre  fikirly. 

Of  ther  namis  I  wolde  nothing  cnquere, 
Furthir  than  foche  as  we  wolde  fewe  unto, 
Save  a  lady  whiche  was  the  chauncellere, 
Attemperaunce,  fothely  her  name  was  fo. 
For  us  nedith  with  her  have  moche  to  do 
In  our  mattirs,  and  alway  more  and  more ; 
And  fp  forthe  to  tellin  you  furthirmore 


Of  this  lady,  her  beautc  (so  difcrlte 
My  conninge  is  to  fimple  verily, 
Foi  nevir  yet  the  dayis  of  my  live 
So  inly  faire  I  have  fene  none  trewly, 
In  her  eflate  afTurid  uttirly ; 
There  wantid  nought,  I  dare  you  well  affure, 
That  lowgi'd  to  a  moft  godely  creture. 

And  furthirmore,  tofpcke  of  her  araye, 
1  fhal  tel  you  the  manir  of  her  gowne  ; 
Of  clothe  of  golde  ful  riche,  it  is  no  nay, 
The  colour  blewe,  of  right  godely  facyoun. 
In  taberde  wife,  the  fleves  hanging  adown, 
And  what  purfil  there  was,  and  in  what  wife, 
So  as  1  can  I  fhal  it  you  devife  : 

Aftir  a  forte  the  collir  and  the  vente, 
Lyke  as  armine  is  made  in  purfilingc, 
With  grete  perils  ful  fine  and  orient, 
They  were  couchid  all  aftir  one  worching, 
With  diamondes  in  ftede  of  powdiring, 
The  flevis  and  the  purfill  of  a  fife. 
They  werin  made  alike  in  every  wife. 

Aboute  her  necke  a  forte  of  faire  rubyes. 
In  white  flouris  of  right  fine  enamaile. 
Upon  her  hed  fet  in  the  faireft  wife 
A  circle  of  grete  balais  of  entaile,  ^ 

That  in  erneft,  to  fpeke  withoutin  faile. 
For  yonge  and  olde  and  every  manir  age  i- 

It  was  a  worlds  to  loken  on  her  vifage.  - 

Thus  coming  forth  to  fit  in  her  eftate, 
In  her  prefence  we  kneled  down  everychone, 
Prefenting  our  byllis;  and  wote  ye  what  .> 
Ful  humbly  fhe  toke  'hem  by  one  and  one  : 
Whan  we  had  done  than  came  they  al  anone 
And  did  the  fame  eche  aftir  her  manere, 
Kneling  at  ones  and  rifing  al  in  fere. 

Whan  this  was  don,  and  fhe  fet  in  her  place. 
The  chambirlaine  fhe  did  unto  her  cal, 
And  fhe  godely  coming  to  her  apace, 
Of  her  entent  knowing  nothing  at  al, 
Voyde  backe  the  prefe  (quod  fhe)  up  to  the  wafi. 
Make  large  rome,  but  loke  that  ye  do  not  tary. 
And  take  thefe  byllis  to  the  fecretary. 

The  chambirlaine  did  her  commaundement. 
And  came  againe  as  fhe  was  byd  to  do. 
The  fecretary  there  beyng  prefent 
The  byllis  were  delivered  her  alfo, 
Not  onely  ours  but  many  othir  mo. 
Than  the  lady  with  gode  advife  againe 
Anone  with  al  callid  her  chambirlaine. 

We  wol  (quod  fhe)  the  firft  thing  that  ye  d» 
The  fecretary  ye  make  come  anone 
Wit'h  ther  bills,  and  thus  we  wil  alfo 
In  our  prefence  fhe  rede  'hem  everychon. 
That  we  may  takin  gode  advife  tberon 
Of  the  ladies  that  ben  of  our  counfaile  ; 
Loke  this  be  done  withoutin  aay  faile. 

Whan  the  chambirlaine  wifle  of  her  entent 
Anone  fhe  did  the  fecretarye  call ; 
Let  your  billis  (quod  fhe)  be  here  prefent, 
My  lady'  it  wil.  Madame  (quod  fhe)  I  (Hal. 
And  in  prefence  fhe  wil  that  ye  'hem  call. 
With  right  gode  wil  I  am  redy  (quod  flie) 
At  her  plefure,  whan  ihe  co-mmaundith  me. 
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And  npott  that  was  made  an  ordinaunce 
They  that  came  firft  ther  byUis  fhulde  be  red, 
Pal  gentilly  than  faid  Perfeveraunce, 
Refon  it  wil  that  they  were  fonift  fpedde ; 
Anone  withal,  upon  a  tapet  fpredde. 
The  fecretarye  layde  'hem  downc  echone ; 
Our  byllis  firft  flie  redde  tho  one  by  one. 

The  firft  lady  bering  in  her  devife 
Saas  que  jamays^  thus  wrote  ftie  on  her  byl, 
Complaining  fore,  and  in  ful  pitous  wife, 
Of  premifTe  made  with  faithful  hert  and  wyll, 
Andfo  brokin  ayenft  al  manir  ikil, 
"Without  deferte  alwaies  on  her  partie, 
1h  this  matir  defiring  remedye. 

Her  next  fol'owing  her  word  was  in  this  wife^ 
Us  fans  changer,  a.nd  thus  Ihe  did  complaine. 
Though  ftie  had  be  guerdoned  for  her  fervice 
Yet  nothing  like  as  flie  that  toke  the  paine, 
Wherfore  (he  coude  in  no  wife  her  reftraine, 
Sut  in  this  cafe  fewe  until  her  prefeoce. 
As  refon  wolde,  to  havin  recompence. 

So  furthirmore,  to  fpeke  of  othir  twaine. 
One  of  'hem  wrote  aftir  her  fantafy 
€f-nq%tes  fuis  lever,  and  for  to  tel  you  plaine, 
Her  complaint  was  ful  pitous  verily, 
I'br,,  as  flie  faid,  there  was  grete  refon  why  : 
As  I  can  remembre  in  this  matere 
J  fhal  you  tell  the  procefle  al  in  fere. 

Her  byl  was  made  complaining  in  her  gife, 
That  of  her  joye,  her  comforte,  and  gladneJTe, 
Was  no  furetie,  for  in  no  manir  wife 
She  faid  therin  no  point  of  ftableneffe  ; 
Mow  yl,  now  wele,  out  of  al  fikirneffe, 
lul  humbly  defiring  of  her  high  grace 
Sone  to  ftiewe  her  remedy  in  this  cafe. 

Her  felawe  made  her  bil,  and  thus  flie  faid. 
In  plaining  wife.  There  as  flie  lovid  heft, 
Whethir  that  flie  were  wrothe  or  weie  apaide, 
She  might  not  fe  whan  that  flie  wole  faineft, 
And  fulle  wrothe  flie  was  in  very  erneft ; 
To  tel  her  worde,  as  ferforth  as  I  wote, 
£}itieremetit  iiojlre,  right  thus  ftie  Wrote. 

And  npon  that  flie  made  a  grete  requeft 
With  hert  and  wil,  and  al  that  might  be  done. 
As  until  her  that  might  redreffe  it  beft, 
For  in  her  minde  there  might  ftie  finde  it  foae 
The  remedy  of  that  whiche  was  her  bone, 
S-eherfing  that  that  ftie  had  faide  before, 
iEefechinge  her  it  might  be  fo  no  more. 

t  And  in  like  wife  as  they  had  done  before 
The  gentylwomen  of  our  company 
Put  ther  byllis  J  and  for  to  tell  you  more, 
One  of  'hem  wrote  Cejlfans  dire  verily. 
And  her  matere  wholy  to  fpecify 
Within  her  byl  ftie  put  it  in  wvitinge. 
And  what  it  faid  ye  fliall  yhave  knovvinge. 

It  faid,  God  wotCj  and  that  ful  pitoufiy, 
Lykc  as  flie  was  difpofid  in  her  herte, 
Ko  misfortune  that  flie  toke  grcvoufly, 
Al  one  to  her  was  the  joy  and  the  fmerte. 
Sometime  nothanke  for  u!  lier  gode  deferte, 
Othir  comforte  ftie  wantid  none  coming, 
And  fo  ufid  it  grevid  hei;  nothing  5 


Defiring  her  and  lowly  befechlng. 
That  ftie  wolde  for  her  feke  a  bettir  way. 
As  flie  that  had  yben  her  daies  ly  ving 
Stedfaft  and  trewe,  and  wil  be  fo  alway  : 
Of  her  felawe  fomwhat  I  ftial  you  fay, 
Whofe  byl  was  red  the  nexte  forthe  withal. 
And  what  it  ment  reherfin  you  I  flial. 

£x  Dieu  eji  flie  wrote  in  her  devife, 
And  thus  flie  faid  withoutin  any  faile, 
Her  trouthe  ne  might  be  takin  in  no  wife. 
Like  as  flie  thought,  wherfor  flie  had  niervaile, 
For  trouth  fomtyme  was  vi^ont  to  take  avaiie 
In  every  naattere,but  al  that'  is  ago, 
The  more  pyte  that  it  is  fuffrid  fo,  [plain, 

Moche  more  ther£  was,  wherof  fhe  fliuld  comi- 
But  ihe  thought  it  to  gret  an  encombraunce 
So  moche  to  write,  and  therfore  in  certain 
In  God  and  her  flie  put  all  her  afiiaunce. 
As  in  her  worde  is  made  a  remembrauncc, 
Befeching  her  that  ftie  wolde  in  this  cace 
Shewe  unto  her  the  favour  of  her  grace. 

The  thirde  flie  wrote  reherfing  her  grevaunce, 
Ye,  wote  ye  what  a  pitous  thing  to  here  ? 
For  as  me  thought  flie  felt  grete  difplefaunce, 
One  might  ryght  wel  perceve  it  by  her  chere;. 
And  no  v.ondir,  it  fate  her  pafTyng  nere, 
Yet  lothe  flie  was  to  put  it  in  writinge. 
But  Nede  ivol  havin  courfe  in  every  tbinge. 

Sqyes  ajfure,  this  was  her  word  certain. 
And  thus  flie  wrote  v/ithin  a  litil  fpace ; 
There  flie  lovid  her  labor  was  in  vaine. 
For  he  was  fet  al  in  anothir  place, 
Ful  humilly  defiring  in  that  cace 
Some  gode  conforte  her  forowe  to  appgfe. 
That  flie  might  Hvin  more  at  hert'is  e-fe, 

The  fourth  furely  me  thought  ftie  likid  wele. 
As  in  her  porte  and  in  her  behavinge , 
And  Bien  monejie,  as  ferre  as  I  coude  fele. 
That  was  her  worde,  tyl  her  belonging, 
Wherfore  to  her  fhe  praied  above  al  thino- 
Ful  hertily,  to    ay  you  in  fuftance. 
That  flie  wold  fendin  her  gode  Countlnaunce. 

Ye  have  reherfid  me  thele  byllis  all, 
But  nowe  let  fe  fomwJiat  of  your  entent ; 
It  may  fo  hap  paravinture  ye  ftial ; 
Nowe  I  pray  you  while  I  am  here  prefent 
Ye  fhal  have  knowlege  parde  what  I  ment. 
But  thus  I  fay  in  trouth,  and  make  no  fable. 
The  cace  it  felfe  is  inly  lamentable  ; 

And  v.-el^  I  wote  that  ye  wol  thynke  the  fame, 
Lyke  as  I  fay,  whan  ye  have  herde  my  byl ; 
Now  gode,  tel  on ;  I  hate  you  by  Saint  Jame ; 
Abyde  a  while,  it  is  not  yet  my  wil, 
Yet  muft  ye  wetcby  refon  and  by  flcil, 
Sith  ye'  have  knowlege  of  that  was  don  before. 
And  thus  it  is  faid,  without  wordis  more  : 

Nothing  fo  lefe  as  deth  to  come  to  me. 
For  final  ende  of  my  farowes  and  paine  ; 
What  ftuild  I  more  defire  as  femith  ye  ? 
And  ye  knewe  al  aforne  it  for  certaine 
I  wote  ye  wolde,  and  for  to  tel  you  plaine, 
Without  her  hclpe  that  liath  al  tbinge  in  cure 
I  can  nat  thinke  that  it  may  long  endure. 
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As  for  my  trouth  it  hath  he  provid  wele, 
To  fay  the  fothe,  and  I  can  fay  no  more, 
Of  ful  longe  tyme,  and  fuffrid  every  dele 
In  pacicnce,  and  kepe  it  all  in  ftore, 
Of  her  godenefle  befeching  her  therfore 
That  I  might  have  my  thanke  in  foche  a  wife 
As  my  deferte  yfervith  of  juftife. 

Whan  thefe  billis  were  rad  everychonc 
The  ladie  toke  a  gode  advifement, 
And  'hem  to  anfwerin  by  one  and  one 
She  thought  it  was  to  moche  in  her  entent, 
Wherfore  fhe  yave  to  'hem  commaundement 
In  her  prefence  to  come  both  one  and  al 
To  yeve  'hem  her  anfwere  in  generall. 

What  dyd  {he  than  fuppofe  ye  verily  ? 
She  fpake  her  felfe,  and  faid  in  this  manere  : 
We  have  wel  fene  your  byllis  by  and  by, 
And  fome  of  'hem  be  pitousfor  to  here, 
We  wol  therefore  ye  knowe  al  this  in  fere, 
Wi:hin  fhorte  tyme  our  court  of  parliment 
Here  fhal  be  holde  in  our  palays  prefente, 

And  in  al  this  wherin  you  find  you  greved 
There  fliall  ye  finde  an  opin  remedy, 
In  foche  a  vi^ife  as  ye  flial  be  releved 
Of  al  that  ye  reherfin  here  thoroughly ; 
As  for  the  date,  ye  Ihal  knowe  verily 
That  ye  may  have  a  fpace  in  your  coming. 
For  Diligence  ihal  tel  you  by  writing. 


We  thankid  her  in  our  moft  humble  wife 
Our  felawfhip  eche  one  by  one  aflent, 
Submittinge  us  lowly  til  her  fervice, 
For  as  we  thought  we  had  our  travaile  fpent 
In  foche  wife  as  we  heldin  us  content ; 
Than  eche  of  us  toke  othir  by  the  fleve. 
And  forth  withal  as  we  fhulde  take  our  leve. 

Al  fodainly  the  watir  fprange  anone 
In  my  vifage,  and  tlierwithal  1  woke  : 
Where  am  I  now  ?  thought  I ;  al  this  is  gone, 
Al  amafid ;  and  up  I  began  to  loke ; 
With  that  anon  I  went  and  mode  this  Bolte, 
Thus  fimpilly  reherfing  the  fubflaunce, 
Bicaufe  it  fliulde  not  be'  out  of  remembraunce. 

Now  verily  your  dreme  is  paffing  gode. 
And  worthy  to  be  had  in  remembraunce. 
For  though  I  ftand  here  as  longe  as  I  ftode 
It  fliulde  not  to  me  be  none  encombraunce, 
I  toke  therin  fo  inly  grete  plefaunce ; 
But  tel  me  nowe  what  ye  the  boke  do  cal, 
For  I  mufte  wete.  Wyth  right  gode  wyl  ye  Ihai 

As  for  this  boke,  to  fay  you  very  right. 
And  of  the  name  to  tel  you'  in  certainte, 
J  ^ajfemble  de  Dames,  thus  it  hight. 
How  thinkin  ye  ?  That  name  is  gode  parde. 
Nowe  go;  farewel;  for  they  cal  aftir  me 
My  felawes  al,  and  I  muft  aftir  fone  : 
Rede  wel  my  dreme,  for  now  my  talc  is  dose. 
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K'ever  before  the  year  1397  printed:  -that  which  hereiofore  hath  gone  under  the  name  of 
his  Dreame,  is  7he  Booh  of  the  Diicheffe,  or  The  Death  of  B lunch,  Dvcheffe  of  Lati- 
cafler. 


When  Flora,  the  quene  of  Plefaunce, 
Had  whole  achievid  th'  obcyfaunce 
Of  the  irefh  and  the  new  fefon 
Thorow  out  every  region, 
And  with  her  mantle  whole  covert 
That  wintir  made  had  difcovert. 
Of  avinture  withontin  light 
In  May  I  lay  upon  a  night 
Alone,  and  on  my  lady  thought, 
And  how  the  Lord  that  her  ywroiight 
Couth  well  entayle  in  imagery, 
And  fliewid  had  grete  maiiHry, 
When  he  in  fo  litil  a  fpace 
Made  fuch  a  body  and  a  face. 
So  grete  beautie  with  fwich  fetures, 
More  than  in  othir  creatures; 
And  in  my  thoughtis  as  I  lay 
Within  a  lodge  out  of  the  way, 
Befide  a  well  in  a  foreil. 
Where  aftir  hunting  I  toke  reft. 
Nature  and  kind  fo  in  me  wrought 
That  halfe  on  llepe  they  me  ybrought, 
And  gan  to  dreme  to  my  thinking 
With  mind  of  knowliche  like  making. 


♦  This  Drcame,  devifed  by  Chaucer,  femeth  to  be  a  co- 
vert report  or  the  marriage  of  John  of  Gaunt,  tliekinf^'s 
fonne,  with  Blancli,  the  daughtir  of  Henry,  Duke  of  Lan- 
cafter,  who  alter  Ions;  love  (during  the  time  wherof  the 
poet  faineth  them  to  be  dead)  were  in  the  end  by  confent 
of  friends  Iiappily  maried,  figured  bv  a  bird  brinpingni  her 
bill  an  hearbe  whicli  reltored  them  to  lyfe  apaine.  Here 
aifo  is  ftewed  Chaucer's  matcli  with  a  certam  gentlewo- 
man, w!io  although  Ihe  was  a  ftranger.  was  notwithftand- 
ingfo  well  liked  and  loved  of  the  LadyBlanch  and  her  lord, 
as  Chaucer  himCdfe  alfo  was,  that  gUdiy  Jlicy  concluded  a 
injirriagebenveen  ihem,  IWry, 


For  what  1  dremld,  as  me  thought, 
1  faw  it,  and  I  fleptin  nought, 
M'herefore  is  yet  my  full  beleve 
That  fome  gode  fpirit  that  ilke  eve, 
By  mene  of  fome  curious  port. 
Bare  me  where  I  faw  payne  and  fport  ;• 
But  whether  it  were  I  woke  or  flept 
Well  wot  I  oft  I  lough  and  wept ; 
Wherefore  I  woll  in  remembraunce 
Put  whole  the  payne  and  the  plefaunce^ 
Which  was  to  me  axin  and  helc  ; 
Would  God  ye  wifl  it  everydele, 
Or  at  the  left  ye  might  o  night 
Of  I'uch  anothir  have  a  fight 
Although  it  were  to  you  a  payne. 
Yet  on  the  nio'iow  ye  would  be  fayne. 
And  wilh  that  it  might  long  endure. 
Then  might  ye  fay  ye  had  gode  curCj' 
For  he  that  dremes  and  vvenes  he  fe 
Mochil  the  bcttir  yet  male  he 
Ywit  what,  and  of  whom,  and  where. 
And  eke  the  laffe  it  wol)  hindcre 
To  thinke  1  fe  this  with  mine  ecne, 
Twis  this  may  not  drem^  kene, 
But  figne  or  a  f.gnifiaunce 
Of  haRy  thing  founing  plefaunce: 
For  on  this  wife  upon  a  night, 
As  ye  have  herd,  withoutin  light, 
Not  all  wakyng  ne  full  on  flepe, 
About  fuch  hour  as  lovirs  wepe 
And  crie  afcir  ther  ladies  grace, 
Befell  me  tho  this  wondir  cacc. 
Which  ye  fliall  here,  and  all  the  wife. 
So  whol!\*rvS  I  car.  dcvife  : 


< 
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In  playne  Englifli  evill  writtin. 

Befell  me  fo,  when  I  avifed 

For  flepe  writir,  well  ye  witEln, 

Yhad  the  yle  that  me  fuffifed, 

Excufid  is  though  he  do  mis 

And  whole  th'  eftate  ev^ry  where 

More  than  one  whiche  tliat  waking  is. 

That  In  the  lully  yle  was  there, 

Wherefore  here  of  your  gentilnefl'e 

Which  was  more  wondir  to  devife 

1  you  requyre  my  boiftoufneffe 

Than  is  the  joyous  paradife. 

Ye  lettin  pafTe  as  thinge  rude. 

1  dare  well  lay,  for  flourc  ne  tre, 

And  herith  what  I  Woll  conclude, 

Ne  thing  wherein  plefaunce  might  be,     ' 

And  of  the'  endityng  taketh  tib  hede. 

There  faylid  none,  for  every  wight,  ' 

Ne  of  the  termes,  fo  God  you  fpede, 

Had  they  defirid  day  and  night 

But  let  all  palTe  as  nothing  wcfc. 

Richis  and  hele,  beauty  and  efe, 

For  thus  befell,  as  you  fliall  here. 

With  every  thing  that  them  might  plefe. 

Within  an  yk  niethbtight  I  was 

But  thinke  and  have,  it  cofl  no  more ; 

Where  wall  and  ^-tlte  was  all  of  glafle, 

In  fuch  a  country  there  before 

And  fo  was  clofid  rblitid  itbovit 

Had  I  not  ben  ne  herdin  tell 

That  levelefle  none  conle  in  ne  out, 

That  livis  creature  might  dwell. 

Uncouth  and  ftraunge  to  behold. 

And  when  I  had  thus  all  about 

For  every  yate  of  fine  gold 

The  yle  avifid  thoroughout 

A  thoufand  fanis  aie  tui'ning 

The  ftate,  and  how  they  were  arayed. 

Entunid  had,  and  briddes  finging 

In  my  hert  I  wexe  well  appayed, 

Divers,  and  on  €che  fane  a  paire 

And  in  my  felfe  I  me  affured 

With  opin  mouth  again  the  aire  ; 

That  in  my  body'  I  was  well  ured. 

And  of  a  fute  were  all  the  toures, 

Sithin  I  might  have  fuch  a  grace 

Subtily  corvin  aftir  flbUres, 

To  fe  the  ladies  and  the  place, 

Of  uncouth  colours  during^aye, 

Which  were  fb  faire,  I  you  enfure, 

That  nevir  ben  none  fene  in  May, 

That  to  my  dome  though  that  Nature 

With  many  a  fmall  turret  hie  ; 

Would  evir  ftrive  and  do  her  paine 

But  man  on  live  could  I  non  fie. 

She  fhould  not  con  ne  mow  attaine 

Ne  creiuris,  fave  ladies  play. 

The  left  feture  for  to  amend. 

Which  werin  fuch  of  ther  array- 

Though  fhe  would  all  her  conning  fpende. 

That  as  me  thought  of  godelihed 

That  unto  beautie  might  availe, 

They  paffeden  all  dnd  womanhed, 

It  were  but  paine  and  loft  travaile, 

For  to  behold  them  daunce  and  fmg 

Such  part  in  ther  nativitie 

It  femid  like  none  erthly  thing. 

Was  then  alargid  of  beautie  ; 

Such  was  ther  uncouth  countinauncc 

And  eke  they  had  a  thing  notable 

In  every  play  of  right  ufaunce. 

Unto  ther  deth  ay  durable. 

And  of  one  age  everichone 

And  was,  that  ther  beauty  fliould  dure,. 

They  femid  all  fave  oncly  one. 

Which  was  nevir  fene  in  creture. 

Which  had  of  yeris  fuffifaunce, 

Save  onily  there  (as  I  trow) 

>     For  flie  might  neythir  fmg  ne  dalince. 

It  ne  hath  not  be  wift  ne  know. 

But  yet  her  countenaunce  was  fo  glad. 

Wherefore  I  praife  with  ther  conning 

And  fhe  fo  fewe  yeris  had  had 

That  during  beautie,  richg  thing, 

As  any  ladie  that  was  there. 

Had  they  ben  of  ther  lives  certaine 

And  as  litil  it  did  her  dere 

They  had  ben  quite  of  every  paine. 

Of  luflines  to  laugh  and  tale 

And  when  I  wend  thus  all  have  fene 

As  fhe  had  full  ftuffid  a  male 

The  ftate,  the  riches,  that  might  bene. 

Of  difportis  and  new  playis ; 

That  me  thought  impoffible  were 

Faire  had  fhe  ben  in  her  dayis, 

To  fe  one  thing  more  than  was  there 

And  maiftreffe  femid  well  to  be 

That  to  beautie  or  glad  conning 

Of  all  that  lufty  companie. 

Serve  or  availe  might  any  thing, 

And  fo  fhe  might,  I  you  enfure, 

All  fodainly  as  I  there  ftode 

For  one  the  conningift  creture 

This  lady,  that  couth  fo  much  gode. 

She  was,  and  fo  faid  everichone. 

Unto  me  came- with  fmiling  chere. 

That  er  her  knew,  there  failid  none, 

And  faid,  Benedkite  !  this  yere 

For  fhe  was  fober,  and  well  avifed. 

Saw  I  nevir  man  here  but  you  ; 

And  from  every  fault  difguifed, 

Tell  me  how  ye  come  hidir  now. 

And  nothing  ufed  but  faith  and  truth; 

And  your  name,  and  where  that  ye  dwell. 

That  fhe  n'as  young  it  was  grete  ruth. 

And  whom  ye  feke  eke  mote  ye  tell. 

For  every  where  and  in  ech  place 

And  how  ye  come  be  to  this  place  ; 

She  govirnid  herj  that  in  grace 

The  foth  well  told  my  caufe  you  grace, 

She  ftode  alway  with  pere  and  riche, 

And  cUis  ye  mote  prifoner  be 

That  a  word  was  none  her  liche. 

Unto  the  ladies  here  and  me. 

Ne  halfe  fo'  able  maiflrefs  to  be 

That  have  the  governaunce  of  this  yle; 

To  fuch  z  luliy  companie. 

And  with  that  word  fhe  gan  to  fmile,. 
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And  fo  did  all  the  lufty  rOut 

Is,  and  may  be  to  uS  a  charge 

Of  ladies  that  ftode  her  about. 

If  we  let  goe  you  here  at  large. 

B-Iadame,  (quod  I)  this  night  ypafi 

For  whiche  caufe  the  more  we  doubt 

JLodgid  I  was  and  flept    faft 

To  doe  a  fault  while  Ihe  is  out. 

Jn  a  foreft  befide  a  well, 

Or  fuffir  that  niay  be  noyfance 

And  now  am  here,  how  Ihould  I  tell  ? 

Againe  our  old  accuftomance. 

Wot  I  not  by  whofe.  ordinance, 

And  when  I  had  thefe  caufis  twaine 

But  onely  Fortune's  purveiance. 

Yherd,  o  God  !  what  mochil  paine 

"Which  puttith  many,  as  I  geffe. 

All  fodainly  about  mine  hert 

To  travaile,  paine,  and  bufinefle. 

There  came  at  onis,  and  how  fmert ! 

And  lettith  nothing  for  ther  truth, 

In  creping  foft  as  who  fhould  ftele 

But  fome  fleeth  eke,  and  that  is  ruth. 

Or  doe  me  robbe  of  all  mine  hele. 

Wherefore  I  doubt  her  brittilnes, 

And  made  me  in  my  thought  fo  afraid 

Her  variance  and  unuedfaftnes. 

That  in  courage  I  ftode  dilmaid  ; 

So  that  I  am  as  yet  afraid, 

And  ftanding  thus,  as  was  my  grace. 

And  of  my  beyng  here  amaid. 

A  lady  came  more  than  apace. 

For  wondir  thing  it  femith  me 

With  a  huge  preife  her  about, 

Thus  many  frefh  ladies  t6  fc 

And  told  how  that  the  quenc  without 

So  faire ,  fo  cunning,  and  fo  yong, 

Was  arivid,  and  would  come  in  ; 

And  no  man  dwelling  them  among  j 

Well  were  they  that  hidir  might  twin ; 

N'ot  I  not  how  I  hidir  come, 

They  hied  fo  they  would  not  abide 

Madame,  (quod  I)  this  all  and  fome  J 

The  bridiling  ther  horfe  to  ride. 

What  fhould  I  faine  a  long  proceffe 

By  five,  by  fixe,  by  two,  by  thre  ; 

To  you,  that  feme  fuch  a  princeffe  ? 

There  was  not  one  abode  with  me  ; 

What  plefith  you  commaund  or  fay. 

The  quene  to  mete  everichone 

i 

Here  I  am  redy  to  obay 

They  went,  and  bode  with  me  not  one ; 

To  my  powir,  and  all  fulfill. 

And  I  went  aftir  a  foft  pafe, 

And  prifonir  bide  at  your  will. 

Imagining  how  to  purchafe 

Till  you  duly  enformid  be 

Grace  of  the  quene  there  to  abide 

Of  every  thing  ye  afl^e  me. 

Till  gode  fortune  fome  happy  guide 

This  lady  there  right  well  apaid 

Me  fendin  might,  that  would  me  bring 

Me  by  the  hande  ytoke,and  faid. 

Where  I  was  borne,  to  my  wonning, 

Welcome,  prifoner  adventurus. 

For  way  ne  fote  ne  knew  I  none. 

Right  glad  am  I  ye  have  faid  thus. 

Ne  whithirward  I  n'ift  to  gone. 

And  for  ye  doubt  me  to  difplefe 

For  all  was  fe  about  the  yle  ; 

I  will  affay  to  do  you  efe  : 

No  wondir  though  me  lift  not  fmile. 

And  with  that  word,  ye,  right  anon, 

Seing  the  cafe  uncouth  and  ftraunge  ; 

She  and  the  ladies  everichon 

And  fo  in  like  a  perilous  chaunge. 

Affenablid,  and  to  counfaile  went. 

Imagi'ning  thus  walking  alone 

And  aftir  that  fone  for  me  fent. 

I  faw  the  ladies  everichone, 

And  to  me  faid  on  this  manere,    . 

So  that  I  might  fomwhat  offer. 

All  word  for  word,  as  ye  Ihall  here  : 

Sone  aftir  that  I  drew  me  nerc. 

To  fe  you  here  us  thinke  marvaile, 

And  tho  I  was  ware  of  the  quene. 

And  how  withoutin  bote  or  faile, 

And  how  the  ladies  on  ther  knenc 

By  any  fubtilty  or  wyle. 

With  joyous  words  gladly  advifed 

Ye  get  have  entre  in  this  yie. 

Her  welcomed  fo  that  it  fuffifed 

But,  not  for  that  yet  fliall  ye  fe 

Though  ftie  the  princes  whole  had  be 

«^ 

That  we  gentill  women  ybe. 

Of  all  environed  is  with  fe  ; 

M' 

Loth  to  difplefm  any  wight, 

And  thus  avifing  with  chere  fad 

Notwithllanding  our  grete  right ; 

All  fodainly  I  was  right  glad. 

And  for  ye  Ihall  well  undirftond 

That  gretir  joy,  as  mote  I  thrive. 

The  olde  cuftome  of  this  lond. 

I  trow  had  nevir  man  on  live 

Which  hath  continued  many  yere. 

Than  I  tho,  ne  an  hert  more  light. 

Ye  Ihall  well  wete  that  with  us  here 

When  of  my  lady  I  had  fight. 

Ye  may  not  bide,  for  caufis  twaine 

Which  with  the  quene  ycorae  was  there,. 

Which  we  be  purpofed  you  to  faine. 

And  in  one  clothing  both  they  were  ; 

The  one  is  this ;  our  ordinance. 

A  kn  ight  alfo  there  w  ell  befene 

Which  is  of  long  continuance. 

I  faw  that  come  was  with  the  quene, 

Ne  woU  not,  fothly  we  you  tell, 

Of  whom  the  ladies  of  that  yle 

That  no  'man  here  among  us  dwell. 

Had  hug;  wondir  a  long  while, 

Wherefore  ye  mote  nedis  retourne  ; 

Till  at  the  laft  right  fobiily 

In  no  wife  may  you  here  fojourne. 

The  quene  her  felf  full  cunningly, 

The  othir  is  eke,  that  our  quene 

With  fofte  wordis  in  gode  wife. 

Out  of  the  relme,  as  ye  maie  fene, 

Said  to  the  ladies  yong  and  nifc, 
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My  fiftirs,  how  it  hathbefalt. 

And  as  T  ftoce  her  to  behold, 

1  trow  ye  know  it  one  and  all 

Thinking  how  my  joyis  were  cold 

That  of  long  time  here  have  I  bene 

Sith  I  thofe  applis  have  ne  might, 

Within  this  yle  biding  as  quene, 

Evin  with  that  fo  came  this  knight. 

Living  at  efe,  that  nevir  wight 

And  in  his  amies  of  me  aware 

More  parfit  joy  havin  nc  might, 

Me  toke,  and  to  his  fhip  me  bare. 

And  to  you  ben  of  govirnance 

And  faid,  though  him  I  ner  had  fene 

Such  as  you  found  in  whole  plefance, 

Yet  had  I  long  his  lady  ben. 

In  every  thing  as  ye  know 

Wherefore  I  Ihould  v/ith  him  ywend. 

Aftir  our  cuflome  and  our  low, 

And  he  would  to  his  liv'is  end 

Which  how  they  firft  yfoundin  were 

My  fervant  be,  and  gan  to  fmg 

I  trowr  ye  wote  all  the  manerc ; 

As  one  that  had  wonne  a  rich  thing  : 

And  who  the  quene  is  of  this  yle. 

Tho  were  my  fpirits  fro  me  gone 

As  I  have  ben  this  longi  while, 

So  fodainly  everichone 

tch  fevin  yeres  mote  of  ufage 

That  in  me  apperid  but  deth, 

Vifit  the  hevenly  armitage 

For  I  felt  neithir  life  ne  breth, 

Which  on  a  rock  fo  high  yRonds, 

Ne  gode  ne  harme  none  I  knevve; 

In  ftrang.'}  fe  out  from  all  lends, 

The  fodaine  paine  me  was  fo  new. 

That  to  makin  the  pilgrimage 

That  had  not  the  hafty  grace  be 

Is  called  a  long  peri'lous  viage, 

Of  this  lady,  that  fro  the  tre 

For  if  the  wind  be  not  gode  frend 

Of  her  gentilncffe  fo  hyid 

The  journey  duris  to  the  end 

Me  to  comfort  I  had  dyid. 

Of  him  vvhiche  that  it  undirtakes  ; 

And  of  her  thre  applis  ihe  one 

Of  twenty  thoufand  one  not  fcapes  ; 

Into  mine  hand  there  put  anone, 

Upon  which  rock  gr  >with  a  tre 

Which  brought  againe  my  mind  and  breth. 

That  certaine  yeres  beres  applis  thre. 

And  me  recovered  from  the  deth  ; 

Which  thre  applis  who  fo  may  have 

Wherefore  to  her  fo  am  I  hold  , 

Ben  from  all  difplefaunce  yfave 

Tliat  for  her  all  things  do  I  r.-old. 

That  in  the  fevin  yere  may  fall, 

For  {he  was  lech  of  all  my  fmert. 

This  v/ote  ye  well  bdthe  one  and  all, 

And  from  grete  paine  fo  quite  mine  hert, 

For  the  firft  apple  and  the  hext 

And,  as  God  wete,  right  as  ye  here 

Which  ygrowith  unto  you  next 

Me  to  comfort  with  frendly  chere 

Yhath  thre  vertues  notable, 

She  did  her  proweffe  and  her  might  5 

And  kepith  youth  aie  durable. 

And  truly  eke  fo  did  this  knight 

Beauty  and  loke  evir  in  one. 

In  that  he  couth,  and  oftin  faid 

And  is  the  beft  in  everichone. 

That  of  my  wo  he  was  ill  paid. 

The  fecond  apple  red  and  grene,- 

And  curfed  thefliipthatthemtherebrought, 

Onely  with  lokis  of  your  yene 

The  maft,  the  maflir  that  it  wrought  : 

You  nourifliis  in  grete  plefaunce 

And  as  ech  thing  mote  have  an  end. 

Bettir  than  partridge  or  fefaunce. 

My  fiftir  here,  your  brothir  frend. 

And  fedis  every  liv'is  wight 

Con  with  her  words  fo  womanly 

Plefantly  onely  with  the  fight. 

This  knight  entfete  and  conningly, 

And  the  third  apple  of  the  thre, 

For  mine  honour  and  hisalfo. 

which  gi'owith  lowifl  on  the  tre, 

And  faid  that  with  her  we  fhould  go 

Who  it  beris  nc  may  not  faile 

Both  in  her  fhip,  where  fhe  was  brought. 

> 

That  to  his  plefaunce  may  availe, 

Which  was  fo  wondirfully  wrought. 

So  your  plefure  and  beauty  rich 

So  clene,  fo  rich,  and  fo  araid, 

Your  during  youth  eirir  yliche. 

That  we  were  both  content  and  paid  ; 

Your  truth,  your  cunning,  and  your  wele,' 

And  me  to  comfort  and  to  plefe. 

Hath  aye  flourld,  and  your  gode  hele, 

And  mine  hert  for  to  put  at  efe. 

Without  ficknes  or  difplefaunce. 

She  toke  grete  peine  in  litil  while. 

Or  thing  that  to  you  was  noyfaunce. 

And  thus  hath  brought  us  to  this  yle, 

So  that  you  have  as  goddeffcs 

As  ye  may  fe  ;  wherfore  echone 

Livid  above  all  princelifes  : 

I  pray  you  thanke  her  one  and  one 

Now  is  befall,  as  ye  may  fe, 

As  hertly  as  ye  can  devife 

To  gathir  thefe  faid  applis  thre^ 

Or  imagine  in  any  wife. 

i  have  not  failed  againe  the  day 

At  once  there  tho  men  mightin  feen 

Thithirwardis  to  take  the  way. 

A  world  of  ladies  fall  on  kneen 

Wening  to  fpede  as  I  had  oft ; 

Tore  my  lady,  that  there  aubut 

But  when  I  come  I  find  aloft 

Was  left  none  Handing  in  the  rout, 

My  fiftir,  which  that  here  yltands, 
Having  thofe  applis  in  her  hands, 
Avifing  them,  and  nothing  faid. 
But  lokid  as  fhe  were  well  paid ; 

But  altogither  they  went  at  ones 

To  knele  ;  they  fparcd  not  for  the  fliones, 

Ne  fo!  efiate,  ne  for  ther  b^ode ; 

Well  fliewid  there  they  couth  much  god.?  ^ 

Vol.  I. 
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To  my  lady  they  made  fuch  feft. 

That  her  to  fe  indure  that  paiffff 

And  with  I'uch  wordis,  that  ths  left 

Here  we  all  fay  unto  you  plaine 

So  frendly  and  lo  faithfully 

Right  on  your  felfe  ye  did  amiffe. 

Yfaid  was  and  fo  cunningly, 

:  Seing  how  fhe  a  princes  is. 

That  wondir  was,  feing  ther  ydtlth, 

,  This  knight,  the  which  ycowth  his  g-odc. 

To  here  the  language  that  they  couthj, 

Right  of  his  truth- mevid  his  blodc. 

And  wholly  how  they  governed  were 

That  pale  he  woxe  as  any  led, 

In  thanking  of  my  lady  there, 

And  lok't  as  tho  he  wdd  be  ded  ; 

And  faid  by  will  and  miuindement 

Blode  was  there  none  innotkir  chcke^ 

They  were  at  her  commaundementi^ 

,  WordlelTe  he  was,  and  femid  ficke; 

Which  was  to  me  as  gretc  a  joy 

And  fo  it  provid  well  he  was, 

As  winning  of  the  toune  of 'J'roy 

For  without  moving  any  paas-,. 

Was  to  the  hardy  Grekis  ftrong 

•  All  fodainly  as  thing  dying. 

'^'"hen  they  it  wan  with  Cege  long. 

He  fellat  onis  downc  fov/ning;- 

To  fe  my  lady'  in  fuch  a  place,. 

I'hat  for  his  wo  this  lady  fraid 

And  fo  recevid  as  fire  was^ 

Unto  the  queue  her  hycd,and  faid. 

And  when  they  talhid  had' a  while 

Cometh  on  anon-,  as  have  you  Bliffe, 

Of  this  and  that,  and  of  the  yle, 

But  ye  be  wife  ;   thing  is  amilTe  ; 

My  lady  and  the  ladies  there, 

I'his  knight  is  ded  or  will  be  fonc. 

Altogithir  as  they  ywere. 

Lo  !  wliere  he  lyith  in  a  fwop.e 

The  quene  her  felf  began  to  play,                ^ 

V/ithoutin  word  or  anfwiring 

And  to  the  agid  lady  fay, 

To  that  I  have  faid  any  thing  ; 

Now  femith  you  not  godc  it  were,^ 

.  Wherefore  I  doubt  moche  that  the  blame- 

Sith  we  be  altogithir  here, 

Might  be  hindiringto  your  name. 

To  ordainc  and  dcvife  the  bcft' 

Which  flourid  hat-h  fomany  yere, 

To  fet  this  kniglit  and  me  at  refl:^,, 

So  longe  tliat  for  nothing  here 

For  J'Votnan  is  a  feble  tvigLt 

r  v.'ould  in  no  wife  that  he  dyed, 

To  rem  a  "^varre  againjl  a  knight ; 

Wherefore  it  g.pde  were  that  ye  hyed,. 

And  fith  he  here  is  in  this  place,. 

His  life  to  favin  at  the  kfl; ; 

At  my  lefl'in  dangir  or  grace, 

And  aftir  that  his  wo  be  cell: 

It  were  to  me  grete  villany 

Commaundith  him  to  voide  or  dweller 

To  do  him  any  tiranny  ; 

For  in  no  wife  dare  I  more  mcll 

But  faine  I  v/ouId,,now  will' ye  here., 

Of  thing  wherein  fuch  perill  is 

In  his  owne  country  that  he  were, 

As  like  is  now  to  fall  of  t-his; 

And  I  in  peee  and- he  at  efej 

This  quene  right  tho,- full  of  grete  fere-,^ 

This  were  a  way  usboth  to  plefe  % 

With  all  the  ladies  prefent  there. 

If  it  might  be  I  you  hefeche 

Unto  the  knight  came  where  he  lay. 

With  him  hereof  you  fall' in  fpeche. 

And  made  a  lady  to  him  fay. 

This  lady  tho  began  to  fmile. 

I.o!  here  the  quene;  awake,  for  flinme  f 

Avifmg  her  a  litil  while, 

What  will  you  doe  ?  is  thi*gode  game  ?' 

And  with  glad  chere  Ihe  faidanon-ej- 

Why  lye  you  here  ?  what  is  your  mind  i 

•Madam,  I  will' unto  hhn  gone. 

Now  is  well  fene  your  wit  is  Mind, 

And  with  him  fpeke,  and  oftin  fele 

To  fe  fo  many  iudies  here 

Wh:;t  he  defiHs  every  dele  :.■ 

And  ye  to  make  none  othir  chero; 

And  fobirly  this  lady  tho 

But  as  ye  fet  them  all  at  nought 

Her  felfe,  and  otliir  ladies  two' 

Arife  for  his  love  that  you  bought. 

She  toke  with  her,  and  with  fad  chere 

But  what  fhe  faid  a  word  not  one 

Said  to  the  knight  on  this  manere  ; 

He  fpahe,  ne  anfwere  gave  her  nonCo 

Sir,  tlie  grete  priflces  of  this  yle, 

"Fhe  qu£ne  of  very  pltty  tho. 

Whom  for  your  plefance  many  a  mile 

Her  worlhipand  his  hfe  alTo 

Ye  fought  have,  as  \  vmdlrfloijd, 

To  favin,  there  flie  did  her  paiiie. 

Till  at  the  laft  ye  have  her  fond 

And  quoke  for  fere,  and  gan  to  fainej. 

Me  feht  hath  here,  and  ladies  tvvainc,. 

For  woe,  alas !   what  fliall  1  doe  ! 

To  herin  all  thing  that  ye  fai-ne  ; 

What  Ihail  I  f?.y  tins  man  unto  ? 

A'ld  for  what  caufe  ye  have  her  fought 

It  he  die  here  loll  is  my  name  : 

Jfaine  would  fhe  wote,and  wliole  your  thought,. 

Flow  fnal  I  play  this  perillous  game? 
If  ant  thing  be  here  amiffe 

And  why  you  do  heralTthis  wo, 

And  for  what  caufe  you  be  her  fo,. 

It  fhall  be  faid  it  rigour  Is, 

And  why  of  every  wight  linware 

Whereby  my  name  impayrin  might; 

Ey  force  ye  to  your  ihip  her  bare,. 

And  like  to  die  eke  is  this  knight  : 

That  lire  fo  nigh  ywas  agone 

And  with  that  word  her  hand'^Ihe  laid 

That  mind  ile  fpech  ne  had  flie  none, 

Upon  hishreft,  and  to  him  faid. 

But  as  a  painfull  creature 

Awake,my  knight :   lo  !  it  am  I 

Dying  abode  her  advintuix. 

That  to  you  fpeke. :  now  tell  me  whjr 
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\  e  fa^e  thus,  and  this  paine  endure, 

And  I  thereof  had  h  grete  fere 

Seing-  you  be  ia  country  fare, 

That  me  repent  that  I  come  there, 

Among  fuch  frends  that  v/ould  you  hele, 

Which  haft  I  trov/  gan  her  difplefe, 

Your  hert'is  efe  eke  and  your  wele  ? 

And  is  the  caufe  of  my  difefe. 

And  if  I  wift  what  you  might  efe, 

And  witli  that  v.'ord  he  gan  to  cry, 

Or  know  the  thing  that  you  might  plefe, 

Now  Deth,  Deth,  come,  twyis  or  thry, 

I  you  enfure  it  fliould  not  faile 

And  motrid  I  n'ot  what  of  flouth  : 

That  to  your  hele  you  might  availe  5 

And  even  with  that  the  quene  of  routh 

Wherefore  with  all  my  hert  I  pray 

Him  in  her  armis  toke,  and  fayd, 

Ye  rife,  and  let  us  talke  and  play: 

Now,  mine  owne  knight!'  be'  not  ill  apayd 

And  fe  how  many  ladies  here 

'I'hat  I  a  lady  to  you  fent 

Be  comin  for  to  make  gode  chere  ! 

To  jiave  knowledge  of  your  entent,                      f' '■■ 

All  was  for  nought,  for  ftill  as  fi:one 

For  in  gode  faith  I  men't  but  well,                        'V-" 

He  lay,  and  word  ne  fpoke  he  none  ; 

And  v.'ould  ye  v/ift  it  every  dele,                             "^ 

Long  while  was  or  he  miglit  braid; 

Nor  will  not  do  to  you  yv/is ;                                -''■ 

And  of  all  that  the  quene  had  faid 

And  with  that  word  (he  gan  him  kiffc,              ■  "i'- 

He  wifl;  no  word  ;  but  at  the  lall; 

And  prayed  I-Hra  rife,  and  faid  fne  would            '''■^■■ 

0  merey  !  twife  he  cryid  fall, 

His  welfare  by  her  truth,  and  told                 -           ' 

That  pittie  was  his  voice  to  here^ 

Him  how  (he  was  for  his  difefe 

Or  to  behold  his  painefull  chere. 

Right  fory,  and  faine  would  him  plefe, 

Which  was  not  feined  was  well  to  felh 

His  lyfe  to  fave.  Thefe  v/ordis  tho 

Both  by  his  vifage  and  his  eyn, 

She  faid  to  him,  and  many  mo. 

Which  on  the  quene  at  once  he  caft, 

In  comforting,  for  from  the  paine 

And  fighid  as  he  would  to  braft, 

Slie  would  he  were  delivered  faine. 

And  aftir  that  eke  he  (bright  fo 

The  knight  tho  up  ycaft  his  een,                          ^  <•' 

That  wondir  was  to  fe  his  wo. 

And  v/hen  he  faw  it  \vas  the  quene                      '^  '"^  - 

Forfitbin  thatpayne  was  firft  named 

That  to  him  had  thefe  wordis  laid,                        >  •"•'' 

Was  ner  more  wofull  payne  attained, 

Right  in  his  wo  he  gan  to  braid,                           '-^ii 

For  with  voyce  did  he  gan  to  plaine. 

And  him  up  dreflis  for  to  knele,                          '  •  ^J- 

And  to  himfelfe  thefe  wordis  faine ; 

The  quene  avifmg  wondir  wele;                           '■->'' 

J,  wofull  wight  full  of  malure, 

But  as  he  rofe  he  ovirthrew. 

And  worfe  than  ded,  and  yet  1  dure, 

Wherefore  tlie  quene  yet  eft  anew 

And  maugre  any  paine  or  deth 

Him  in  her  armis  anone  toke, 

Againft  my  will  I  fele  my  breth  : 

And  pitoufly  gan  on  him  loke  ; 

Why  n'am  I  ded,  fith  1  ne  ferve. 

But  for  all  that  nothyng  (lie  fayd, 

And  fith  my  lady  will  me  fterve  ? 

Ne  (pake  not  like  flie  were  well  payd, 

Where  art  thou,  Deth?  art  thou  agafl;  ? 

Ne  no  chere  made  nor  fad  ne  light, 

Well  fhall  we  mete  yet  at  the  laft 

But  all  in  one  to  every  wight 

Though  thou  the  hide  it  is  for  nought, 

There  was  fene  conning  with  eftate 

For  where  thou  dwelft  thou  flialt  be  fought  : 

'  In  her  without  noyfe  or  debate, 

Maugre  thy  fubtill  double  face 

For  fave  onely  a  loke  piteous 

Here  will  I  die  right  in  this  place. 

Of  womenhed  undifpitcous, 

To  thy  difhonour  and  rayn  efe 

That  (lie  I'howid  in  continance, 

Thy  mannir  is  no  wight  to  plefe  : 

Far  femed  her  hert  from  obeifance. 

What  nedis  the,  fith  I  the  feche. 

And  not  for  that  (he  did  her  rcinc 

So  the  to  hide,  my  paine  to  eche  ? 

Him  to  recovir  from  the  peine, 

And  well  woft  thou  I  will  not  live 

And  his  hert  for  to  put  at  large. 

Who  would  me  all  this  world  here  give, 

For  her  entent  v/as  to  his  barge 

For  I  have  with  my  cowardife 

Him  for  to  bryng  agaynft  the  ere. 

Loft  joy,  and  hele,  and  my  fervife, 

With  certeine  ladies,  and  take  leve, 

And  made  my  foveraigne  lady  fo 

And  pray  him  of  his  gentilnelTe 

That  while  fhe  lives  I  trow  my  fo 

To  fuffir  her  thenceforth  in  pecc,                           '  ' 

She  will  be  evir  to  her  end  ; 

As  othir  princis  had  before. 

Thus  have  I  neither  joy  ne  frend. 

And  from  thenceforth  for  evlrrirore 

Wote  I  not  whethir  haft  or  floth 

She  would  him  worfliip  in  all  wife 

Hath  caulid  this  now  by  my  troth, 

'I'hat  gentilneffe  ymight  devife,   . 

For  at  the  hermitage  full  hie. 

And  payne  her  wholly  to  fulfill 

When  I  her  faw  firft  with  myne  eye, 

In  honour  his  plefure  and  will. 

Ihyid  till  I  v/as  aloft. 

And  during  thus  this  knightis  wo. 

And  made  my  pace  fmall  and  foft, 

Prefent  the  quene  and  othir  mo. 

Till  in  mine  armes  I  had  her  faft. 

My  lady'  and  many'  an  othir  wight. 

And  to  my  fhip  bare  at  the  laft, 

Ten  thoufand  fliippis  at  a  light 

Wherof  flie  was  difplefid  fo 

I  faw  conic  oer  the  v/avy  iiodc 

That  endks  there  fcmid  her  wo, 

With  fayle  and  ere,  that  as  i  ftods. 
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Them  to  behold' I  gan  marvaile 

And  when  he  came  where  lay  the  knight 

From  whom  might  come  fo  many'  a  falle, 

Well  fliewid  he  he  had  grete  might, 

Forfith  the  tyme  that  I  was  bore 

And  forth  the  quene  callid  anone 

Such  a  navie  there  n'ere  before 

And  all  the  ladies  everichone, 

Had  I  not  fene,  ne  fo  arayed, 

And  to  them  faid.  Is  not  this  routh. 

That  for  the  fight  my  hert  yplayed 

To  fe  my  fervaunt  for  his  trouth 

Aye  to  and  fro  within  my  breft 

Thus  lene,  thus  ficke,  and  in  this  payii*; 

For  joy  ;  long  was  or  it  would  refl; 

And  wot  not  unto  whom  to  playne, 

For  there  was  faylis  full  of  floures, 

Save  onely  one  withoutin  mo. 

Aftir  caftils  with  huge  toures, 

Which  might  him  hele,  and  is  his  fo  ? 

Yfeming  full  of  armis  bright 

And  with  that  word  his  hevy  brow 

That  wondir  lufty  was  the  fight, 

He  Ihewid  the  quene,  and  lokid  row, 

"W^ith  large  toppis  and  maftis  long. 

This  mighty  lord  forth  tho  anone 

Richly  depeint,  and  reare  among 

With  o  loke  her  faultis  echone 

At  certaine  timis  gan  repayre 

He  can  her  Ihew  in  litil  fpech. 

Smale  birdis  doune  from  the  aire, 

Commaunding  her  to  be  his  lech. 

And  on  the  fliippis  bounds  about 

Withoutin  more,  fhortly  to  fay. 

Yfate  and  fong  with  voyce  full  out 

He  thought  the  quene  fone  (hould  obay. 

Ballades  and  layes  right  joyouily, 

And  in  his  bond  he  flioke  his  bow. 

As  they  eowth  in  ther  harmony, 

And  faid  right  fone  he  would  be  know  j 

That  you  to  write  that  I  there  fe 

And  for  Ihc  had  fo  long  refufed 

Mine  excufe  is  it  may  not  be  ; 

His  fervice,  and  his  lawes  not  ufed. 

For  why?  the  mattir  were  to  long 

He  let  her  ^-it  that  he  was  wroth, 

To  name  the  birds  and  write  ther  fong; 

And  bent  his  bow,  and  forth  he  goth 

Whereof  anon  the  tydings  there 

A  pace  or  two,  and  evin  there 

Unto  the  quene  fone  brought  ywere, 

A  large  draught  up  to  his  ere 

With  many'  ala.s  and  many,  a  doubt. 

He  drew,  and  with  an  arrow  ground 

Shewing  the  fliippis  there  without : 

Both  Iharpe  and  newe  the  quene  a  woand 

Tho  gan  the  agid  lady  wepe, 

He  gave  that  perfed  unto  the  hert. 

And  laid,  Alas!  our  joy  on  flepe 

Which  aftirward  full  fore  gan  fmert, 

Sone  flial  be  brought,  ye,  long  or  night, 

And  was  not  whole  of  many  yere; 

For  we  difcried  ben  by  this  knight, 

And  even  with  that  Be  of  gode  chere. 

For  certes  it  may  none  othir  be 

My  knight,  quod  he;  I  will  the  hele. 

But  he  is  of  yond  companie, 

And  the  rellore  to  parfite  wele, 

And  they  be  com^e  him  here  to  feche; 

And  for  ech  payne  thou  haft  endured 

And  with  that  word  her  faylid  fpeche. 

To  have  two  joies  thou  art  enured  : 

Without  reme'dy  we  be  dcflroid, 

And  forth  he  paiTid  by  the  rout. 

Ful  oft  faid  all,  and  gan  conclude 

With  fobir  chere  walking  about. 

Whoiy  at  onis  at  the  laft 

And  what  he  faid  1  thought  to  here  ; 

That  beft  was  ftiit  ther  yatis  fall:. 

Well  wift  he  whiche  his  fervaunts  were  :. 

And  arme  them  all  in  gode  langage, 

And  as  he  pafiid  anon  he  fond 

As  they  had  done  of  old  ufage. 

My  lady',  and  her  toke  by  the  bond. 

And  of  fayre  wordis  make  ther  ftiot ; 

And  made  her  chere  as  a  goddes, 

This  was  ther  (;ounfaile  and  the  knot, 

And  of  Beaute  called  her  Princes, 

And  othir  purpofe  toke  they  none, 

Of  Bounty  eke  gave  her  the  name. 

But  armid  thus  forth  they  ail  gone 

And  fayd  there  was  nothyng  to  llame 

Toward  the  wallis  of  the  yie; 

In  her,  but  fhe  was  vertuous. 

Btrt  or  they  comin  there  long  while 

Saving  flie  would  no  pity  ufe. 

They  mettin  the  grete  lord  of  hove 

Which  was  the  caiife  that  he  her  fought 

That  callid  is  the  god  of  Love, 

To  put  that  far  out  of  her  thought ; 

That  them  avilid  with  fuch  chere, 

And  fithin  {lie  had  whole  richeife 

Right  as  he  with  them  angry  were  : 

Of  womanhed  and  frendlinefle, 

Avayled  them  not  ther  wals  of  glade; 

Fie  faid  it  was  nothing  fitting 

This  mighty  lord  let  not  to  paffe 

To  void  Fity  his  owne  leggyng  ; 

The  fliuttyng  of  ther  yatia  fall ; 

And  gan  jier  prech  and  with  her  play, 

All  they  had  ordained  w^as  but  waft  ; 

And  m  her  beauty  told  her  aie, 

Fof  when  his  fliips  had  foundin  land 

And  faid  fhe  was  a  creature 

This  lord  anon,  v,  ith  bow  in  hand. 

Of  whom  the  name  fhotild  endure. 

Into  this  yle  with  huge  prefe 

Andi  in  his  bokis  full  of  plefaunce 

Yhyid  fail,  and  would  not  cefe 

Be  put  for  er  in  remembraunce ; 

Till  he  came  there  the  knight  ylay  : 

And  as  me  thoughtin  more  frendiv. 

Of  quene  ne  lady  by  the  way 

Unto  my  lady  and  godelily 

Toke  he  no  hede,  but  forth  he  pall, 

He  fpake  than  any  that  was  there ; 

And  yet  all  followed  at  the  lall. 

And  for  the'  applis  I  trow  it  were    ■ 
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That  fhe  had  in  poffeffion, 

"Wherefore  long  in  procefTion 

Many  a  pace  arme  undir  other 

He  welke,  and  fo  did  with  none  other  : 

But  what  he  would  commaund  or  fay 

Forwith  nedis  all  mull  obay. 

And  what  he  defired  at  the  left 

Of  my  lady  was  by  requeft  : 

And  when  they  long  together  had  bene 

He  brought  my  lady  to  the  quene, 

And  to  herfaid,  So  God  you  fpede 

Shew  grace  and  confent,  that  is  ncde. 

My  lady  tho  full  conningly, 

Right  well  avifed  and  womanly, 

Downe  gan  to  knele  upon  the  floures 

Which  Aprill  nourifhed  had  with  flioures. 

And  to  this  mighty  lord  gan  fay. 

That  plefith  you  I  woU  obay, 

And  me  reftraine  from  othir  thought ; 

As  ye  woU  al  thyng  fhalj  be  wrought : 

And  with  that  word  kneRng  fhe  quoke. 

That  mighty  lord  in  armes  her  toke. 

And  faid,  You  have  a  fervaunt,  one 

That  truir  living  is  ther  none, 

Wherefore  gode  were,  feing  his  trouth, 

That  on  his  painis  ye  had  routh. 

And  purpofe  you  to  here  his  fpech. 

Fully  avifid  him  to  lech. 

For  of  one  thyng  ye  may  be  furc. 

He  will  be  yours  while  he  may  dure. 

And  with  that  word  right  on  his  game 

Me  thought  he  lough,  and  told  my  name, 

Which  was  to  me  marvaile  and  fere. 

That  what  to  do  I  ne  wift  there, 

Ne  whethir  was  me  bet  or  none 

There  to  abide  or  thus  to  gone. 

For  well  wend  I  my  lady  wold 

Imagin  or  deme  I  had  told 

My  counfaile  whole,  or  made  complaint 

Unto  that  lord,  that  mighty  faint, 

So  verily  ech  thing  unfought 

He  faid  as  he  had  knowne  my  thought, 

And  told  my  trouth  and  mine  unefc 

Bet  than  I  couth  have  for  mine  efe. 

Though  I  had  fiudied  all  a  weke  : 

Well  wift  that  lord  that  I  was  feke. 

And  would  be  lechid  wondir  faine ; 

No  man  me  blame,  mine  was  the  paine. 

And  when  this  lord  had  all  yfaid, 

And  long  while  with  my  lady  plaid. 

She  gan  to  fmile  with  fpirit  glade  ; 

This  was  the  anfwere  that  (he  made. 

Which  put  me  there  in  double  peine, 

That  what  to  do  ne  what  to  feine 

Wift  I  not,  ne  what  was  the  heft; 

Ferre  was  my  hert  then  fro  his  reft. 

For  as  I  thought  that  fmiling  fignc 

Wastokin  that  the  hert  encline 

Would  to  requeftis  refonablc, 

Becaufe  Smiling  is  favorable 

To  every  thing  that  Jhall  thrive^ 

So  thoughtin  I  tho  anon  blive 

That  Warldlejfe  anfwere  ip  no  toun 

Was  tanefor  obUgacioun, 
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Ne  callid  furety  in  no  wife 
Amongft  them  that  callid  ben  wife  : 
Thus  vi^as  I  in  a  joyous  dout. 
Sure  and  unfurift  of  that  rout : 
Right  as  mine  hert  ythought  it  were 
So  more  or  leffe  wexin  my  fere. 
That  if  one  thought  ymade  it  wcle 
Anothir  ftient  it  everydele, 
'I'ill  at  the  laft  I  couth  no  more, 
But  purpofed  as  i  did  before 
To  ferve  truly  my  lyv'is  fpace. 
Awaiting  er  the  yere  of  grace, 
Which  may  yfall  yet  or  I  fterve. 
If  that  it  plefe  her  that  I  ferve. 
And  fervid  have,  and  woll  do  ever. 
For  thyng  is  none  that  me  is  lever 
Than  is  her  lervice,  whofe  prcfence 
Mine  heven  is  whole,  and  her  abfence 
An  hell  all  full  of  divers  paines, 
Whych  to  the  deth  full  oft  me  ftraines. 
Thus  in  my  thoughtis  as  1  ftode, 
That  unneth  felt  I  harme  ne  gode, 
I  faw  the  quene  a  litil-paas 
Come  where  this  mighty  lord  ywas, 
And  knelid  downe  in  prefence  there 
Of  all  the  ladies  that  there  were. 
With  fobir  continaunce  avifed, 
In  few  wordis  that  well  fuffifed, 
And  to  this  lord  anon  prefent 
A  bill,  wherein  whole  her  entent 
Was  writtin,  and  how  ftie  befought. 
As  he  knew  every  will  and  thought. 
That  of  his  godhed  and  his  grace 
He  would  f:  rgy ve  all  old  trefpace. 
And  undifplefid  be  of  time  paft. 
For  ftie  would  evir  be  ftedfaft, 
And  in  his  fervice  to  the  deth 
Ufe  every  thought  while  ftie  had  breth, 
And  fight  and  wept,  and  faid  no  more, 
Within  was  writtin  all  the  fore  : 
At  whyche  bill  the  lord  gan  fmyle. 
And  faid  he  would  within  that  yle 
Be  lord  and  fyre  both  eft  and  weft, 
And  call'd  it  there  his  new  conqueft. 
And  in  grete  councell  toke  the  quene; 
Long  were  the  talis  them  betwenc  ; 
And  ovir  her  bill  he  red  thrife, 
And  wondir  gladly  gan  devife 
Her  fetures  faire  and  her  vifage. 
And  bad  gode  thrift  on  that  image, 
And  faied  he  trowid  her  compleint 
Should  aftir  caufe  her  be  corfeint; 
And  in  hisfleve  he  put  the  bill, 
Was  there  none  that  yknew  his  will. 
And  forthe  he  walke  apace  about. 
Beholding  all  the  lufty  rout, 
Halfe  in  a  thought  with  fmiling  chere. 
Till  at  the  laft,  as  ye  fliall  here, 
He  turned  unto  the  quene  ageine, 
And  faid,  To  morne  here  in  this  pleine 
I  woll  that  ye  be  and  all  yours, 
That  purpofid  ben  to  were  flours, 
Or  of  my  lufty  colour  ufe. 
It  may  not  be  tp  you  cxcufe, 
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Ne  to  none  of  yours  In  no  wife, 

And  well  according  to  his  chere,. 

That  able  be  to  my  fervife  ;                         ' 

That  where  I  be  me  thinke  I  here 

For  as  I  faid  have  here  before 

Him  yet  ahvay,  when  I  mine  one 

I  will  be  lord  for  evirmore 

In  any  place  may  be  alone  : 

Cf  you,  and  of  this  yle,  and  all, 

Firft  con  he  of  the  lufty  yle 

And  of  all  yours  that  havin  fhall 

All  the  eftate  in  lityl  whylc 

Joy,  pece,  or  efe,  or  in  plefauncc 

Reherfe,  and  wholly  every  thing 

Your  livis  ufe  without  noyfaunce  ; 

That  caufid  there  his  lord's  comming. 

Here  will  I  in  {late  be  yfene, 

And  every  wele  and  every  wo, 

And  turned  his  vifao-e  to  the  qucne, 

And  for  what  caufe  eche  thing  was  fo 

And  you  give  knowledge  of  my  will. 

Well  lliewed  he  there  in  efie  I'pech, 

And  a  full  anfwere  of  your  bill. 

And  how  the  ficke  had  nede  of  lech ; 

Was  there  no  nay,  ne  wordis  none. 

And  that  whiche  whole  was  and  in  grace 

Eut  very'  obeifiiunt  femed  echone  ; 

He  told  plainly  why  ech  thing  was,^ 

The  quene  and  othir  that  were  tJiere, 

And  at  the  laft  he  con  conclude. 

Well  fcmid  it  they  had  grete  fere, 

Voidid  every  language  rude. 

And  there  tokc  lodging  every  knight, 

And  faid.  That  prince,  that  mighty  lord. 

Was  none  departid  of  that  night. 

Or  his  departing  would  accord 

And  fome  to  rede  old  romances 

All  the  parties  were  there  prefent, 

Them  occtipied  for  ther  plefances, 

And  was  the  fine  of  his  entcnt. 

Some  to  make  veriHaies  and  laies. 

Witneffe  his  prefence  in  your  fight. 

And  fome  to  othir  divcrfe  plaies, 

Which  fits  among  you  in  his  might ; 

And  I  to  me  a  romance  toke. 

And  knelid  downe  withoutin  more. 

And  as  I  reding  was  the  boke, 

And  not  o  wordyfpake  he  more. 

Methought  thefpheie  had  fo  run 

Tho  gan  this  mighty  lord  him  drefle^ 

I'hat  it  was  rifing  of  the  fun, 

With  chere  avifed,  to  do  largeffe. 

And  fuch  a  pres  into  the  plaine 

And  faid  unto  this  knight  and  me. 

Affemble  gone,  that  with  grete  painc 

Ye  fliall  to  joy  reftorid  be. 

One  might  for  othir  go  ne  Ikand, 

And  for  ye  have  ben  true  ye  twalne 

Ne  none  take  othir  by  the  hand. 

I  graunt  you  here  for  every  paine 

Withoutin  they  dillourbid  were. 

A  thoufand  joies  every  weke. 

So  huge  and  gret  the  pres  was  there. 

And  loke  ye  be  no  lengir  feke. 

And  aftir  that  within  two  houres^ 

And  both  your  ladies,  lo  'hem  here  '. 

This  mighty  lord  clad  all  in  floures 

Take  ech  his  own  ;  beth  of  gode  chere. 

Of  divers  colours  many'  a  paire 

Your  happie  day  is  new  begun 

In  his  eftate  up  in  the  aire 

Sith  it  was  rifing,  of  the  fun, 

Well  nigh  two  fathom,  as  his  hight, 

And  to  all  othir  in  this  place 

He  fet  him  there  in  all  ther  fight, 

I  graunt  wholly  to  ftand  in  grace 

And  for  the  quene  and  for  the  knight,. 

That  fer.vith  truely  without  flouth, 

And  for  my  lady'  and  every  wight. 

And  to  avauncid  be  by  troutb. 

In  hafc  he  fent,  fo  that  ner  one 

Tho  gan  this  knight  and  I  downe  knele. 

Was  there  abfent,  but  come  echone  : 

Wcning  to  doin  wondir  wele, 

And  when  they  thus  afl'emblid  were, 

Seing,  0  lord  !  your  grete  mercy 

As  ye  have  herd  me  fay  you  here, 

Us  hath  enriched  fo  opinly 

Without  more  tarrying  on  hight, 

That  we  deferve  may  nevir  more 

There  to  be  fene  of  every  wight, 

The  lefte  part,  but  evirmore 

Up  ftode  among  the  pres  above 

With  foule  and  body  truely  feryc 

A  counfaylir,  fervaunt  of  Love,. 

You  and  yours  till  that  we  yllerve  : 

Which  femid  well  of  gret  efiate, 

And  to  ther  ladies  there  they  llode 

And  flrewid  there  how  no  debate. 

This  knight,  that  cout/jfo  mihil  gode. 

Othir  then  godely  might  be  ufed 

Ywent  in  hall:,  and  I  alfo  ; 

In  gentilneffe  and  be  excufed. 

Joyous  and  glad  werin  we  tho. 

Wherefore  he  faid  his  lord'is  will 

And  al  fo  rich  in  every  thoughi; 

Was  every  wight  there  Ihould  be  ftili 

As  he  that  all  hath  and  ought  nought, 

And  in  pecs,  and  of  one  accord. 

And  them  bcfought  in  humble  wife 

And  thus  commaundid  at  a  word. 

Us  to  accept  to  ther  fervice. 

And  can  his  tongue  to  fwichcSlanguagc 

And  fiiew  us  of  therfrendly  cheres. 

To  turne,  that  yet  in  all  min^  age 

Which  in  ther  trefure  many  yeres 

Herd  I  nevir  fo  conningly 

They  keptin  had,  us  to  grete  paine, 
And  told  how  ther  fervauntis  twaine 

Man  fpehe,  ne  halfe  fo  faithfully. 

For  eviiry  thing  he  faid  there 

We  were,  would  be,  and  fu  had  ever, 

Semid  as  it  infehd  were, 

And  to  the  deth  cliaimge  would  \ye  never 

Or  approvid  for  very  trew  : 

Ne  doe  offence,  ne  thinjce  like  ill,      '"^       * 

Swichc  was  his  cunning  language  new.e. 

But  fill  ther  ordinauace  and  will  • 
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And  matle  ou*  othis  frefKe  and  new, 

They  made  when  flie  lliould  undir  faile, 

■Our  old  fervice  tor  to  renew, 

That  and  ye  will:  ye  would  mervaile. 

uA.nd  wholly  ther'sfor  evirmore 

Forth  gocth  the  fliip,  out  goeth  the  fond. 

We  there  beconae  ;  what  might  we  more? 

And  I  as  a  wode  man  unbond. 

And  well  awaiting  that  in  llouth 

For  doubt  to  be  left  behind  there. 

W'e  made  no  fault  ne  in  our  trouth. 

Into  the  fe  withoutin  fere 

Ne  thought  not -do,  I  you  enfure, 

Anon  I  ran,  tdl  with  a  waw 

"With  our  will,  whilis  we  may  dure. 

All  fodenly  I  was  oerthraw. 

This  fefon  paft,  againe  an  eve 

M\d  with  the  watir  to  and  fro 

This  lord  of  the  quene  toke  his  leve. 

Backward  and  forward  travailed  fo 

And  faid  he  would  liaftely  returne. 

I'hat  mind  and  breth  nigh  was  ygone. 

And  at  gode  leifure  there  fojaurne, 

For  gode  ne  harme  ne  knew  I  none, 

Both  for  his  honour  and  his  efe, 

Til  at  the  laft  with  hokis  twcine 

Commaundingfafl  the  knight  to  plefe. 

Men  of  the  Ihip  with  mckil  peine 

And  gave  his  Aatutes  in  papirs, 

To  favc  my  life  did  fuch  travaile 

And  ordcrit  divers  officirs, 

That  and  ye  wilt  ye  would  mervaile, 

And  forth  to  fhip  the  fame  night 

And  in  the  Ihip  me  drewe  on  hie, 

He  went,  and  fone  was  out  of  fight. 

And  faidin  all  that  I  would  die. 

And  on  the  morowe  v/lien  the  aire 

And  laid  mc  long  downe  by  the  mail. 

Attemprid  was  and  wondir  faire. 

And  of  ther  clothis  on  me  call ; 

Erly  at  rifing  of  the  fun. 

And  there  1  made  my  teftament. 

Aftir  the  night  .away  was  ruDj 

And  win  my  felfe  not  what  I  ment. 

Yplaying  us  on  the  rivage. 

But  when  I  faid  had  what  f.  would, 

My  lady  fpake  of  her  voyage. 

And  to  the  mail  my  wo  all  told. 

And  faid  fhe  niadin  fmall  journies. 

And  tane  my  leve -of  every  wight. 

And  held  her  in  ftraunge  counteries. 

And  clofed  mine  eyen  and. loft  my  fight, 

And  forthwith  to  the  queue  went. 

Avifed  to  die  without  more  fpech. 

And  file  wed  her  wholly  her  entent. 

Or  any  remedy  to  fecTi 

And  toke  her  levc  with  chere  weping, 

Or  grace  new,  as  v/as  grcte  nede, 

That  pity  was  to  fe  that  parting; 

My  lady  of  my  paine  toke  hede, 

For  to  the  quene  it  was  a  .paine. 

And  her  bethoughthow  that  for  trouth 

As  to  a  martyr  new  yflaine. 

To  fe  me  die  it  were  grcte  routh. 

That  for  her  woe,  and  flie  fo  tender, 

And  to  me  came  in  foljir  wife^ 

Yet  I  wepe  oft  wJien  I  remember  : 

And  foftiy  faid,  I  pray  you  rife  ; 

She  oiferid  there  to  refigne 

Come  on  with  me  ;  let  be  this  fiiire  ; 

To  my  lady  ifight  times  or  nine 

All  fliall  be  wel-;  have  ye  no  care. 

Th'  aftate,  the  yle,  fhortly  to  tell, 

t  will  obey  ye  and  fulfill 

If  it  might  plefe  hei  there  to  dwell, 

Wholly  in  al  that  lordis  will 

And  faid,  for  evirher  linage 

'Fhat  you  and  me  not  long  ago                           '    ' 

Should  to  my  lady  doe  homage. 

Aftir  his  lift  conimaundid  fo. 

And  hers  be  whole  withoutin  more. 

That  there  againe  no  refiftence 

Ye,  and  all  thers  for  evirmore. 

May  be  v/ithoutin  gret  offence. 

I^ay,  God  forbid!  my  lady  eft,                                    ,; 

And  therefore  now  loke  what  I  fay. 

With  many  cunning  word  and  foft. 

I  am  and  will  be  frendly  aye  ; 

Said,  that  evir  fuch  a  tiling  fliould  bene 

Rife  up,  behold  this  avauntagej 

That  I  confent  Ihould  that  a  quene 

I  grauntiu  you  in  heritage 

Of  your  eilate,  and  fo  well  named, 

All  peceably  withoutin  itrive 

In  any  wife  fhould  be  attamed, 

During  the  dayis  of  yeur  hve  ; 

But  would  be  faine  with  all  my  hert, 

And  of  her  applis  in  my  flevc 

What  fo  befell  or  how  me  fmert, 

One  fhe  yput,  and  toke  her  leve 

To  doin  thing  that  you  might  plefe 

In  wordisfciv,  and  faid,  God  hele 

In  any  wife  or  be  your  efe. 

He  that  all  made  you  fend,  and  wek  °. 

Andkifud  there  and  bad  gode  night. 

Wherewith  my  pains  ail  at  ones 

For  which  leve  wept  many  a  wight. 

Tokin  fuch  leve,  that  all  my  bones. 

There  might  men  here  my  lady  praifed, 

For  the  new  durenfe  plefaunce. 

And  fuch  a  name  of  her  ara-ifed. 

So  as  they  couth  defired  to  daunce. 

What  of  cunning  and  frendlinefie. 

And  I  as  whole  as  any  wight 

What  of  beauty  with  gentilneffe. 

Up  rofe  with  joyous  hert  and  light. 

And  what  of  glad  and  frendly  cheres 

Whole  and  unficke,  right  wele  at  efe. 

T'hat  fhe  uCd  in  all  heryeres. 

And  all  forget  liad  my  difefe. 

That  wondir  was  here  every  wight 

And  to  my  lady  where  flie  plaid 

To  fay  well  how  they  did  ther  might, 

1  went  anone,  and  to  her  faid; 

And  with  a  pres  upon  the  morow 

Fie  that  all  joies  perlons  to  plefe 

I'o  fliip  her  broughj;,  aud  what  a  forow 

Firft  ordauiid  with  parfite  efe, 

^  g  i'ij 
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And  every  plefure  can  depart, 

And  of  the  ladies  name  by  name. 

Send  you,  Madame,  as  large  a  parjt, 

Two  houres  or  mo  this  was  her  game. 

And  of  his  godis  fuch  plenty, 

Till  at  the  laft  the  wind  can  rife, 

As  lie  has  done  you  of  beauty, 

And  blew  fo  fall  and  in  fuch  wife 

With  hele,  and  all  that  may  be  thought. 

The  fhip,  that  every  wight  can  fay 

He  fend  you  all  as  he  all  wrouojht. 

Madame,  er  eve  be  of  this  day. 

Madame,  (quod  f)  yourfervaunt  trew 

And  God  tofore,  ye  fliall  be  there 

Have  I  ben  long,  and  yet  will  new,       ' 

As  ye  v/ould  fainifl  that  ye  were. 

Withoutin  chaunge  or  repentaunce 

And  doubtith  not  within  fixe  hours 

In  any  wife  or  variaunce, 

Ye  fliall  be  there  as  all  is  yours  : 

And  fo  will  do,  as  thrive  I  ever. 

At  which  wordis  flie  gan  to  fmile, 

For  thing  is  none  that  me  is  fever 

And  faid  that  was  no  longe  while' 

Than  you  to  plefe  how  er  I  fare, 

That  they  her  fet ;  and  up  flie  rofe, 

Mine  hert's  lady  and  my  welfare. 

And  all  about  the  fliip  fhe  gofe. 

My  life,  mine  hele,  my  lech  alfo 

And  made  gode  chere  to  every  wight. 

Of  every  thing  that  doth  me  wo, 

Till  of  the  land  fhe  had  a  fight. 

My  helpe  at  ncde,  and  my  fprete 

Of  whiche  fight  glad,  God  it  wot. 

Of  every  joy  that  longs  to  me, 

She  was  abafhid  and  abote, 

My  fuccours  whole  in  alle  wife 

And  forth  goeth,  fhortly  you  to  tell. 

That  may  be  thought  or  man  devife. 

Where  fhe  accuftomed  was  to  dwellj 

Your  grace,  Madame, fuch  have  I  found, 

And  recevid  was,  as  gode  right, 

Now  in  my  nede,  that  I  am  bound 

With  joyous  cherc  and  hert'is  light. 

To  you  for  er,  fo  Chrift  me  fave, 

And  as  a  glad  new  avinturc 

For  hele  and  live  of  you  I  have, 

Plefaunt  to  every  creture  ; 

Wherefore  is  refoun  I  you  ferve 

With  which  landing  tho  I  awoke. 

With  due  obeifaunce  till  I  fierve, 

And  found  my  chambir  full  of  fmoke. 

And  ded  and  quicke  be  evir  yours. 

My  chekis  eke  unto  the  eres, 

Late,  erly,  and  at  alle  hours. 

And  all  my  body,  wet  with  teres, 

Tho  came  my  lady  fmall  alite. 

And  all  fo  feble'  and  in  fuch  wife. 

And  in  plaine  Englifti  con  confite, 

I  was,  that  unneth  might  I. rife. 

In  wordis  few  whole  her  entent 

,So  far  travailid  and  fo  faint, 

She  fhewed  me  there,  and  how  file  ment 

That  neithir  knew  I  kirke  ne  fainr. 

To  me  ward  in  ev<^ry  wife, 

Ne  what  was  what  ne  who  was  who. 

Wholly  Ihe  came  at  ther  devife. 

Ne  avifed  what  way  I  would  go ; 

Without  proceffe  or  long  travell. 

But  by  an  adventurous  grace 

Charging  me  to  Icepin  counfell, ' 

I  rife  and  walkt,  fought  pace  and  pace. 

As  I  would  to  her  grace  attaine, 

Till  I  a  winding  llaire  yfound, 

Of  which  commaundement  I  was  falne  ; 

And  held  the  vice  aye  in  my  bond. 

Wherefore  I  paffe  oer  at  this  time. 

And  upward  foftly  fo  can  crepe 

for  counfell  cords  not  well  in  rime. 

Till  I  came  where  I  thought  to  flepe 

And  eke  the  oth  that  I  have  fwore 

More  at  mine  efe,  and  out  of  prece. 

To  breke  me  werebettir  unbore ; 

At  my  gode  leifure  and  in  pece. 

,Why  ?  for  untrue  for  evirmore 

Till  fomwhat  I  recomfort  were 

1  fliouldbe  hold,  that  nevirmore 

Of  the  travill  and  the  grete  fere 

Of  me  in  place  fhould  be  report 

That  I  endurid  had  before, 

Thing  that  availe  might,  or  comfort 

This  was  my  thought  withoutin  more ; 

To  mewardis  in  any  wife, 

And  as  a  wight  witleffe  and  faint. 

And  eche  wight  wouldin  me  difpife 

Without  more  in  a  chambir  paint 

In  that  they  couth,  and  me  repreve. 

Full  of  ftories  old  and  divers. 

Which  were  a  thing  fore  for  to  greve. 

More  than  I  can  as  now  reherfe. 

Wherefore  hereof  more  mencion 

Unto  a  bed  full  fobirlv, 

Make  I  not  now  ne  long  fermon, 

^0  as  I  mightin,  full  fouthly. 

But  Itiortly  thus  I  me  excufe, 

Pace  aftir  other,  and  nothing  faid, 

To  rime  a  counfell  I  refufe.  ' 

Till  at  the  laft  downe  I  me  laid, 

Sailing  thus  two  dayisor  thre 

And  as  my  mind  would  give  mc  leve 

My  lady  towards  her  countre, 

All  that  I  dremid  had  that  eve 

Ovir  the  wavis  high  and  grene, 

Before  that  all  I  can  reherfe, 

Which  werin  large  and  dope  betwenCj- 

Right  as  a  child  at  fchole  his  verfe 

Upon  a  time  me  called  andfaid. 

Doth  aftir  that  he  thinketh  to  thrive, 

That  of  my  hele  (he  was  well  paid, 

Right  fo  did  I  for  all  my  live. 

And  of  the  quene  and  of  the  yle 

I  thought  to  have  in  remembraunce 

She  talkid  with  me  a  long  while. 

Both  the  paine  and  eke  the  plefaunc?. 

And  of  all  that  fhe  there  had  fene, 

The  Dreme  whole  as  it  me  befell,     ■ 

And  of  tii'  ellatc  and  of  the  quene, 

Which  was  as  ye  herin  m^  tell : 
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•Thus  in  my  thoiightis  as  I  lay 

And  fo  recevid  thei  ther  king 

That  happy  or  unhappy  day, 

That  forgottin  ywas  no  thing 

Ne  wot  I  not,  fo  have  T  blame, 

That  ought  to  be  done  ne  might  plefe, 

Of  the  two  which  fliulde  be  the  name, 

Ne  ther  foveraine  lord  do  efe  ; 

Befell  me  fo  that  there  a  thought 

And  with  them  fo,  fhortly  to  fay, 

By  proceffe  new  on  flepe  me  brought, 

As  they  of  cuftome  had  done  aye, 

And  me  governed  fo  in  a  while 

For  fevin  yere  paft  was  and  more, 

That  ones  againe  within  the  yle 

The  father,  the  old,  wife,  and  hore. 

Me  thought  I  was,  where  of  the  knight 

King  of  the  land,  ytoke  his  Icve 

And  of  the  ladies  I  had  fight, 

Of  all  his  barons  on  an  eve. 

And  were  affemblid  on  a  grene, 

And  told  them  hov/  his  dayis  paft 

Bothe  knight  and  lady  with  the  quene, 

Were  all,  and  comin  was  the  laft. 

At  which  affembly  there  was  faid 

And  hart'ily  prayed  'hem  to  remember 

How  that  they  all  content  and  paid 

His  fonne,  which  yong  was  and  tender, 

Werin  wholly  as  in  that  thing 

That  borne  ywas  ther  prince  to  be. 

That  the  knight  there  fhould  be  the  king. 

If  he  returne  to  that  ceuntre 

And  they  would  all  for  fure  witneffe       -' 

Might  by  adventure  or  by  grace 

Yweddid  be  both  more  and  leffe, 

Within  any  fhorte  time  or  fpace. 

In  remembraunce,  withoutin  more. 

And  to  be  true  and  frendly  aye, 

Thus  they  confent  for  evirmore, 

As  they  to  him  had  ben  alway  : 

And  was  concludid  that  the  knight 

Thus  he  them  prayd  withoutin  more. 

Departin  fliould  the  fame  night. 

And  toke  his  leve  for  evirmore. 

And  forthwith  there  toke  his  voiage 

Knowin  was  how  tendir  in  age 

To  journey  for  his  marriage. 

This  yonge  prince  a  grete  viag-e 

And  returnin  with  fuch  an  hofl 

Uncouth  and  ftraunge,  honours  to  feche, 

That  weddid  might  be  left  and  mofl  : 

Ytoke  in  hond  with  lityl  fpeche. 

This  was  concluded,  written  and  feled, 

Which  was  to  fekin  a  princes 

That  it  ne  might  not  be  repcled 

That  he  defired  more  than  riches, 

In  no  wife,  but  continue  firme. 

For  her  grete  name  that  flourid  fo 

And  all  fhould  be  within  a  terme, 

That  in  that  time  there  was  no  mo 

Without  more  excufation, 

Of  her  eftate,  ne  fo  well  named. 

Both  feft  and  coronation. 

For  borne  was  none  that  er  her  blamed. 

This  knight,  which  had  thereof  the  charge, 

Of  which  princes  fomwhat  before 

Anon  into  a  little  barge 

Here  have  I  fpoke,  and  fome  will  more. 

Ybrought  was  late  againft  an  eve. 

So  thus  befell  as  ye  Ihall  here ; 

Where  of  all  he  ytoke  his  levc. 

Unto  ther  lord  they  made  fuch  cherc 

Which  barge  was  as  a  man'is  thought 

That  jey  was  there  to  be  prefent 

Aftir  his  plefure  to  him  brought. 

To  fe  ther  troth  and  how  they  ment ; 

The  quene  her  felfe  accuflomed  aye 

So  very  glad  they  w^ere  ech  one 

In  the  fame  barge  oft  for  to  play. 

That  them  among  there  was  no  one 

It  nedith  neithir  maft  ne  rothir. 

Whiche  that  defirid  more  riches 

I  have  not  herd  of  fuch  another. 

Than  for  ther  lord  fuch  a  princes  - 

No  maiftir  for  the  govirnaunce, 

That  they  might  plefe,  and  that  were  faire^ 

He  faylid  by  thought  and  plefaunce. 

For  faft  defirid  they  an  heire. 

Withoutin  labour  eft  and  weft. 

And  faid  grete  furety  were  ywis. 

All  ywas  one  calme  or  tempeft. 

And  as  they  were  fpekin  of  this 

And  I  went  with  at  his  requeft. 

The  prince  himfelfin  him  avifed. 

And  was  the  firft  praied  to  the  feft» 

And  m  plaine  Englifh  undifguifed 

When  he  came  into  his  countre, 

Them  ftiewid  whoiy  his  journey. 

And  paflid  had  the  wavy  fe. 

And  of  ther  counfell  can  them  prey, 

In  an  havin  bothe  depe  and  large 

And  told  how  he  enfurid  was. 

He  left  his  rich  and  noble  barge, 

And  how  his  day  he  might  not  paffe 

And  to  the  court,  fhortly  to  tell. 

Withoutin  difi^ame  and  grete  blame, 

He  went  where  he  was  wont  to  dwell. 

And  to  him  for  evir  a  Ihame  ; 

And  was  recevid,  as  gode  right. 

And  of  ther  counfell  and  avife 

As  hfire,  and  for  a  worthy  knight, 
With  all  the  ftatis  of  the  lond. 

There  he  prayith  them  once  or  twife, 

And  that  they  would  within  ten  daies 

Which  came  anon  at  his  firft  fond. 

Avife  and  ordaine  him  fuch  waies. 

tVith  glad  fpiritis  full  of  trouth, 

So  that  it  were  no  difplefaunce, 

Loth  to  do  fault,  or  with  a  flouth 

Ne  to  this  relme  oer  grete  greivaunce, 

Attaint  to  be  in  any  wife. 

And  that  he  might  have  to  his  feft 

Ther  richis  was  ther  old  fervife. 

Sixty  thoufand  gcftes  at  the  left. 

Which  evir  trew  had  ben  yfond 

For  his  intent  within  fliort  vAiils 

Sith  firft  inhabit  was  the  lond  j 

Was  to  returne  unto  this  yls 
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That  he  came  fro,  and  kepe  his  day ; 

And  when  this  prince,  this  luftie  knight. 

For  nothing  would  he  be  away. 

With  his  peple  in  armls  bright 

To  counfaile  the  the  lords  anon 

Was  comin  where  he  thought  to  pas, 

Into  a  chambir  everychone 

And  knew  well  none  abiding  was 

Togitliir  went,  them  to  devlfe 

Behind,  but  all  were  there  prefenc, 

How  they  might  beft  and  in  what  wife 

Forthwith  apon  all  his  intent 

Purvey  for  their  lord'is  pleiaunce, 

He  told  them  there,  and  made  his  cries 

And  the  rehii'is  continaunce 

Thorough  his  hofl:e  that  day  twife. 

Of  honor,  which  in  it  before 

Commaunding  every  livis  wight 

Had  continuid  evirmore  : 

There  being  prefent  in  his  fight 

So  at  the  laft  they  found  the  waies, 

To  be  the'  morow  on  the  rivagc, 

How  that  within  the  next  ten  daies 

Where  he  begin  would  his  viage. 

All  might  with  paine  and  diligence 

The  morow  come,  the  cry  was  kept, 

Be  done,  and  caft  what  the  difpence 

But  few  was  there  that  night  that  flept, 

Miglit  draw,  and,  in  conclufion. 

But  truffed  and  purveid  for  the  morow. 

Made  for  ech  thing  provifion. 

For  fault  of  fliips  was  all  ther  forrow. 

"When  this  was  done,  wholly  tofore 

For  fave  the  barge  and  othir  two        * 

The  prince  the  lordis  all  before 

Of  fiiippis  ther  faw  I  no  mo  : 

Come,  and  fliewid  what  they  had  done, 

Thus  in  ther  doubtis  as  they  flode, 

And  how  they  couth  by  no  rcfon 

Waxing  the  fe,  commingthe  flode. 

Findin  that  within  the  ten  daies 

Was  cried,  To  fnip  goe  every  wigjit, 

He  might  departin  by  no  waies, 

Then  was  but  hie  that  hie  him  might; 

But  would  be  fiftene  at  the  lefb 

And  to  the  barge  me  thought  echone 

Or  he  returne  might  to  his  feil : 

They  went,  without  was  left  not  one. 

And  fliewed  him  every  refon  why 

Ne  horfe  ne  male,  truiTe  ne  baggage, 

It  might  not  be  fo  haftily 

Salad  ne  fpere,  gardbrace  ne  page, 

As  he  defirid,  ne  his  day 

But  was  lodgid,  and  rome  ynough; 

He  might  not  kepe  by  no  way, 

At  which  {hipping  me  thought  I  lough. 

For  divers  caufis  wondir  grete  ; 

And  gan  to  marvaile  in  my  thought 

Which  when  he  herd  in  fuch  an  hete 

How  evir  fuch  a  fliip  was  wrought. 

He  fell  for  forow,  and  was  feke, 

For  what  peple  that  can  encrefe, 

Still  in  his  bed  whole  that  weke, 

Ne  ner  fo  thicke  might  be  the  prefe. 

And  nigh  the  tothir  for  the  Ihame, 

But  all  had  rome  at  ther  will. 

And  for  the  doubt  and  for  the  blame 

There  was  not  one  was  lodgid  ill  ; 

That  mightin  on  him  be  aret, 

For  as  I  trowe  my  felfe  the  laft 

And  oft  upon  his  breft  he  bet, 

V>'"as  one,  and  lodgid  by  the  mafl. 

And  faid,  Alas  !  mine  honour  for  aye 

And  where  I  loked  I  faw  fuch  rome 

Have  I  here  loft  clenely  this  day  ; 

As  all  were  lodgid  in  a  towne. 

Ded  would  1  be ;  alas  1   my  name 

Forth  goth  the  ihip,  faid  was  the  crede. 

Shall  aye  be  more  henceforth  in  ihame. 

And  on  ther  knees  for  ther  gode  fpcda 

And  I  diflionoured  and  repreved, 

Dovv'ne  knelid  every  wight  a  while. 

And  nevir  more  fhall  be  beleved  : 

And  prayid  faft  that  to  the  yle 

And  made  fwich  forow,  that  in  trouth 

They  mightin  comin  in  fafety. 

Him  to  behold  it  was  grete  routh; 

The  prince  and  all  the  company, 

And  fo  endured  the  dayes  fiftene, 

Witji  worlhip  and  withoutin  blame, 

Till  that  the  lords  on  an  even 

Of  difclaundir  of  his  gode  name. 

Him  come  and  fold  they  redy  were, 

Ol  the  promife  he  fliould  retourne. 

And  fliewid  in  few  wordis  there 

Within  the  time  he  did  fojourne. 

How  and  what  wife  they  had  purvey'd 

In  his  londc  biding  his  holf, 

For  his  eflate,  and  to  him  faid 

This  vi^as  tlicr  prayir  lefl;  and  moil : 

That  twenty  thoufand  knights  of  name, 

To  kepe  the  day  it  might  not  ben 

And  fourty  thoufand  without  blame, 

That  he'  appointid  had  with  the  quene. 

All  come  of  noble  ligine. 

To  returnin  v.'ithoutin  llouth. 

Togidir  in  a  compane. 

And  fo  affurid  had  his  trouth, 

Were  lodgid  on  a  river's  fide. 

For  which  default  this  prince,  this  knight. 

Him  and  his  plefure  there  ['abide. 

During  the  time  flept  not  a  night, 

The  prince  tho  for  joy  up  arofe, 

Such  was  his  wo  and  his  difefe. 

And  where  they  lodgid  were  he  goes 

For  doubt  he  ihould  fhe  queue  difplefe. 

Withoutin  more  that  fame  night. 

Forth  goith  the  fliip  with  fuch  fpede 

And  thefe  his  fiippir  made  to  dight. 

Right  as  the  prince  foi;  his  grete  nede 

And  with  them  bode  till  it  was  dey, 

Defirin  would  after  his  thought. 

And  forthwith  to  take  his  journey, 

Till  it  unto  the  yle  him  bl-ouo-ht. 

Leving  the  fireight,  liolding  the  large. 

Where  all  in  haft  upon  the  fand 

',1'ill  he  came  to  his  uoble  barge : 

He  and  his  peple  toke  t;he  land 
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'With  hertis  glad  and  chere  light, 

In  efchewing  talis  and  fongs. 

Wening  to  be  in  heven  that  night  5 

'I'hat  by  them  makin  would  ill  tongs. 

But  or  they  palfid  had  a  while, 

And  fey  they  were  lightly  conqueil. 

Entring  in  towardis  that  yle, 

And  prayid  to  a  pore  left, 

All  chid  in  blucke,  with  chere  piteous, 

And  fouly  had  ther  woriliip  weved, 

A  lady  which  ncr  difpiteous 

When  fo  unwilcly  they  conceived 

Had  he  in  all  her  life  tofore 

Ther  richc  trefour  and  ther  hele, 

With  fory  chere  and  hert  to  tore 

Ther  famous  name  and  ther  wele 

Unto  this  prince  where  he  gan  ride 

To  put  in  fuch  an  avinture. 

Ycome  and  laid,  Abide,  abide, 

Of  which  the  fclaundir  eveir  dure 

And  have  no  hail,  but  fail  rctourne, 

Was  like,  without  helpc  of  appele, 

No  refon  is  ye  here  fojourne, 

Wherefore  they  nede  had  of  counfele. 

For  your  untruth  hath  us  difcried; 

For  every  wight  of  them  would  fay, 

Wo  worth  the  time  we  us  allied 

Ther  clofid  yle  an  opin  way 

With  you,  that  are  fo  lone  untrew  ; 

Was  become  to  every  wight. 

Alas  the  day  that  we  you  knew  1 

And  well  apprevid  by  a  knight. 

Alas  the  time  that  ye  were  bore  ! 

Which  he,  alas  !  without  payfaunce 

For  all  this  lond  by  you  is  lore  ; 

Had  fone  achevid  th'  obeifance  : 

Accurfed  be  he  you  hidir  brought '. 

All  this  was  moved  at  counfell  thrife, 

For  all  our  joy  is  turnd  to  nought ; 

And  was  concludid  daily  twife. 

Your  acquaintance  we  may  complaine. 

That  bet  was  die  withoutin  blame 

Which  is  the  caufe  of  all  our  paine. 

I'han  lofe  the  riches  of  ther  name  j 

Alas  !  Madame,  quod  tho  this  knight, 

Wherefore  the  deth'is  acquaintance 

And  with  that  from  his  horfe  he  light. 

They  chefe,  and  left  have  ther  plefauncCj 

With  colour  pale  and  chekis  lene. 

For  doubt  to  livin  as  repreved, 

Alas  I   what  is  this  for  to  mene  ? 

In  that  they  you  fo  fone  beleved. 

What  have  ye  faid  ?  why  be  yc  wroth  ? 

And  made  ther  othes  with  one  accord, 

You  to  diiplefe  I  would  be  loth  : 

I'hat  tte  ne  drinke,  ne  fpeke  0  word. 

Knowe  ye  not  full  well  the  promefTe 

They  fhould  nevir,  but  er  weping 

Which  I  made  have  to  your  princelTe, 

Bide  in  a  place  without  parting. 

Which  to  perfourme  is  mine  intent, 

And  ufe  ther  dayis  in  penaunce, 

So  mote  I  ipede  as  I  have  ment, 

Without  defire  of  allegeaunce, 

And  as  I  am  her  very  trew, 

Of  v»'hich  the  truth  anon  con  preve  ; 

Withoutin  chapge  or  thoughtis  new. 

For  why  ?  the  quene  forthwith  her  leve 

And  al  fo  fully  her  fervand 

Toke  at  them  all  that  were  prefent, 

As  creature  or  man  livand 

Of  her  defauts  fully  repent. 

May  be  to  lady  or  princefTe, 

And  dyid  there  v%'ithoutin  more. 

For  flie  mine  heven  and  whole  richeffe 

Thus  are  we  loil  for  evirmore  ; 

Is,  and  the  lady  of  mine  hele, 

What  Ihould  I  more  hereof  reherfe  ? 

My  worldis  joy  and  all  my  wele. 

Comin  within,  come  fe  her  heri'e 

What  may  this  be,  whence  coms  this  fpech  ? 

Where  ye  Ihall  fe  the  piteous  fight 

Tell  me,  Madam^,  I  you  beftch. 

That  er  yet  was  ihewin  to  knight, 

For  fith  the  firft  of  my  living 

For  ye  lliall  fein  ladies  ilond 

Was  I  fo  ferefuU  of  nothing 

Ech  with  a  grete  rod  in  her  bond. 

As  I  am  now  to  here  you  Ipeke, 

Yclad  in  black  with  vifage  white. 

For  doubt  I  fele  mine  hert  to  breke  : 

Redy  ech  othir  for  to  fniite ; 

Say  on,  Madame,  tell  me  your  will ; 

If  any  be  that  will  not  wepe, 

The  remnaunt  is  it  gode  or  ill  ? 

Or  who  that  makes  counte'nanco  to  llepe, 

Alas  (quod  Ihe)  that  ye  were  bore  ! 

They  be  fo  bet,  that  all  fo  blew 

*     For  for  your  love  this  land  is  lore  ; 

They  be  as  cloth  that  died  is  new. 

The  quene  is  ded,  and  that  is  ruth, 

Such  is  tlier  parlite  repentance. 

For  forow  of  your  gret  untruth  : 

And  thus  they  kepe  ther  ordinance. 

Of  two  partes  of  the  luily  rout 

And  will  do  evir  to  the  deth, 

Of  ladies  that  were  there  about. 

While  them  enduris  any  breth. 

That  wont  werin  to  talk  and  play. 

This  knight  tho  in  his  armis  twalne 

Now  are  thei  ded  and  clene  away,  - 

This  lady  toke,  and  gan  her  faine, 

And  undir  earth  tane  lodging  newe  ; 

Alas  my  biith  !  wo  worth  my  life  ! 

Alas  that  er  ye  were  untrew  ! 
For  when  the  time  ye  fet  was  pail 

And  even  with  that  he  drew  a  knife. 

And  thorough  gown,  doublet,  and  fliert, 

The  quene  toke  counfaile  foue  in  hall 

He  made  the  blode  come  from  his  hert, 

What  was  to  doe,  and  faid  Grete  blame 

And  fet  him  doune  upon  the  grene. 

.      Your  acquaintaunce  caufe  would  and  fhame, 

And  full  repent  clofid  his  ene, 

And  the  ladies  of  ther  avife 

And  fave  that  ones  he  drev/  his  breth 

Prayid,  for  nedc  was  to  be  wife. 

Without  more  thus  he  toke  his  det;h ; 

47<^                                                CHAUCER'S    DREAME. 

For  whiche  caufa  the  lufty  hofl:, 

Alle  the  ladies  one  and  one 

Which  in  a  battaile  on  the  coft 

By  companies  were  brought  echone. 

At  once  for  forrow  fuch  a  cry 

And  paft  the  fe  and  toke  the  land,^ 

Gan  rere  throw  the  company, 

And  in  new  herfis  on  a  fand. 

That  to  the  heven  herd  was  the  fowne, 

Put  and  brought  werin  all  anon 

And  undir  th'  ert.h  als  fer  adowne, 

Unto  a  city  clofed  with  flone, 

That  wildi^  beilis  C^r  the  fere 

Where  it  yhad  ben  ufid  aye 

So  fodainly  afrayid  were. 

The  kingis  of  the  land  to  lay. 

That  for  the  doubt  while  they  might  dure 

After  they  raignid  in  honours, 

They  ran,  as  of  their  lives  unfure 

And  writ  was  which  were  conquerours. 

From  the  wodis  unto  the  plaine, 

In  an  abbey  of  nunnis  blake. 

And  from  valleys  the  high  mountaine 

Which  accuftomid  were  to  wake, 

They  fought,  and  ran  as  beftis  blind 

And  of  ufage  rife  ech  a  night 

That  clene  forgottin  had  ther  kind. 

To  pray  for  every  livis  wight  : 

This  wo  not  cefed,to  counfaile  went 

And  fo  befell,  as  is  the  guife. 

Thefe  lordis,  and  for  that  lady  fent. 

Ordeint  and  faid  was  the  lervife 

And  of  avife  what  was  to  done 

Of  the  prince  and  eke  of  the  quene 

Tlicy  her  btfoughtfhe  fay  would  fone. 

So  devoutly  as  might  yben, 

Weping  full  fore,  all  clad  in  blake, 

And  aftir  that  about  the  herfes 

This  lady  foftly  to  them  fpake, 

Full  many  orifons  and  verfes 

And  faid,  My  Lordis,  by  my  trouth 

Withoutin  note  ful  hertily 

This  mifchefe  it  is  of  your  flouth, 

Said  wcj-e,  and  that  full  foftily 

And  if  ye  had  that  judge  would  right 

That  all  the  night  till  it  was  day 

A  prince  that  were  a  very  knight, 

The  peple  in  the  church  con  pray 

Ye  that  ben  of  eflate  echone 

Unto  the  holy  Trinitie 

Die  for  his  fault  fliould  one  and  one ; 

Of  thofe  fouhs  to  have  pitie. 

And  if  he  hold  had  the  promeffe. 

And  when  the  night  ypaff  and  ronne 

And  done  that  longes  to  gentilneffe. 

Was,  and  the  newe  day  begonne, 

And  fulfilled  the  princes  beheft. 

The  yong  morow  with  rayis  red. 

This  haftie  farme  had  ben  a  feft, 

Which  from  the  fonne  oer  all  con  fpred. 

And  now  is  unrecoverable, 

Atempirid  clcre  was  and  fairg. 

And  us  a  flaundir  aye  durable. 

And  made  a  tyme  of  wholfome  aire. 

Wherefore  I  fay,  as  of  counfaile 

Befell  a  won-dir  cafe  and  ftrange 

In  me  is  none  that  niay  availe, 

Among  the  peple,  and  gan  change 

But  if  ye  lifl  for  remembraunce 

Sone  the  word  and  every  wo 

Purvey  and  make  fuch  ordinaunce 

Unto  a  joy,  and  fome  to  two; 

That  the  quene  whiche  that  was  fo  meke. 

A  bird  all  fedrid  blew  and  grene. 

With  all  her  women  dede  or  fcke. 

With  bright  rayis  like  gold  betwene, 

Might  in  your  land  a  chappill  have, 

As  fmall  thred  ovir  every  joynt. 

With  fome  remembraunce  of  her  grave, 

All  full  of  colour  flrange  and  coint, 

Shewing  her  end  with  the  pity 

Uncouth,  and  wondirfull  to  fight, 

In  fome  notable  old  city, 

Upon  the  quen'is  herfe  con  light. 

And  nigh  unto  an  highs  way. 

And  fong  full  low  and  foftily 

Where  every  wight  might  for  her  pray, 

Thre  fongis  in  her  harmony, 

And  for  all  hers  that  have  been  trew  : 

Unlettid  of  every  wight. 

And  even  with  that  flie  changid  hew. 

Til  at  the  laft  an  agid  knight, 

And  twifewifhid  after  the  deth, 

Which  femid  a  man  in  grete  thpught, 

'       And  fight,  and  thus  paffid  her  breth. 

Like  as  he  let  all  thing  at  nought, 

Then  faid  the  lordis  of  the  hofl, 

With  vifage  and  ein  al  forwept. 

And  fo  concludid  lefl  and  mofl. 

And  pale,  as  a  man  long  unflept; 

* 

That  they  would  in  houfis  of  thackc 

By  the  herfis  as  he  yftode 

Ther  livis  lede,  and  were  but  blacke. 

With  hafty  hondling  of  his  hode 

And  forfake  all  ther  plefaunces. 

Unto  a  prince  that  by  him  paft 

And  turne  all  joy  to  penaunces. 

Ymade  the  bridde  fomwhat  agafl:, 

And  here  the  ded  prince  to  the  barge, 

Wherefore  (he  rofe  and  left  her  fong, 

And  namid  them  fliould  have  the  charge  ; 

And  departed  from  us  among. 

And  to  the  herfe  where  lay  the  quene 

And  fpred  her  wingis  for  to  paffe 

The  remnaunt  went  and  doune  on  knene, 

By  the  place  where  he  entrid  was, 

Holding  ther  bonds,  on  high  con  crle, 

And  in  his  halt,  fhortly  to  tell. 

Mercy,  mercy  1  everich  thrie. 

Him  hurt,  that  backeward  downe  he  fell 

And  curfed  the  time  that  evir  flouth 

From  a  window  richly  ypeint 

Should  have  foche  maftirdome  of  trouth. 

With  lives  of  many  divers  feint. 

And  to  the  barge  a  longe  mile 

And  bet  his  wingis  and  bled  faft. 

They  bare  her  forth,  and  in  a  while 

And  of  the  hurt  thus  died  and  paft, 
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And  lay  there  well  an  hour  and  more, 

Till  at  the  laft  of  briddes  a  fcore 

Come  and  affemblid  at  the  place 

Where  the  window  ybrokin  was. 

And  niade  fwiche  wamentacioun 

That  pity  was  to  here  che  foun, 

And  the  warblis  of  ther  throtis 

And  the  complaint  of  ther  notis, 

Which  from  joy  clene  ywas  reverfed  ; 

And  of  them  one  the  glas  fone  perfcd, 

And  in  his  boke  of  colours  nine 

An  herbc  he  brought  floureleffe,  all  grenc, 

All  full  of  fmall  levis  and  plaine, 

Swart,  and  long  with  many  a  vaine, 

And  where  his  fellow  lay  this  dede 

This  herbe  he  down  laid  by  his  hede, 

And  dreffid  it  full  foftily, 

And  hong  his  bed  and  ftode  thereby, 

Which  herb  in  lefle  than  half  an  houre. 

Gan  oer  all  knit,  and  aftir  floure 

Full  out,  and  wexin  ripe  the  fede, 

And  right  as  one  anothir  fede 

Would,  in  his  beke  he  toke  the  gralnc. 

And  in  his  feilowes  beke  certaine 

It  put,  and  thus  within  the  third 

Up  ftode  and  prunid  him  the  bird 

Which  ded  had  be  in  all  our  fight, 

And  both  togithir  forth  ther  flight 

Toke,  fmging  from  us,  and  ther  leve 

Was  none  diflurb  'hem  would  ne  greve. 

yVnd  when  they  partid  were  and  gone 

Th'  abbeffe  the  fedis  fone  echone 

Gathirid  had,  and  in  her  hand 

The  herbe  fhe  toke,  well  avifand 

The  lefe,  the  fede,  the  flalke,  the  floure. 

And  faid  it  had  a  gode  favour, 

And  was  no  common  herb  to  find, 

And  well  approved  of  uncouth  kind, 

And  than  othir  more  vertuoufe  ; 

Who  fo  have  it  might  for  to  ufe 

In  his  nede  Howre,  or  lefe,  or  graine. 

Of  ther  hele  might  ybe  certaine  ; 

And  laid  it  dovs^ne  upon  the  herfe 

Wjiere  lay  the  quene,  and  gan  reherfe 

Echone  to'  othir  that  they  had  fene  ; 

And  taling  thus  the  fede  wex  grene, 

And  on  the  drie  herfe  gan  to  fpring, 

Which  me  thought  was  a  wondrous  thing. 

And  aftir  that  floure  and  new  fede, 

Of  which  the  peple  all  toke  hede. 

And  faid  it  was  fome  grete  miracle, 

Or  medicine  fine  more  than  triaclc. 

And  were  well  done  there  to  affay 

If  it  might  efe  in  any  way 

The  corfis,  which  withtorche  light 

They  wakid  had  there  all  that  night  : 

Sone  did  the  lordis  their  confent, 

And  all  the  peple'  thereto  content 

With  efie  words  and  litil  fare. 

And  made  the  quen'is  vifage  bars, 

Which  Ihewid  was  to  all  about, 

WJierefore  in  fwone  fell  whole  the  rout, 

And  were  fo  fory  mofl;  and  left 

That  long  of  weping  they  not  cell, 
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For  of  ther  lord  the  rememhraunce 

Unto  them  was  fuch  difplefauncc 

That  for  to  live  they  called  a  paine, 

So  were  they  very  true  and  plaine. 

And  afcer  this  the  gode  abbefle 

Of  the  graine  gan  to  chefe  and  drefle 

Thre,  with  her  fingirs  clene  and  fmale, 

And  in  the  quen'is  mouth  by  talc 

One  aftir  othir  efily 

She  put  'hem  and  full  conningly, 

Which  fhewid  fone  fuch  vertue 

That  previd  was  the  medi'clne  true. 

For  with  a  fmiling  countinaunce 

The  queue  uprofe,  and  of  ufaunce^ 

As  fhe  was  wont  to  every  wight, 

She  made  gode  chere,  for  whiche  fight 

The  peple  kneling  on  the  Jlnnes 

Thought  they  in  heven  tvere  fuule  and  bones  ; 

And  to  the  prince  where  he  ylay 

They  went  to  make  the  fame  affay. 

And  when  the  quene  it  undirftode, 

And  how  the  medicine  was  gode. 

She  prey  id  Ihe  might  have  the  graine&' 

To  relevin  him  from  the  paiues 

Which  fhe  and  he  had  both  endured. 

And  to  him  went  and  fo  him  cured, 

That  ftreight  within  a  litil  fpace 

Lufty  and  frefhe  on  live  he  was. 

And  in  gode  hele,  and  whole  of  fpech. 

And  lough,  and  faid,  Gramercy,  lech  ! 

For  which  the  joy  throughout  the  tov/n 

So  gret  was  that  the  bellis  fown 

Afraied  the  peple  a  journay 

About  the  citie  every  vi/ay, 

And'  come  and  alkid  caufe  and  why 

They  rongin  were  fo  flatily  ? 

And  aftir  that  the  quene  th'  abbeffe. 

Made  diligence  or  they  would  ccffe. 

Such  that  of  ladies  fone  a  rout 

Sewing  the  quene  was  all  about, 

And  called  by  name  echone  and  told. 

Was  none  forgettin  young  ne  old; 

There  mightin  men  fe  joyis  new 

Wiien  the  medicine  fine  and  trew 

Thus  reflorid  had  every  wight, 

So  well  the  quene  as  the  knight, 

Unto  full  perfit  joy  and  hele, 

That  fleting  they  were  in  fuch  wele 

As  folke  that  wouldin  in  no  wife 

Defire  more  parfit  paradlfc. 

And  thus  when  paffed  was  the  forow. 

With  mikil  joye  fone  on  the  morow 

The  king,  the  quene,  and  every  lord, 

With  all  the  ladies,  by'  one  accord 

rieldc  a  general!  affembly  : 

Gret  cry  was  made  through  the  country. 

The  which  aftir  as  ther  intent 

Was  turnid  to  a  pariiament. 

Where  was  ordainid  and  avifed 

Every  thing  andwel  devifed 

That  plefin  might  to  moll  and  left» 

And-there  concludid  was  the  fefh 

M'^ithin  the  yle  for  to  behold 

With  full  confeat  of  young  and  old. 
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All  in  the  lam6  wife  as  before, 

And  lough  and  fmiled,  and  faid,  Ywh 

As  thing  fhould  be  withoutin  more, 

That  was  in  doubt  in  fafety  is  ; 

And  thei  fliippid  and  thithir  went, 

And  commaundid  do  diligence, 

And  into  ilraunge  relmis  fent, 

And  fpare  for  neithif  gold  ne  fpence-. 

To  kingis,  quenes,  and  ducheffes, 

But  make  redy,  for  on  the  morow 

To  divers  princes  and  princeffcs. 

Yweddid,  with  Saint  John  to  borow. 

Of  ther  linage,  and  can  them  pray- 

He  would  ybe  withoutin  more. 

That  it  might  like  them  at  that  day 

And  let  them  wite  this  lefe  and  more. 

Df  mariage,  for  ther  dilport, 

The  morow  cdme,  and  the  fervice 

Come  fe  the  yle  and  them  difport, 

Of  mariage  in  fuch  a  wife 

Where  fliould  he  jouftis  and  turnaies* 

Yfaid  was,  that  with  more  honour 

And  armis  done  in  othir  waies, 

Was  nevir  prince  ne  conquerour 

Signifying  oer  all  the  day 

Ywedde,  ne  with  fuch  company 

Aftir  Aprilis  within  May, 

Of  gentilneffe  in  chivalry. 

And  was  avifed  that  ladies  tweine^ 

Ne  of  ladles  fo  grete  routs^ 

Of  gode  eftate  and  well  befcine, 

Ne  fo  befeen  as  all  about? 

With  certaine  knightis  and  fquiers, 

They  werin  there,  I  certifie 

And  of  the  quen'is  officers, 

You  on  my  life,  withoutin  lie. 

In  mannir  of  an  embaffadej 

And  tlie  feft  hold  was  in  tentis, 

With  certain  lettirs  cloied  and  made, 

As  to  tell  you  mine  entent  is, 

Should  take  the  barge  and  depart, 

In  a  rome  in  a  large  plaine. 

And  feke  my  lady  every  part 

Undir  a  wodc  in  a  champainCj 

Till  they  her  found  for  ally  thing 

Betwixt  a  rivir  and  a  well. 

Both  chargid  have  the  quene  and  king. 

Where  nevir  had  abbay  ne  fell 

And  as  ther  lady  and  rnaiilrcs 

Yben,  ne  kirke,  houfe,  ne  village/ 

Her  to  befeke  of  gentilnes 

In  time  of  any  man'is  age, 

At  the  day  there  for  to  yben. 

And  durid  thre  moniths  the  fell 

And  oftherrecommaund  the  quene,. 

In  one  eftate,  and  nevir  ceft 

And  prayis  fet  all  loves  to  haft, 

From  erlyrifing  of  the  fdnne 

For  but  fhe  come  all  woll  be  waft, 

Till  the  day  fpent  was  and  yronne 

And  the  feft  but  a  bufmeffe 

In  jufting,  dauncing,  luftineffe. 

Withoutin  joy  or  luftineffe, 

And  all  that  fowned  to  gentilneffe^ 

And  toke  them  tokins,  and  gode  fpede 

And  as  me  thought  the  fecond  morow, 

Praid  God  fend  'hem  aftir  ther  nede. 

Whan  endid  was  all  oldi  forow. 

Forth  went  the  ladies  and  the  knights, 

And  in  furety  every  wight 

And  were  out  fourtene  daics  and  nights, 

Had  with  his  lady  flept  a  night, 

And  brought  my  lady  in  ther  barge, 

The  prince,  the  quene,  and  all  the  reft, 

And  had  well  fped  and  done  ther  charge} 

Unto  my  lady  made  requeft. 

Whereof  the  quene  fo  herti'ly  glad 

And  her  befought  oftin  and  praied 

Was,  that  in  foth  fuch  joy  flie  had 

To  mewardes  to  be  well  apaied. 

Wiien  that  the  fhip  approchid  lond 

And  confidir  rnine  olde  trouth. 

That  flic  my  lady  on  the  fond 

And  on  my  painis  havin  routh, 

Met,  and  in  armis  fo  conftrairie. 

And  me  accept  to  her  fervife 

That  wondir  was  behold  them  twaine, 

In  fuch  forme  and  in  fuch  wife 

Which  to  my  dome  during  twelve  houres 

That  we  botli  mightln  be  as  one  ; 

Neithir  for  hete  ne  watry  thoures 

Thus  praied  the  quene  and  everichone  J 

Departid  not  no  company 

And  for  there  fhould  ne  be  no  nay 

Saving  themfelfe,  but  none  them  by, 

I'hey  ftihtin  jufting  all  a  day 

But  gave  them  layfour  at  ther  efe 

To  pray  my  lady,  and  requere 

To  reherhn  joy  and  difefe 

To  be  content  and  out  of  fere^ 

Aftir  the  plefure  arid  couragis 

And  with  gode  hert  make  frendly  chere, 

Of  ther  young  and  tendlr  agis  • 

And  faid  it  was  a  happy  yere  ; 

And  aftir  with  many  a  knight 

At  which  fne  fmiled,  and  faid,  Ywis 

Brought  thei  were  where  as  for  that  night 

I  trow  well  he  my  fervaunt  is. 

They  partid  not,  for  to  plefaunce 

And  would  my  \vclfare,  as  I  trift. 

Content  was  hert  and  countinaunce 

So  vvould  I  his,  and  would  he  wifh 

Both  of  the  quene  and  my  maiftreffe^ 

How  and  I  knewc  that  his  trouth 

This  was  that  night  ther  bufmefTe  ; 

Continue  v/ould  withoutin  ftouth. 

And  on  the  morow  with  huge  rowt 

And  be  fuch  as  ye  here  report, 

This  prince  of  lordis  him  about 

Reftraining  both  courage  and  fport, 

Come,  and  unto  my  lady  faid, 

t  couth  confent  at  your  requeft 

Of  her  comming  glad  and  well  paid 

To  be  ynamid  of  yourfeft. 

He  was,  and  full  right  conningly 

And  doin  aftir  your  ufaunce 

Her  thankid  and  full  hcrtily. 

In  obeying  of  your  plefaunce  : 

CHAUCER^ 

3     D  R  E  A  M  E.                               •            4^j 

At  your  rcqueft  this  I  confent, 

Some  like  bittin,  fome  hurt  with  fhot. 

To  plefin  you  in  your  entent, 

And  as  my  dreme  femed  that  was  not. 

And  eke  the  fovoraine  above, 

And  when  I  wake  and  knew  the  trouth^ 

Commandid  hath  me  for  to  love, 

And  ye  had  feen,  of  very  routh 

And  before  othir  liim  prefer. 

I  trow  ye  would  have  wept  a  weke. 

Againfl:  which  prince  may  be  no  wer, 

For  nevir  man  yet  halfe  fo  feke 

For  his  powir  ovir  all  raigncth. 

Iwent  efcapid  with  the  life, 

That  othir  would  for  nought  him  paineth  ; 

And  was  for  fault  that  fvvord  ne  knife 

And  fith  his  will  and  yours  is  one 

I  nnd  ne  might  my  life  t'  abridge, 

Contrary  in  me  fhall  be  none  : 

Ne  thing  tliat  kervid  ne  had  edge. 

Tho  (as  me  thoughtin)  the  promelfe 

Wherewith  I  might  my  wofuU  pains 

Of  marriage  before  the  mefe 

Have  voidid  with  bleding  of  vains. 

Defirid  was  of  every  wight 

liO,  here  my  bliffe  !  lo,  heremypaine! 

To  be  madin  the  fame  night. 

Which  to  my  lady'  I  do  complaine. 

To  put  away  all  manir  dowbts 

And  grace  and  mercy  her  rec^uere 

Of  evi2ry  wight  thereabouts  ; 

To  end  my  wo  and  bufie  fere. 

And  fo  was  do  :   and  on  the  niorow, 

And  me  accept  to  her  fervife, 

When  every  thought  and  every  forrow 

And  to  her  fervice  in  fuch  wife. 

Diflodgid  v.'as  out  of  mine  hert. 

That  of  my  Dreme  the  fubftaunce 

With  every  wo  and  every  fmert, 

Might  turnin  once  to  cognifauncCj 

Unto  a  tent  prince  and  princes 

And  coguifaunce  to  very  preve. 

Me  thought  brought  me  and  my  maiflres, 

By  full  confent  and  by  gode  leve  ; 

And  fuid  we  wcrin  at  full  age 

Or  els  v.'ithoutin  more  I  pray 

There  to  conclude  our  marriage^ 

That  this  fame  night  or  it  be  day 

With  ladies,  knightis,  and  fquiers, 

I  mote  unto  ray  Dreme  retourne, 

And  a  gret  hofl  of  miniftci-s, 

And  Ileping  fo  forthe  aie  fojourne 

With  inflrumcnts  and  founes  diverfcy 

Aboutin  the  yle  cvf  plefaunce 

That  long  werin  here  to  reherfe; 

Undir  my  ladle's  obeifaunce, 

Which  tent  was  church  paiochiall. 

In  her  fervice,  and  in  fuch  wife 

Ordaint  was  in  efpeciall 

As  it  plefe  her  may  to  devife. 

For  tb.e  feft  and  for  the  facre, 

And  grace  onis  to  be  accept 

Where  archbifliop  and  archdiacre                       , 

Like  as  I  dremid  when  I  flepf. 

Yfongin  full  out  the  fervife                                 j 

And  dure  a  thoufand  yere  and  teii 

Aftir  the  cuftome  and  the  gulfe                         i 

In  her  gode  will.  Amen,  Amen  I 

Andholie  church'is  ordinaunce  :                     '    ' 

And  aftir  that  to  dine  and  dauncc 

l'envoy. 

Brought  v/ere  we,  and  to  divers  pla:ies, 
And  for  our  fpede  ech  wight  praies,                    \ 
And  merry  was  both  moft  and  left,                       1 
And  fald  amendid  was  the  feft,                               ' 

Fairift  of  faire,  and  godelyift  on  live! 
All  my  fecre  to  you  I  plaine  and  flirive. 
Requiring  grace,  and  of  my  fore  complaint 
To  be  be  helid  or  martirid  as  a  faint. 
For  by  my  trouth  I  fwere,  and  by  this  boke. 
Ye  rnay  both  hele  and  lie  me  with  a  loke. 

And  were  right  glad  lady  and  lord 
Of  the  marriage  and  th'  accord. 
And  wiihid  us  hert'is  plefaunce-. 

Go  forth,  mine  owne  true  hert  innocent. 

In  joy  and  hele  contiduaunce. 
And  to  the  minftrils  made  requefl: 
That  in  cncreiing  of  the  feft 
They  wouldin  toudun  ther  cordis. 
And  with  fome  new  joycuxaccordis- 
Ymove  the  pcple  to  gladneffe. 
And  praidin  of  all  gentilneffe 

And  with  humbleneffe  do  thine  obfervaunce. 

And  to  thy  lady  on  thy  knees prefent 

Thy  fervice  new,  and  think  howgrete  plefaunce 

Tt  is  to  live  undir  the  obeifaunce 

Of  her  v/hich  that  may  with  her  lokis  foft 
Give  the  the  Wiffe  that  thou  defirift  oft. 

Be  diligent,  awake,  obey,  and  drede. 
And  be  not  wild  of  thy  countinaunce. 

Ech  to  painin  them  for  the  day 
To  fhew  his  cunning  and  his  play  : 

But  meke  and  glad,  and  tliy  nature  yfcde 
To  do  ech  thing  that  may  her  doe  plefaunce  ; 
When  thou  ftalt  flepe  have  aie  in  remembraunce 
Th'  image  of  her  v>'hich  may  with  lokis  foft 
Give  the  the  bliffe  that  thou  defirift  oft. 

Tho  began  fownis  merveious, 

Entunid  with  accords  joyous, 
Pvound  about  and  in  all  the  tents, 

With  thoufandis  of  inftruments, 

That  every  wight  to  daunce  them  pained  ;- 

To  be  merry  was  none  that  fayned  ; 

Which  fown€  me  troublidin  my  flepe, 

That  fro  my  bed  anone  I  lepe, 

Wening  to  have  be  at  the  feft, 

■But  when  I  woke  all  was  yfeft. 

And  if  fo  be  that  thou  her  name  find 

Writtin  in  bi^ke,  or  ellis  upon  wall, 

Lokc  that  thou  do,  as  fervaunt  true  and  kind. 

Thine  obeifaunce  as  flie  were  therewithal! : 

Fayning  in  love  is  breding  of  a  fall. 
From  the  grace  of  her  whole  lokis  foft 

For  therii  n'as  lady  ne  creture. 

May  give  the  blilTe  that  thou  defirift  oft. 

Ye  which  that  this  ballade  yredin  fnall 

I  pray  you  that  you  kepc  you  fro  the  fa.lL, 

Save  on  the  wa.ls  old  portraiteur^ 
Of  horfmen,  hauki:s  and  houndis-, 
And  hwrt  derc  all  full  <wouudis,, 
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X  HAVE  grete  wonder,  by  this  lights 
How  that  I  lyve,  for  day  ne  night 
I  maye  not  flepin  welny  nought ; 
I  have  fo  many'  an  ydle  thought. 
Purely  for  the  defaute  of  flepe, 
That  by  my  trouth  I  take  no  kepe 
Of  nothing  howe  it  cometh  or  gothc, 
Ne  me  n'ys  nothing  lefe  nor  lothe; 
Al  is  iliche  gods  to  me 
Joye  or  forowe  where  fo  it  be, 
For  I  have  felinge  in  nothing, 
But  as  it  were  a  mafid  thing 
Al  day  in  pointe  to  fall  adoun, 
For  forowful  ymaginacioun 
Is  alway  wholy  in  my  minde. 

And  well  ye  wote  that  againfte  kinde 
It  were  to  livin  in  this  wife, 
For  nature  ne  wolde  not  fuffife 
Unto  none  erthy  creature 
Not  longe  tyme  to  endure 
Withoutin  flepe  and  be  in  forowe, 
And  I  ne  may  ne  night  ne  morowc 
Slepin,  and  this  melancolye 
And  drede  I  havin  for  to  die  ; 
Defaute  of  flepe  add  hevineflfe 
Hath  flaine  my  fpirite  of  quicknefle. 
That  I  have  loft  al  luftihed  ; 
Soche  fantafies  ben  in  mine  hed 
So  I  n'ot  what  is  beft;  to  do  : 
But  men  might  alkiu  me  whi  fo 
I  may  not  flepe,  and  what  me  is  ? 

But  natheles  who  alkith  thys 
Lefeth  his  afkyng  trewily  ; 
My  felvin  can  riot  telling  why 
The  fothe,  but  trewly,  as  I  geffe, 
I  holde  it  be  a  fikeneffe 

*  By 'lie  perfon  of  a  mourning  knipUt  fitting  under 
an  oak,  is  meant  John  of  Gaunt,  Duke  of  Lancafter, 
greatly  lamenting  the  deth  of  one  whom  be  entirely  lo- 
ved, fuppofed  to  "he  Blanch  the  Dutehefs,  Urry. 


That  I  have  fuffrid  this  eyght  yere," 

And  yet  my  bote  is  ner  the  nere, 

For  there  is  phiCcien  but  one 

That  may  me  hele  ;  but  that  is  done  ; 

Paflin  we  ovir  until  efte  ; 

That  wil  not  be  mote  nedes  be  lefte  % 

Our  firft  matir  is  gode  to  kepe. 

So  whan  fawe  I  might  not  flepe 
Til  now  of  late  this  othir  night 
Upon  my  bedde  I  fate  upright, 
And  bade  one  rechhi  me  a  boke, 
A  romaunce  and  it  me  toke 
To  rede,  and  drive  the  night  awa}' ; 
For  why  ?  me  thought  it  betir  play 
Than  play  either  at  chefle  or  tables. 

And  in  this  boke  were  writtin  fables 
That  clerkis  had  in  olde  time 
And  other  poetes  put  in  rhime 
To  rede,  and  for  to  be  in  minde. 
While  men  lovid  t  he  lawe  of  kinde  : 
This  boke  ne  fpake  but  of  foche  thinges 
Of  quenis  livis  and  of  kinges, 
And  many  othir  thingis  fmale  ; 
Amonge  al  this  I  fond  a  tale 
Whiche  that  me  thought  a  wondir  thing. 

This  was  the  tale.  There  was  a  king 
That  bight  Ceix,  and  had  a  wife 
The  beft  that  mightin  berin  lyfe. 
And  this  quene  bight  Alcyone  ; 
So  it  befil  thereaftir  fone 
This  king  wol  wendin  ovir  fe  : 
To  telHn  ftiortly  whan  that  he 
Was  in  the  fe  thus  in  this  wife 
Soche  a  tempeft  began  to  ryfc 
That  brake  ther  mafte  and  made  it  fal. 
And  clefte  ther  fliip  and  dreint  'hem  al. 
That  nevir  was  founde,  as  it  telles 
Ne  horde  ne  man,  ne  nothing  elles : 
Right  thus  this  king  ylofte  his  life.  ° 

Nowe  for  to  fpekin  of  his  wife. 
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This  ladie  that  was  lefte  &i  home 

Hath  wondir  that  the  kinge  ne  come 

Home,  for  it  was  a  longe  terme; 

Anone  her  herte  began  to  yerne, 

And  for  that  her  thought  evirmo 

It  was  not  wele,  her  thoughtin  fo, 

She  longid  fo  aftir  the  king, 

That  certes  it  were  a  pitous  thing 

To  tell  her  hcrtely  forowfiil  lyfe 

Whiche  that  ihe  had  this  noble  wife, 

For  him  file  lovid  aldirbeft  ; 

Anon  fhe  fent  both  eft  and  weft 

To  feke  him  but  they  founde  him  nought, 

Alas  (quod  ihe)  that  I  was  wrought  i 
And  where  my  lorde  my  love  be  ded 
Certis  I  n'yl  nevir  ete  bred, 
I  make  a  vowe  to  my  God  here, 
But  I  mowe  of  my  lorde  here. 

Soch  forowe  this  lady  to  her  toke, 
That  trewly  I,  that  made  this  hoke, 
Yhad  foche  pite  and  foche  routhe 
To  rede  her  forowe,  that  by  my  trouthe 
1  farid  the  worfe  al  the  morowe 
Aftir  to  thinkin  on  her  forowe. 

So  whan  that  fhe  coude  here  no  words 
That  Ko  man  myghtin  finde  her  lorde 
Ful  ofte  ftie  fwouned,  and  faide  Alas  1  • 
For  forow  ful  nigh  wode  ftie  was, 
Ne  Ihe  ne  coude  no  rede  but  one. 
But  downe  on  knees  fhe  Cite,  anone 
And  wept,  that  pitie  was  to  here. 

A  !  mercy,  my  fwete  lady  dere  ! 
Quod  fhe  to  Juno,  her  goddeffe, 
Helpith  me  out  of  this  diftrefle, 
Andyeveme  grace  my  lorde  to  fc 
Sone,  or  to  wete  where  fo  he  be. 
Or  howe  he  fareth,  or  in  what  wife. 
And  I  Ihal  make  you  facrifice, 
And  wholly  yours  become  I  flial. 
With  gode  wil,body,  herte,  and  al ; 
And  but  thou  woke  this,  lady  fwete 
Sendin  me  grace  to  flepe,  and  mete 
In  my  flepe  fome  certaine  fv/evin 
Where  through  that  I  may  knowe  evin 
Whethir  my  lorde  he  quicke  or  ded 

With  thatwordeflie  hinge  down  thehed. 
And  fel  in  a  fwonne  as  colde  as  ftone  ; 
Her  women  caught  her  up  anone, 
And  broughtin  her  in  bed  al  naked, 
And  fhe  for  wepid  and  forwaked 
Was  wery,  and  thus  the  ded  flepe 
Yfel  on  her  or  flie  toke  kepe, 
Through  Juno  that  had  herde  her  bone. 
That  madin  her  to  flepe  fone  ; 
For  as  fhe  praide  right  fo  was  don 
In  dede,  for  Juno  right  anon 
Ycallid  thus  her  meffangere 
To  do'  her  eraunde,  and  he  come  nere  : 
Whan  he  was  come  fhe  bad  him  thus; 

Go  bet  (quod  Juno)  to  Morpheus, 
Thou  knoweft  him  wel,  the  god  of  Slepe  ; 
Nowe  underftande  wel,  and  take  kepe, 
Say  thus  on  my  behalfe,  that  he 
Go  faft  into  the  greti  fe, 
Vol.  I, 


And  bid  him  that  on  alle  thinge 
He  take  up  Ceix  body  the  kinge, 
That  lieth  ful  pale  and  nothinge  rody ; 
Byd  him  crepin  into  the  body. 
And  do  it  gone  to  Alcyone 
The  queue,  there  file  lyith  alone, 
And  Ihewe  her  fliortely'  it  is  no  nay 
Howe  it  was  dreint  this  othir  day, 
And  do  the  bodyfpeke  right  fo 
Right  as  it  was  wonnid  to  do 
The  whilis  that  it  was  alyve  : 
Goith  nowe  faft,  andhye  theblive. 

This  mefianger  toke  leve  and  went 
Upon  his  way,  and  nevre'  he  ftente 
Tyl  Jie  came  to  the  darke  valcy 
That  ftante  betwixt  in  rokis  twey. 
There  nevir  yet  grewe  corne  ne  gras, 
Ne  tre,  ne  nothing  that  ought  was, 
Ne  heft  ne  man,  ne  nothing  elles. 
Save  that  there  werin  a  fewe  welles 
Came  renning  fro  the  clyfTes  adowns 
That  made  a  dedly  flepinge  16wne, 
And  rennin  downe  right  by  a  cave 
That  was  undir  a  rocke  ygrave 
Amyd  the  valey  wondir  depe 
There  as  thefe  goddis  lay  allepe, 
Morpheus  and  Eclympafteyre, 
7'hat  was  the  god  of  Slep'is  heire. 
That  flepte  and  did  none  othir  weike. 

Tiiis  cave  ywas  alfo  as  derke 
As  hel  pitte  ;  ovir  all  aboute 
They  had  gode  leyfire  for  to  route 
To  vye  vi'ho  mightin  flepe  beft ; 
Some  hinge  ther  chinne  upon  ther  breft. 
And  flepte  upright  ther  hed  yhed, 
And  fome  lay  nakid  in  ther  bed. 
And  fleptin  whiles  their  dayis  iaft. 

This  meffaunger  come  renning  faft. 
And  cried,  Ho,  ho  !  awake  anone  ! 
It  was  for  naught ;  there  herde  him  none; 
Awake,  (quod  he)  who  lyith  there  ? 
And  blewe  his  home  right  in  ther  ere. 
And  cried  Awakith  !  wondir  hie. 

This  god  of  Slepe  with  his  one  eye 
Caft  up,  and  afked  Who  clepith  there  ? 
It  am  I,  (quod  this  meffangere) 
Juno  bade  that  thou  fliouldift  gone, 
And  toldin  him  what  he  fhould  done 
As  I  have  tolde  you  here  before. 
It  is  no  nede  reherfe  it  more, 
And  wente  his  way  whan  he  had  faide, 
Anone  this  god  of  Slepe  abraide 
Out  of  his  flepe  and  gan  to  go. 
And  did  as  he  had  bidde  him  do ; 
He  toke  up  the  ded  body  fone, 
And  bare  it  forthe  to  Alcyone  ^ 

His  wife,  the  queue,  there  as  fhe  lay, 
Right  even  a  quartir  before  day. 
And  ftode  right  at  her  bcdd'is  fete,      ' 
And  callid  her  right  as  flie  hete- 
By  name,  and  faid  ;  My  fwete  wife  '. 
Awake,  let  be  younforowful  lyfe', 
For  in  your  forow  there  lyth  no  rede, 
For  certes,  fwet';  love  !  I  am  but  dede  5 
H  h 
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Ve  fliall  me  ner  on  lyve  yfe  : 

But,  gode  fwete  herte  !  I  praye  that  ye 

Bury  my  body ;  foche  a  tide 

Ye  mowe  it  finde  the  fe  befide  : 

And  farewel  fwete  !  my  world'i^bliffi; ! 

Jtpray  that  God  your  forowe  lyffe  : 

To  lytel  whilccjurblifTe  yTafleth. 

With  that  her  eyin  up  Ihe  cafteth^. 
And  fuwe  naught.  Alas!  for  forowe 
She  died  witlun  the  ihirde  morovve. 

But  what  Ihe  faid  more  in  that  fwewe- 
I-may  nat  teUin  you  as  nawe  ;. 
It  were  to  lorJg^  for  tctdwel :: 
My  firll  matere  I'wilyou  tel 
Whejforc  I  have  ytolde this  shingc 
Of  Alcyone  and  Gfix  the  kingc. 

For  tliismc-the  dare  I  fiyin  well,. 
1  had  be  dolvin  eveiidelj. 
And  ded,  right  through  defaute  of  ficp«j. 
"^S I  nc  had  red^and-taice  kep« 
Of  this  ilke  tale  next  before, 
And  !•  wil  telliivyou^>wher£orej 
For  I  ne  niight  f«r  bote  n&bale' 
Slepiu  or  I' had  redde  this  tale 
Of  this  y-drelnte  Ceix  the  kingCj- 
And  ()i  the  goddis.sf  Slepinge, 

Whan  1  had  red  this  tal<;,\vele-j 
And  ovirjoked  itsveridele, 
Me  thought  vrhndir  if  it  were  fo,- 
For  I  had  ner  hcrd«  fpekeor  tha- 
Qf  no  goddid  that  couldin  make 
Men  for  to  flepe^ne  for  to  vvake,- 
And  I  ne  knewe  ner  God  but  one^^ 
And  in  my-<game  I  faid  anone,. 
(And  yet  me  lyll  right  il  to  pley) 
Rather  than  that  I  ihuldin  d«y 
Thorough  cefaute  of  fl;.'pipge  ihus- 
5' woldin  gyvc-thilke  Morpheus, 
Or  tliat  goJdelTe  hight  Dame  Juno, 
Of  feme  wight  els;  l-ne  ro^jght.wha,^ 
To  make  me  llcpc  and  lia.ve  fome  relt' 
I  will  give  him  the  althir.befb 
Ycfte  that  cr  h.c  abode' his  lyve 
And  hcieonw-arde  right  now*'  as  blyvCj, 
If  he  woU  ii':"ukt  me  llcpe  a  lite, 
Of  downc  of  pure  dcwis  tthitc 
]  vi'ol  yeve  liini  a-fethiv  b•t^d 
Rayid  with  g'wld,  and  riglit  wel  clcd 
In  line  blacke  fattin  doutrerrfere. 
And  many'  a  pilowe',  and  CTery  bci'S 
Hit  clothe  of'"R-aincsto  fiepe  on  fofte,. 
Ilim  thare  not  jiede  toturnin  ofte; 
And  I  wol  yeve  him  al  (hat  faUes- 
To  his  chambre  snd  to  hi^hallcsj 
"fSvol  do  paintc  'hem  with  puregoldcj. 
Andtapite  'hem  ful  manyfoiJe; 
■9f  one  lute  liib  fhal  he  yhave, 
ti'  that  I  wifte  where  v.rerc  hjsc-ave^ 
'if  he  tan  makcme  flepin  fone, 
As  did  the  goddeife  Qaene  Alcyone.;. 
And  thus  this.  /Ike  god  Morpheus 
May  winnin  of  me  mo  fees  thus  . 
Than  er  he  wanne  ;  and  to  Jjuno 
Th-dt  'is  hb  goddelTc  I  SMI  fodoj. 


I  trowe  that  fhe  flial  holdc  licr'  paidSS, 
1  had  unnet-h  that  worde  ifaide, 

■  Right  thus  as  I  have  toldin  you, 
Than  fodeinly,  I  ne  wifte  howc,. 
.Soche  a^lufte  anone  me  ytoke 

To  flepe,_that  right  upoamy  bokfe: 

■  I  felaflepe,  and  therwith  even 
Me  mette  fo  inl)^  foehe  a  fwcven, 
So  wondirfuU,  that  nevir-  yet^ 

I  trowe  no  msB  ne  had  the  wit 
To  connin  wel  my  fwevin  rede. 

No,  nought  Jofcph  withoutin  drede" 
Of  Egypt:,  he  w4iich  that  rad  fo 
The  king'is  metingc  Pharao, 

■  No  more  than  coude  the  lefte  of  us, 

Ne  nat  fcarfly  Macrobeus, 
He  that  wrote  al  the'  avifion 
t,  Whiche  that  he  met  Kinge  Scipion, 
,  The  noble  man;  the  AfFrican, 
,  Soche  mervaillis  fortunid  than 
'  I  trowe,  arede  my  drcmis  even  j 
;  IjO  !  thus  vt' was»  this  was  my  fvveven  t 

Me  thoughtin  tb'j«,  that  it  was  Maye^ 
And  in  the  dawning  there  Hay 
,  Me  met  thus  in  my  bed  al  naked, 
.  And  lokid  forthe,  for  I  was  waked 
With  fmale  foulisa  gret  hepe, 
,  That  had  afraied  me'  out  of  my  flepe 
Through  noife  and  fwetnefiJe  of  ther  fonge  ^ 
And  as  me  met^they  fate  amonge 
Upon  my  chambre  rorfe.without^ 
Upon  the  tyles  cfvre'  al  about j 
And  evcriche  fonge  in  his  wile 
The  mofte  fwete  and  folempne  ferviic  ^ 
By  note  that  evir  man  I  trowe 
Had  herdc,  for  fome  of  lienr  fonge  lowcj. 
Some  high,  and  al  of  one  accorde  : 
To  tellin  fhortly,  at  o  wortde,- 
Was  nevir  herde  fo  fwete  afleven^ 
But  it  had  be  a^thinge  sf  heven,. 
So  merie'  a  fowne,  fo  fwete  entunes. 
That  certis  for  the  towne  of  Tewnes 
I  n"olde  but  I  had  herde  'hem  fmge,. 
For  al  my  chambre  gan  to  ringe 
Through  finging  of  thcr  harmony. 
For  inftrjamcut  nor-  melody 
Was  no  wherxi  herde  yet  halfe  fo  fwete,. 
Nor  of  acorde  halfe  fo  mete, 
For  there  v/as  none  of  'hem  that  fained 
To  linge,  for  eche  of  'hem  Um  pained 
To  finde  out  many  crafty,  notes, 
They  ne  yfparid  nat  ther.throtes.;. 
And,  foth  tvfainf , my  chambre. was 
^ul  wel  depaintid,  and  with  glas_ 
Were  a!  the  wiadowes  \vd  ygjafed- 
Ful  clere,  and  nat  an  hole  ycrafed^, 
,  That  to  beholde  it  was  grete  ioy, 
.  For  wholly  al  the  ftory'-of  'Froy 
.  Was  in  the  glaifinge  ywrought  thu?, 
;l  Of  Heiftor  and  Kinge  PriamuSj 
'  Achilles  asid  Kinge  Lamedon 
And  eke  Medea  and  Jalbn, 
Of  Paris,  Heleine  and  Lavlne  ;. 
AE<i.alLthfr  walles  with  colours'fmc' 
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Were  pamtid,  bothe  tcxte  and  glofe, 
And  alThe  Romaunte  of  the  Rofe  : 
My  wyndowes  werin  ftet  ech  one, 
And  through  the  glaffe  the  funne  yfhone 
Upon  my  bed  with  bright  btmis< 
With  many  glad  gildy  ilremis  ; 
And  eke  the  tvelkin  was  fo  faire, 
Blewe,  bright,  and  clerc,  ywas  the  ayre. 
And  ful  aitempre',  in  fothe  it  was, 
For  neithir  colde  ne  bote  it  n'a?, 
Ne'  in  al  the  welkin  was  no  clowde. 

And  as  1  lay  thus,  wondir  lowde 
Mc  thought  I  herde  an  huntir  blowe 
T'  affay  his  gret  borne,  and  to  knowe 
Whethre'  it  was  clere  or  horfc  of  fowne ; 

And  I  herde  goynge  up  and  downe 
Men,  borfis,  Iwimdes,  and  othir  thinge. 
And  al  men  fpekin  of  himtinge, 
Howthey  wolde  lie  the  harte  with  ftrength, 
And  how  the  harte  had  upon  length 
So  moche  enbofed,  I  n'ot  nowe  what. 

Anon  right  whan  I  herdin  that, 
How  that  thc^"^  wolde  on  huntinge  gone^ 
I  was  right  glad,  and  up  anonc 
1  toke  my  horfe,  and  forth  1  wente 
Out  of  chambre  ;  I  nevir  ftente 
Tyl  I  come  to  the  fcldc  withoutj         • 
There  ovirtoke  I  a  grete  rout 
Of  huntirs  and  of  forefters. 
And  many  relaies  and  limers, 
That  hied  'heni  to  the  foreft  faftj 
And  I  with  'hem  3  fo  at  the  lafl: 
1  allcid  one  lad,  a  lymcre. 
Say,  felowe,  who  fbal  huntin  here  ? 
(Quod  I)  and  he  anfvvered  ayen, 
Sir,  the  Emperour  Ocftoriyen, 
(Quod  he)  and  he  is  here  fade  by. 

A  goddcs  halfe,  in  go'de  tyme,  (q,pod  I) 
Than  go  we  faft,  and  gan  to  ride  : 
Whan  we  come  to  the  foreft  fide 
Every  man  ydyd  right  fone 
As  unto  huntinge  fel  to  done. 

The  maiSir  hunte  anone  fote  bote 
With  his  clere  home  yblewe  tbremofe 
At  the  uncoupllnge  of  bis  houndis. 
Within  awhile  the  barte  founde  is  : 
1  halcwed  and  rechafid  faft 
A  longe  time  :  and  fo  at  the  lafl: 
This  harte  rotifid  and  ftak  away 
Fro  al  the  houndes  a  privy  way. 

The  houndes  had  ovirihct  him  all, 
And  were  on  a  defaulte  yfal, 
Therwkh  the  hont  fall  wondir  faft  , 
Yblewe  a  forloyn  at  the  lafte  : 
1  was  go  walkid  fro  my  tre, 
And  as  I  went  there  came  by  me^ 
A  whelpe,  that  fawned  me  as  I  rtodt:>, 
That  had  folowed  and  coude  no  godcj 
It  came  and  creptc  to  me  ao  lowe, 
Right  as  it  had  me.  wele  yknowe, 
Helde  down  bis- bed  and  joyned  his  ercs, 
And  laide  al  fmotbc  adowne  his  heres. 

I  wokie  have  caught  it  up  anone  j 
It  iled,  and  was  fro  mc  ygonc  ; 


As  !  folowed  and  it  forth  went, 

Downe  by  a  floury  grene  it  went 

Ful  thick  of  graffe  ful  fofte  and  fwcte. 

With  flouris  fele  fare  undir  fete, 

And  lyti!  ufed,  it  femid  thus. 

For  bothe  Flora  and  Zepbyr'us, 

They  tv/o  that  makin  flouris  growe. 

Had  made  ther  dwelling  there  I  trowe^ 

For  it  was  on  for  to  bebolde 

As  though  the  erthe  there  envye  wolds 

To  be  gayirthan  is  the  heven. 

To  bavin  mo  flouris  foche  fcven 

As  in  the  welkin  fl:erris  be. 

It  had  forget  the  povirte 

Of  Wintir,  through  his  colde  morowe? 

That  made  it  fuffre,  and  his  forowes 

All  was  forieten,  and  that  v^-as  fene. 

For  all  the  wode  was  woxin  grene, 

Swetneffe  of  dewe  had  made  it  waxe,. 

It  is  no  nede  eke  for  to  axe 
Where  there  wef  e  many  grene  greves^ 
Or  thicke  of  trees  fo  ful  of  leves. 
And  every  tree  ftode  by  biiii  felvs 
Fro  othir  wel  ten  fote  or  twelve, 
So  grete  trees  and  fo  huge  of  ftrengtb. 
Of  fourty'  or  fifthy  fadome  length. 
All  cletie  virithoutin  bfiv/c  or  fticke. 
With  croppis  brode,  and  eke  is  thicke; 
They  werin  not  an  ynche  afonder. 
That  it  was  fhadde  ovir  all  under ; 
And  many'  an  hart  and  many'  ^nhinda 
Was  both  before  me'  and  behinde, 
Of  fawnis,  foxvirs,  buckis,-  does. 
Was  ful  the  -^Ifodde,  and  m£<ny  roesj 
And  many  fquirrilis,  that  fete 
Ful  high  Upon  the  trees  rfrid  ete. 
And  in  thef  mahir  madin  fefles  : 
Shortly,  it  was  fo  ful  of  beftes 
'i'hat  though  Argus  the  noSle  ccrtrntoU-t" 
Yfate  to  rckiri  in  his  cotintouf. 
And  rekin  with  his  figures  teti. 
For  by  tho  figures  ne'wd  al  keri 
if  they  be  crafty,  reken  and  nombre, 
And  tel  of  every  thing  the  nombre, 
Yet  fhulde  he  faile  tojrekin  even 
The  winders  me  mfet  in  my  fweven  : 
But  forthe  I  romcd  right  wondir  fafle 
Downe  through  the  wode ;  fo  at  the  laffler 
I  was  ^'^a^e  of  a  man  in  blacke. 
That  fate,  and  had  yturned  his  backe 
Unto  an  ooke  and  huge  tre  ; 
I;ord  1  fho  thought  I,  wh6  rhay  that  be  I 
What  eylith  him  to  fittin  here  ? 
And  anon  jfight  I  went  him  here; 
Than  founde  1  ihte  evin  upright 
A  Wondir  faire  we Ifaririg  knight, 
By  the  manir  me  thougbtin  f6 
Ofgodc  niokii,  right  ycnge  thcrto, 
Of  ihc'  age  of  foure-and-twenty  Jefej 
Upon  his  bcrde  but  litil  hc'rey 
And  he  was  clutlild  al  in  blacke ; 
J  ftalkid  cvtn  unto  his  backe ; 
And  there  I  fl ode  as  ftll  -in  ought. 
The  fothc  tafay  he  faw  me  nongUt  J 
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For  why  ?  he  hinge  his  hed  adowne, 
And  with  a  dedly  forowful  fowne 
He  made  of  rime  ten  verfes  or  twelve 
Of  a  complainte  unto  himfelve, 
The  mofte  pite  and  the  moft  routhe 
That  evir  1  herde,  for  by  trouthe 
It  was  grete  wondir  that  Nature 
Might  fuflre  any  creature 
To  have  foche  forow'  and  he  not  dcd  ; 
Ful  pitous  pale,  and  nothing  red, 
He  faid  a  lay,  a  manir  fonge, 
Withoutia  note,  withoutin  fonge. 
And  was  this,  for  ful  wel  I  can 
Rcherfe  it ;  right  thus  it  began  : 

I  have  of  forrowe  fo  giete  wone, 
That  joye  ne  get  I  nevir  none, 
Nowe  that  I  fe  my  lady  bright, 
Which  1  have  loved  with  all  my  might. 
Is  fro  me  ded,  and  is  agone, 
And  thus  in  forowe'  lefte  me  alone  : 
Alas  !  o  Dethe  !  what  eylith  the 
That  thou  n'oldifl  have  takin  me 
Whan  that  thou  toke  my  lady  fvvete  ? 
Of  all  godenes  (he  had  none  mete. 
That  was  fo  faire,  fo  frefhe,  fo  fre, 
So  gode,  that  men  may  wel  yfe. 

Whan  he  had  made  thus  his  complainte 
His  forowful  hert  gan  fafl  fainte, 
And  his  fpiritis  wexin  dede, 
The  blode  was  fledde  for  pure  drede 
Downe  to  his  herte  to  makin  him  warme, 
For  wel  it  feled  the  herte  had  harme, 
To  wete  eke  why  it  was  adradde. 
By  kinde,  and  for  to  make  it  gladde, 
For  it  is  membre  principal 
Of  the  body,  and  that  made  al 
His  hewe  ychaunge,  and  wexin  grene 
And  pale  for  there  no  blode  is  fene 
Within  no  manir  lynime  of  his. 

Anon  therwith,  whan  I  fawe  this, 
FIc  farde  thus  yvil  there  he  fete, 
1  went  and  ftode  right  at  his  fete. 
And  grette  him,  but  he  fpake  right  nought 
But  arguid  with  his  owne  thought, 
And  in  hiswitte  difputid  fade 
Bothe  why  and  howc  his  lyfe  might  lafle. 
Him  thought  his forowes  were  fo  fmerte, 
And  lay  fo  colde  upon  his  herte. 

So  through  his  forowe'  and  holy  thought 
Made  him  that  he  ne  herde  me  nought. 
For  he  had  welnye  lofb  his  niinde. 
Though  Pan,  that  men  clcpc  god  of  Kinde 
Were  for  his  forowes  ner  fo  wrothe. 

But  at  the  laft,  to  faine  right  fothe, 
He  was  ware  of  me  howe  1  ftode 
Before  him  and  did  of  ray  hode, 
And  had  gret  him  as  I  b^fi  coude 
Debonairly  and  nothing  loude ; 
He  faid,  I  pray  the  be  not  wrothe, 
I  hejde  the  not,  to  faine  the  fothe, 
Ne  T  fawe  the  not,  Sir,  truely. 

Ah,  gode  Sir  !  tho  no  force  (quod  I) 
lam  right  fory'  if  I  have  ought 
Difl.roublid  you  out  of  your  thought  j 


Forieve  me  if  I  have  mylTetake- 

Yes,  the  amendes  is  light  to  make:^ 
(Quod  he)  for  there  hthe  non  therto  ; 
There  is  nothing  miffaide  nor  do. 

Lo  howe  godely  jfpake  this  knight^ 
As  it  had  be  anothir  wight. 
And  made  it  neithir  tough  ne  queint  ? 
And  I  fawe  that,  and  gan  me'  aqueint 
With  him,  and  founde  him  fo  tretable. 
Right  wondirikylful  and  refo'nable, 
As  me  thoughtin,  for  all  his  bale. 
Anon  right  I  gan  finde  a  tale 
To  him,  to  loke  where  1  might  ought 
Have  more  knowleging  of  his  thought. 

Sir,  (quod  I)  this  game  is  ydone, 
T  holde  that  this  hart  be  ygone, 
Thefe  huntis  can  him  no  where  fe, 

I  do  no  force  therof,  (quod  he) 
My  thought  is  theron  ner  a  dele. 
By'  our  Lorde  (quod  I)  I  trowe  you  wele. 
Right  fo  me  thinkith  by  your  chere  ; 
But,  Sir,  o  thing  woUin  ye  here  ? 
Me  thinketh  in  gret  forowe'  I  you  fe, 
But  certis.  Sir,  and  if  that  ye 
Wolde  aught  difcovir  me  your  wo 
I-wolde,  as  wife  God  heipe  me  fo. 
Amende  it  if  I  can  or  may. 
Ye  mo  win  prove  it  by  affay. 
For  by  my  trouthe,  to  make  you  whole 
I  wol  do  al  my  powir  whole  ; 
And  telleth  me  of  your^forowes  fmert, 
Faraunter  it  may  efe  your  herte. 
That  femeth  ful  fyke  undir  your  fide. 

With  that  he  loked  on  me  afide. 
As  who  faithe  nay,  that  n'yl  not  be. 

Graunt  mercy,  my  gode  fiende!  (quod  he) 
1  thanke  the  that  thou  woldifb  fo, 
But  it  may  ner  the  rather  be  do  ; 
No  man  ne  may  my  forowe  glade. 
That  niaketh  my  hewe  to  fal  and  fade» 
And  hath  myn  underRanding  lorne, 
That  me  is  wo  that  1  was  borne  : 
May  nought  make  my  forowis  flydc. 
Not  all  the  rem'edies  of  Ovide, 
Ne  Orpheus,  god  of  Melodic, 
Nc  Da.dalus,  with  his  playes Hye, 
Ne  hcle  me  may  no  phyficien, 
Nought  Hippocrates  ne  Galen  ; 
Me'  is  wo  that  I  live  houris  twelve ; 
But  whofo  wol  aflaye  him  felve 
Whether  his  hert  can  have  pite 
Of  any  forowe  let  him  fe  me, 
1  wretche,  that  dethe  hath  made  al  naked 
Of  al  tho  bliffc  that  er  was  niaked, 
1  wrothe,  the  werfte  of  alle  wightes, 
I'hat  hate  my  dayis  and  my  nightes  ; 
My  lyfe,  my  hiflis,  be  me  lothe, 
For  alle  fare  and  I  be  wrothe  ; 
Tiie  pure  deth  is  fo  ful  my  foe 
That  I  wolde  die  it  wil  not  foe, 
t'or  wh?.n  1  foJowe'  it  it  wil  flye, 
!  wold  have  him  it  n'il  not  me  ; 
xVnd  this  is  paine  withoutin  rede 
Alway  dyinge  and  be  not  dede, 
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That  Sifyphus  that  lyeth  in  hel 

Nay  may  not  of  more  forowe  tel ; 

And  who  fo  wifte  al,  by  my  trouthe, 

Al  my  forowe,  but  he  hadde  routhe 

And  pyte  of  my  forowes  fmerte 

That  man  yhath  a  fendely  herte, 

For  whofo  feeth  me  firft  on  m'orowe 

May  fayne  that  he  hath  met  with  Sorowe, 

For  I  am  Sorowe',  and  Sorowe'  is  I, 

Alas !  and  I  wyl  tel  the  why, 

My  forowe'  is  tournid  to  playnyng, 

And  al  my  laughtir  to  weping, 

My  glad  thoiightis  to  hevineffe, 

In  travaile  is  myn  ydleneffe, 

And  eke  my  reft,  my  wele  is  wo, 

My  gode  is  harme,  and  evirmo 

In  wrathe  is  tournid  my  playning. 

And  my  delite  in  forowing, 

Myn  hele  is  turned  into  fickeneffe, 

In  drede  is  al  my  fyckerneffe. 

To  derke  is  turnid  al  my  lyght. 

My  wytte  is  foly,  my  day  night. 

My  love  is  hate,  my  flepe  wakyng, 

My  mirth  and  melis  is  fafting, 

My  countinaunce  is  nicete, 

And  al  abawed  where  fo  I  be. 

My  pece  is  pleding,  and  in  werre, 

Alas,  howe  might  I  fare  in  werre  ! 

My  boldenelfe  is  turnid  to  fhame. 
For  falfe  Fortune  hath  played  a  game 
At  cheffe  with  me,  alas  the  while  ! 
The  trayterelTe  falfe  and  ful  of  gyle, 
That  al  behoteth  and  nothing  halte. 
She  gothe  upright  and  yet  Ihe  halte. 
That  baggith  foule  and  lokith  fayre. 
The  difpitous  and  debonaire, 
That  fcornith  many  a  creture ; 
An  ydole  of  falfe  purtraiture 
Is  fhe,  for  fhe  wol  fone  wryen  ; 
She  is  the  monftri's  hed  ywryen, 
As  filthe,  ovir  yftrowed  with  floures. 
Her  mofte  v/orfhip,  and  her  floures, 
To  lyen,  for  that  is  her  nature, 
Withoutin  faith,  lawe,  or  mefure, 
She  falfe  is,  and  evir  laughing 
With  one  eye,  and  that  othir  weping, 
That  is  brought  up  llie  fet  al  downe  ; 
I  likin  her  to  the  fcorpiowne. 
That  is  a  falfe  and  flateryng  heft, 
For  with  his  hed  he  makich  fefl. 
But  al  amyd  his  flatiringe 
With  his  taile  he  wil  forely  flynge, 
And  envenim,  and  fo  wil  fhe  ; 
She  is  the  envious  Charite, 
That  is  aye  falfe  and  femith  wele, 
So  turnith  fhe  her  falfe  whcle 
Aboute,  for  it  is  nothing  flable, 
Noweby  the  fyre  nowe  at  the  table; 
Ful  many'  one  hath  fhe  thus  yblent ; 
She  is  playe  of  enchau'ntemeht. 
That  femith  one  and  is  not  fo  : 
The  falfe  thefe  what  hath  Ihe  do 
Troweft  thou  ?  by'  our  Lorde  I  wil  the  fay. 
At  cheffe  with  me  ihe  gan  to  play ; 


With  her  falfe  draughtis  ful  divers 

She  ftaie  on  me,  and  toke  my  fers ; 

And  whan  I  fawe  my  fers  away, 

Alas  !   I  couth  no  lengir  play. 

But  fayid,  Farewel  fwete  !  ywis. 

And  farewel  al  that  er  there  is ; 

Therwith  Fortune  yfayid  Cheke  here. 

And  mate  inthe'mydpoyntof  the'checkere 

With  a  paune  errant.  Alas  ! 

Ful  craftyir  to  play  fhe  was 

Than  Athalus,  that  made  the  game 

Firft  of  the  cheffe,  fo  was  his  name  ; 

But  God  wolde  I  had  ones  or  twife 

Iconde  and  knowe  the  jeoperdife 

That  coude  the  Greke  Pythagores, 

I  fliulde  have  plaide  the  bet  at  ches. 

And  kept  my  fers  the  bet  therby ; 

And  though  wherto  ?  for  trcwily 

I  holde  that  wifiie  not  worthe  a  ftre. 

It  had  be  ner  the  bet  for  me, 

For  Fortune  can  fo  many'  a  wyle 

Ther  be  but  fewe  can  her  begile, 

And  eke  fhe  is  the  laffe  to  blame, 

My  felfe  I  wolde  have  do  the  fame, 

Before  God,  had  I  ben  as  fhe. 

She  ought  the  more  excufid  be  ; 

For  this  I  fay  yet  more  therto, 

Had  1  be  God,  and  might  have  do 

My  wyl,  whan  {he  my  fers  ycaught 

I  wolde  have  drawen  the  fame  draught. 

For  al  fo  wife  God  gyve  me  refte 

I  dare  wel  fwere  flie  toke  the  befte. 

But  throughe  that  draught  I  have  ylorne 

My  blyffe,  alas  that  I  was  borne  ! 

For  evirmoie  I  trowe  trewly. 

For  al  my  wil,  my  lufte  wholly 

Is  turne,  but  wote  ye  what  to  done  ? 

By'  our  Lorde  it  is  to  dyin  fone. 

For  nothinge  I  ne  leve  it  nought 

But  lyve  and  dye  right  in  this  thought; 

There  n'ys  planet  in  firmamente, 

Ne'  in  ayre  ne'  in  erthe  none  elemente, 

That  they  ne  yeve  me'  a  yefte  echone 

Of  wepyng  whan  I  am  alone,    . 

For  whan  that  I  advife  me  wele, 

And  bethinke  me  everydele 

How  that  there  lieth  in  rekininge 

In  my  forowis  for  nothinge. 

And  howe  there  livith  no  gladnefie 

May  gladdin  me  of  my  diftreffe, 

And  howe  I  have  lofte  fufEifaunce, 

And  therto  I  have  no  plefaunce. 

Than  may  I  fay  I  have  right  nought ; 

And  whan  al  this  falleth  in  my  thought, 

Alas  !  than  am  I  ovircome. 

For  that  is  done  this  not  to  come  : 

I  have  more  forowe  than  Tantale. 

And  whan  I  herde  him  tel  this  tale 
Thus  pitoufly  as  I  you  tell, 
Unnethis  myght  I  lengir  dwell. 
It  did  myn  herte  fo  mochill  wo. 

A,  gode  Sir !  (quod  I)  fay  nat  fo. 
Have  fome  pite  on  your  nature, 
That  fourmid  you  to  a  creture; 
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Remcmlirith  yoti  of  Socrates, 
For  he  ne  countith  not  thre  ftrees 
pf  nought  that  Fortune  coude  ydo. 

No,  (quod  he)  I  ne  can  not  fo. 
Why,  gode  Sir,  yes  parde,  (quod  I) 
Ne  fay  not  fo,  for  truily 
Though  ye  had  loft  the  ferfis  twelve, 
And  for  forowe  murdrid  your  felvt, 
Ye  fhulde  be  dampnid  in  this  cafe, 
By  as  gode  right  as  iVledea  was. 
That  flofigh  her  childrin  for  Jafon, 
And  Phyllis  for  Demophoon,' 
That  hing  her  felf,  fo  welaway  1 
por  he  had  brokin  his  terme  day 
To  come  to  her.  Anothir  rage 
Had  Dido,  the  Qucne  of  Carthage, 
That  flough  her  Iclf  for  ^neas 
Was  falfe,  for  whiclie  a  fole  fhe  was ; 
And  Echo  dyed  for  Narcifl'us 
Ne  wolde  nat  love  her ;  and  right  thus 
Hath  many'  an  othir  foly  done, 
And  for  Dalila  died  Sanipfone, 
That  floughe  him  felfe  with  a  pilcre  ; 
But  there  is  no  man  alive  here 
W^olde  for  ther  feris  make  this  wo. 

Why  fo?   (quod  he)  it  is  not  fo, 
Thou  woteft  ful  lytil  what  thou  meneft, 
Eor  I  have  lofte  more  than  thou  weneft. 
And  howe  may  that  ybe  ?   (quod  I) 
Gode  Sir,  tellith  me  al  wholly 
In  what  wife,  howe,  why,  and  wherfore. 
That  ye  have  thus  your  blifFe  yloje. 

Blithely,  (quod  he  ;)  cqme,  fit  the  doun ; 
I  tel  the  on  condicioun 
Thop  fhalte  wholly  with  all  thy  wit 
po  thyne  entente  to  herkin  it. 

Yes,  Sir.  Than  fwere  thy  trouthe  therto, 
pladly  to  holdin  the  hereto. 
I  Ihal  right  blithe,  fo  God  me  fave, 
Wholly  with  all  the  witte  1  have 
Here  you  as  wel  as  er  I  can. 
A  Gpdde's  halfe,  (quod  he)  and  began. 

Sir,  (quod  he)  fithins  Srfte  I  couthe 
Have  any  manir  witte  fro  youthe, 
Cr  kindily  underftandinge 
To  compichende  in  any  thinge 
What  love  Was  in  mine  owne  wit, 
predilefle  I  have  evir  yet 
Be  tributary  and  yeve  rente 
To  Love  wholly,  with  gode  entente, 
And  through  plefaunce  T.ecome  his  thral 
With  gode  wil,  body,  herte,  and  al ; 
Al  this  I  put  in  his  fervage 
As  to  my'lorde,  and  dyd  homage; 
And  full  devoutly"  I  praide  hyih  tho 
He  fhulde  befet  myne  herte  fo 
That  it  plefaunce  unto  him  were 
And  worfhip  to  my  lady  dere. 

And  tbis  was  long  and  many*  a  yere 
(Er  that  min  hert  was  fet  o  where) 
That  1  dyd  thus,  and  ne  wift  vrhy, 
j'  trowe  it  came  me  kindily  ; 
Paraunter  I  was  thereto  moil  able 
i\3  ^  white  wal  or  ft  table, 
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For  it'  is  rcdy  to  oatche  and  take 
Al  that  men  wollin  therin  make, 
Whethir  men  will  portrey  or  painte 
Be  the  werkis  nevir  fo  quainte. 

And  thilke  tyme  1  farid  right  fo, 
I  was  able  to'  have  lernid  tho. 
And  to  have  conde  as  wcl  or  better 
Parauntir  eithir  arte  or  lettir, 
But  for  love  came  firft  in  my  thought 
Therfore  1  ne  forgate  it  nought ; 
I  checs  love  to  be  my  firft  crafte, 
And  therfore  it  is  with  me  lafte  ; 
For  why  ?  I  toke'  it  of  fo  yonge  age 
That  malice  ne  had  my  corage. 
Not  that  time  turnid  to  nothing 
Thorough  to  mokil  knowleging. 
For  that  tyme  Youth  my  maiftircffe 
Governid  me  in  ydilncffc. 
For  it  was  in  ray  firfte  youth, 
And  though  ful  litil  gode  I  couthe. 
For  al  my  werkis  were  flittyng 
That  time,  and  al  my  thought  varying, 
Al  thinges  were  to  me  yliche  gode. 
That  knewe  1  tho,  but  thus  it  ftode  : 

It  happed  that  I  came  on  a  day 
In  to  a  place  there  that  I  fey 
Trewly  the  fairift  companie 
Of  ladies  that  §r  man  with  eye 
Had  fene  togithers  in  o  place  ; 
Shal  I  clcpe  it  happe  eithir  grace 
That  brought  me  there  ?  nought  but  Fortune^ 
That  is  to  ly in  ful  comune. 
The  falfs  traitirefle  perverfc, 
God  wolde  that  I  coulde  clepe  her  werfe, 
For  now^  flie  vvorchith  me  ful  wo, 
And  I  wol  tel  the  foue  why  fo. 

Amonges  thefe  ladies  thus  echone. 
The  fothe  to  fayin,  I  fawe  one 
That  ne  was  lyke  none  of  the  route, 
For  I  dare  fwere,  wichoutin  doute. 
That  as  the  fommer's  fonne  bright 
Is  fairer,  clerer,  and  hath  more  lyght^ 
Than  any  other  planet  in  heven, 
The  mone  or  the  fterris  feven. 
For  al  the  worlde  right  fo  had  fhc, 
Surm<iuntin  'hem  al  ofbeaute, 
Of  manir,  and  of  comlynefle 
Of  ftature,  and  wel  fet  gladnefle. 
Of  godelyhede,  and  fo  wel  befey. 
Shortly,  what  ftial  I  more  yfey  ? 
By  God,  and  by  his  holowes  twelve, 
It  was  my  fwQte  right  al  her  felve ; 
She  had  fo  ftedfaft  countenaunce. 
So  noble  porte  and  maintenaunce. 
And  Love,  that  wel  yherde  my  bone^ 
Yhad  efpyid  me  thus  fone 
That  file  fill  fone  in  my  thought ; 
As  heipe  me  God  fo  was  I  cought 
So  fodainly,  that  I  ne  toke 
No  jnaner  counfolle  but  at  her  loke 
And  at  min  herte ;  for  why  ?  her  eyen 
So  gladly  I  trowe  myu  bene  feyne, 
That  purely  tho  min  owne  thought 
Said  it  wfcre  b«t  fervc  her  fs^r  B.oxigkt, 
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Than  wkli  anoAIr  to  be  we!e  ; 
And  it  was  fothe,  for  every  del* 
1  wil  anone  right  tel  the  why  : 
I  fawe  her  daunce  fo  comily, 
Carol  and  fing  fo  fwetily, 
And-ia-u-gh  and  play  fo  womanly, 
And  lokin  fo  debonairly, 
So  godely  fpeke  and  fofrenddy, 
Thatxertes  I  trov/e  that  evirmocc 
M'as  fene  fo  biisful  a  trefsre ; 
For  every  here  on  her  hed, 
The  fothe  to  fay,  it  was  not  red, 
JSTe  neithir  yelowe  ne  browne  it  ri'as, 
Me  thought  mode  like -tagolde  it  was; 
And  whiche  eyinmy  lady  had, 
JDebonaJre,  gode,  and  glad,  and  fad, 
Simple',  of  gode  mokil,  no^  to  wide; 
Therto  her  l»ke  ri'as  not  afi-de, 
Ne  ovirthwart,  but  befet  fo  welc 
It  drewe  and  toke-up  everydele 
Al  whiche  that  on  her  gan  beholdes 
Her  eyin  femed  anone  fhe  woldc 
Have  naercy,  FoHy  wendin  'fo, 
3ut  it  was  nemhe  rathir  do; 
It  n'asno  counterfctid  thinge. 
It  was  her  owne  pure  lohing, 
Whiche  that  the  goddefle  Dame  Nature 
Had  made  'hem  opin  by  mefure 
And  clofe,  for  were  fhe  ner  fo  glad 
Her  loking  was  not.folifhe  fprad 
lie  wildily  though  that  Ihe  plaide, 
But  er  me  thought  her  eyin  faide 
By  God  my  wrathe  is  al  forieve  ; 
Thervyith  her  lifte  &  well  to  live 
That  DulneiTe  was  of  her  adrad-; 
She  n'as  to  fobre  ne  to  glad^ 
In  alle  thingis  more  mefure 
JsJe  had  ncvir  I  trowe  creture ; 
But  many'  ane  with  her  loke  flie  hertc. 
And  that  fafee  her  full  lytc  at  hcrte, 
For  flie  knewe  nothinge-ef  ther  thought  j 
But  wher  Ihe  knewe  or  tne^ve  it  nought 
Aigate  fhene'  rought  of  "hem  a  ftre; 
To  get  h£r  love  no  nere  n''as  he 
That  woTKd  at  home  than  he  in  Inde^ 
The  formill  was  aiway  bchi-nde;; 
JBut  ^ode  folke  ovir  al  othrr 
She  loved  as  man  may  his  brothir, 
Of  whiche  love  fhe  was  wondir  large 
^n  Ikilful  placis^that  here  charge ; 
But  whiche  a  vifage  had  flie  thertol 
Ala's ;  my  herte  is  wondir  wo 
That  I  ne  can  difcrivin  it, 
JVIe  lackith  bothe  Englifhe  and-wit ' 
Box  to  undo  it  at  the  ful. 
And  eke  my  fpirites  ben  fo  duH 
■So  gret  a  thinge  for  to  de-vifej 
Ihave  no  wyt  Aat  ean  fuffjfc 
To  comprehenditi  her  beaute-, 
'  But  thus  moche  I  dare  faine,  that%e 
Was  white,  rody,  frelhe,  liiely  hewed. 
And  every  day  her  beante  newed-, 
And  nysghe  her  face  was  aldirbefte, 
F€x  certjs  Nature  had  feohe  lells 
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T<5  make  that  faire,  that  trewly  iJie 
Was  her  chefe  patron  of  beaute, 
And  chefe  enfample'  of  al  her  werke 
And  monftre,  for  be'  it  ncrfo  derlic 

:Me  thinketii  1  fe  her  evirmo-; 
And  yet  moreovir,  though  al  tho 

That  ever  lived  were  pow  a  lyve 

Ne  wclde  thei  hawefounde  to  difa'iYC 

In  al  her  face  a  wickid  fignCj 

For  it  was  fad,  fimple',  and  btnlgne. 
And  foche  a  godely  fwcte  fpechc 

Yhad  that  fwete,  my  lyv'is  Icchc 

So  frendely,  andib  well  ygroundet^ 

Upon-refon  fo  wel  ifountied, 

And  fo  tretdble  to'al  gode, 

That  •:{  dare  fwere  wel  by  the  rode 

Of  eloquence  was  nevir  fondc 

So  fwete  a  fowningand  faconde, 

Ne  trewir  tonged,  ne  fcornidlaffe, 

Ne  bet  coudc  heie,  that  byihe  maffe 

I  durfte  ftv^ere,  though  the  Pope-it  fonge. 

That  ther  was  ner  yet  through  her  ton^s 

Maa  nevwoman  gretly  harmid. 

As  for  her  was  al  harnie  yhid, 

Ne  laffe  flatiring  in  her  worde, 

Thatjjurely  her  fmipieTecoxde 

Was^fouode  aptreweas  any  bonde 

Or  trouthe  of  any  mart'is  honde. 
Me  ^hide  (he  coulde  nevir  a  dele. 

That  knowithal  theworlde  fiil  welc 

But  foche  a'faircnelTe  of  a  necke 

Yhad. that  fwete,  that  bone  nor  brecke 

N'as  there  none  fein  that  miffefatte. 

It  was  white,  fmothe.ftreight,  and  pure  £4tt^ 

WithoutJA  hole  or  canel  bone, 

And  by  feming  ike  nc  haa  none. 

Her  throte,  as  l.have  nowe  memdire, 
Semed  as  a  roundc  tour  of  y  voire, 
Of  gode  gretneffe,  and  not  to  grete  ; 
And  Faire  Whitcywas  fije'hete. 
That  was  my  ladies  name  Tight, 
Andihe  was  therto  faire  andhfight; 
She  .ne  had  not  her  naTne  Wronge  i 
Right -faire  iholdirs  and  body  longe 
She.had,  aud  armisevirlith, 
Fattiftie,  fleihy,  nat  grete  ther  with-; 
Right  whtte  haadis,  and  naiiis  rede; 

'.Rounde  brelHs ;  Tcwd  of  a  gode  brede 
Her  hippis  were  ;  a  ftreight  fiatte  l)atfke, 
I  knewe  on  her  none  othir  ladce. 
That  al  -her  limmis'ri'ere  pure  "fewing. 
In  as  ferre  as  .1  had  knowing: 
Therto  fhe  co-nldefo  wel  yplaye 
What  that  her  lylle,  that  1  dare  faye. 
That  flie  was  lyke  to  torthe  bright,' 
That  every  man  maytake  :Qf  light 
Yaough,  and -it  hath  n^sr  fhe  lelVe 
Of  manir  and  of  cornlynefTe, 

Right  fo  farid  my  lady  dere. 
For  every  wight  ofiier'tii,anere 
Moght  catthe  ynongh  if  that  he  wcfldtw 
Yf  he  had  eyen  her  to  behoide.. 
For  I  dare  fweie  wel  if  that  Ihe 
.    Had  amoiige  tennethoufande  ybs 
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Slie  woldin  have  be  at  the  hcfte 

For  certis  flie  was  that  fwete  wife, 

A  chefe  myroure  of  al  the  feile, 

My  fuffifaunce,  my  lufte,  my  life. 

Though  they  had  flondin  in  a  rowe 

Min  hope,  min  hele,  andal  my  blefle. 

To  monnis  eyen  that  coulde  have  knowe  ; 

My  worlde's  welfare  and  my  goddeffe, 

Foi-  where  fo  men  had  plaide  or  vyakijd 

And  I  wholly'  hers,  and  every  dele; 

Me  thought  the  felowfliippe  as  naked   , 

By'  our  Lorde  !  (quod  I)  I  trowe  you  welc. 

Withoutin  her  that  1  fiwe  ones 

Hardly  your  love  was  wel  befet. 

As  a  corowne  withoutin  ftones  ; 

I  n'ot  howe  it  might  have  do  bet. 

Ti-ewily  file  was  to  min  eye 

Bettir  :   ne  not  fo^v/el  (quod  he.) 

The'  folein  phoenix  of  Arabye, 

i  trowe  it,  Sir,  (quod  I),parde. 

For  there  livith  nevir  but  one, 

Nay  leve  it  wel.  Sir,  fodol; 

Ne  fuche  as  flie  ne  knowe  I  none  : 

I  leve  you  wel  that  trewily 

To  fpeke  of  godeneffe,  trewly  fiie 

You  thought  that  ftie  ywas  the  beft. 

Had  as  mochil  debonairte 

And  to  beholde  the  alderfaireft, 

Art  er  had  Heller  in  the  Bible, 

Who  fo  had  loked  her  with  your  eyen. 

And  more,  if  more  were  poffible ; 

With  myn!  nay,  al  whiche  that  her  feye« 

And,  fothe  to  fayin,  thepvithal 

Sayid  and  fwore  that  it  was  fo. 

She  hadde  a  witte  fo  general, 

And  chough'  they  ne  had  I  v/olde  tho 

So  whole  enclinid  to  ai  godc, 

Have  lovid  beft  my  lady  fre 

I'hat  al  her  witte  v/as  fette  by  the'  rode 

Though  I  had  had  al  the  beaute 

Without  malycc,  upon  gladnelTe  ; 

That  er  had  Alcibiades, 

And  therto"  1  fawe  ner  yet  a  leffe 

And  al  the  ftrength  of  Hercules, 

Harmful  than  [he  was  in  doing ; 

And  thereto  had  the  worthinefle 

I  fay  not  that  fhe  n'  hadde  knowyng 

Of  Alifaundre',  and  al  the'  richelfe 

What  harme  ywas,  or  ellis  flie 

That  evir  was  in  Babyloine, 

Had  coulde  no  gode,  fo  tliinkith  me  j 

In  Carthage  or  in  Macedoine, 

And  trewly  for  to  fpeke  of  trouthc. 

Or  in  Rome  or  in  Nineve, 

But  flie  bad  had  it  had  be  routhe, 

And  therto  al  fo  hardy  be 

Therof  flie  had  fo  moche  her  dele. 

As  was  Hedtor,  fo  have  I  joye. 

And  I  dare  faine  and  fwere  it  wele. 

That  Achilles  yflough  at  Troye, 

That  Trouthe  him  felfe  over  al  and  a! 

And  therefore  was  he  flayne  alio 

Had  chofe  his  manor  principal 

In  a  temple,  for  bothe  two 

In  her,  that  was  his  refting  place  5 

Were  flaine,  he'  and  Antilegius, 

Therto  flie  had  the  mofte  grace 

And  fo  faithe  Darius  Fregius, 

To'li^ve  ftedfafte  perfeveraunce. 

For  the  love  of  Polyxena, 

And  efy'  attempre  govirnaunce. 

Or  ben  as  wife  as  Minerva, 

That  evir  I  knewe  or  wifte  yet, 

I  wolde  evir  withoutin  drede 

So  pure  fufferaunt  was  her  wit ;                           . 

Have  lovid  her,  for  I  mufl  nede. 

And  refon  gladly  fti  e'  underfliode. 

Nede  !  nay,  trewly  I  gabbe  nowe  ; 

It  folowidwel  file  coulde  gode; 

Nought  nede,  and  I  wol  tellin  howe,; 

She  ufid  gladly  to  do  vvele  ; 

For  of  golde  v/il  min  herte  it  wolde. 

Thefe  were  her  manirs  every  dele. 

And  eke  to  love  her  I  was  holde,     . 

Therwith  fhe  lovid  fo  wel  right 

A«  for  the  fairifl;  and  the  befl:e ; 

She  wronge  do  wouldin  to  no  wight ; 

She  was  as  gode,  fo  have  I  refle, 

No  wight  ne  might  do  her  no  fhame, 

As  was  Penelope  of  Grecc, 

She  lovid  fo  welher  owne  name. 

Or  as  the  noble  wife  Lucrece, 

Her  lufl:  to  holde  no  wight  in  horde, 

That  was  the  befle,  he  tcllith  thus 

Ne  be  thou  fikir  flie  wolde  not  fonde 

The  Roman  Titus  Livius, 

To  holdin  no  wight  in  balauncc. 

She  was  as  gode,  and  nothing  like. 

By  halfi  worde  ne  by  countinaunce. 

Though  ther  ftories  be  autentike, 

Eut  if  men  wOlde  upon  her  lye, 

Algate  flie  was  as  trewc  as  flie. 

Ne  fende  men  into  Walakye, 

But  wherfore  that  I  tellin  the, 

To  Pruife  and  to  Tartaric, 

Whan  that  1  firft  my  lady  fey 

To  Alifaundrie  ne  Turkye, 

I  was  right  yonge,  the  fothe  to  fey. 

And  bidde  him  fafl:  anon  that  he 

And  ful  grete  nede  I  had  to  lerne, 

Go  hodeleffe  into  the  drie  fe, 

Whan  that  myn  herte  woldin  yerne  ; 

And  come  home  by  the  Carrenare  ; 

To  love  it  was  a  gret  emprife, 

And,  Sir,  be  ye  nowe  full  ryght  ware 

But  as  my  wite  wolde  befle  fuffife  ; 

I'hat  I  may  of  you  her?  men  fainc 

Aftir  my  yonge  and  childely  wit 

Wurfliippe  or  that  ye  come  againe. 

Withoutin  drede  I  befet  it 

She  ne  ufed  no  foche  knackis  fmale  : 

To  lovin  her  in  my  befle  wife 

But  therfore  that  I  tel  my  tale. 

To  do'  her  wurfhip  and  the  fervife 

Right  on  this  fame,  as  1  have  faide, 

Whiche  that  I  coude  tho,  by  niv  trouthe 

Was  wholly  al  pay  love  ylaide, 

Withoutin  faining  eithir  flouthe',               * 
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For  wondir  faine  I  woidc  her  fe; 

Upon  his  anvelt  up  and-  downe 

So  mokill  it  amendid  me, 

Therof  he  toke  the  firfte  fowne. 

That  whan  I  fawc  her  a  morowe 

But  Grekes  faine  of  Pythagoras 

I  was  warifhed  of  al  my  forowe 

That  he  the  iirft  findir  ywas 

Of  al  day  aftir  tel"  it  were  eve ; 

Of  the' arte,  Aurora  tellithfo; 

Me  thoughtJn  nothinge  might  me  greve 

But  therof  no  force  of  'hem  tv/o  ; 

Were  my  forowes  nevir  fo  fmerte, 

Algatis  fongis  thus  I  made 

And  yet  Ihe  fyt  fo  in  min  herte 

Of  my  felyng,  min  herte  to  glade. 

That  by  my  trouthe  I  n'olde  nought 

And  lo  !  this  was  the  althir  firft. 

For  al  this  worlde  out  of  my  thought 

I  n'ot  v;hethir  it  were  the  worft  : 

Yleve  my  lady  ;  no  trewly. 

Torde  !  it  makith  min  herte  hght 

Now  by  my  trouthe,  Sir,  (quod  I) 

Whan  that  I  thinke  on  that  fwete  wight 

Me  thinkith  you  have  foche  a  chaunce 

That  is  fo  femely  on  to  fe, 

As  flirifte  without  in  repentaunce. 

And  wiihe  to  God  it  might  fo  be 

Repentaunce ,  nay,  nay  ;  fye  \  (quod  he) 

That  ftie  wolde  holde  me  for  her  knight, 

Shuldin  I  nowe  repentin  me 

My  lady  ,  that'  is  fo  faire  and  bright. 

To  love  ?  nay,  certes,  than  were  I  wel 

Nowe  have  I  tolde  the,  foth  to  fay, 

Worfe  than  ywas  Achltophel 

M/  firfti  fonge.     Upon  a  day 

Or  Antenor,  fo  have  I  joye, 

I  bethought  me  what  mochil  wo 

The  traitour  that  betrayid  Troye, 

And  forowe  that  I  fuffrid  tho 

Or  than  the  falfe  Ganclion, 

For  her,  and  yet  flie  wifte  it  nought ;                   '- 

He  that  purchafid  the  traifon                   \ 

Ne  tel  her  durft  I  not  my  thought  :                         - 

Of  Roulande  andof  Olivere  : 

Alas !  thaught  I,  I  can  no  rede. 

Nay,  while  that  I  am  alive  here 

And  but  I  tel  her,  I  am  but  dede. 

I  n'yl  foriet  her  nevirmo. 

And  if  1  tel  her,  to  fay  foche 

Nowe,  gode  Sir,  quod  I  to  him  tho, 

I  am  adradde  flie  wol  be  wrothe  : 

Ye  have  wel  tolde  me  here  before. 

Alas  '  what  fhal  I  than  ydo  ? 

It'  is  no  nede  to  reherfe  it  more. 

In  this  debate  I  was  fo  wo 

Howe  that  ye  fawe  her  firft,  and  where, 

Me  thought  myne  herte  braft  atwaine-. 

But  wolde  ye  tel  me  the  manere 

So  at  the  laft,  fjthe  for  to  faine, 

To  her  whiche  was  your  firfte  fpeche. 

I  bethought  me  that  Dame  Nature 

Therof  I  wolde  you  befeche, 

Ne  formid  ncvir  iij  creture 

And  howe  that  Ihe  knewe  firft  your  thought, 

so  mochil  beauty  trewily 

Whethir  ye  lovid  her  or  nought, 

And  bountie  withoutin  mercy. 

And  telleth  me  eke  what  ye  have  lore ; 

In  hope  of  that  my  tale  I  tolde 

I  herde  you  tellin  here  before, 

With  forowe,  as  that  I  ner  Iholde 

Ye  faide  thou  n'otift  what  thou  meneft. 

For  nedis,  and  maugre  myne  hed 

For  I  have  lofte  more  than  thou  weneftf 

I  muft  have  tolde  her  or  be  ded. 

And  what  loffe  is  that  ?  (quod  I  tho  ;) 

I  n'ot  wel  howe  that  I  began. 

N'il  fhe  not  love  you  ?  is  it  fo  ? 

Ful  yvil  reherfe  it  I  can, 

Or  havin  ye  ought  done  amis. 

And  eke,  as  heipe  me  God  withal. 

That  fhe  hath  left  you  ?  is  it  this  ? 

I  trowe  it  was  in  the  difmal. 

For  Godd'is  love  telleth  me  al. 

That  was  the  ten  woundes  of  Egypte. 

Before  God  (quod  fhe)  and  I  fhal. 

For  many  a  worde  I  ovirlkipte 

I  fay  right  as  I  have  yfaide. 

In  telling  my  tale,'  for  pure  fere 

On  her  was  almy  love  ylaidc, 

Left  that  my  Wordis  myffefet  were  ; 

And  yet  fhe  n'iile  it  ner  a  dele 

With  forowful  he'rt  and  woundes  dede. 

Not  longe  tyme,  levith  it  wele. 

Softely,  and  quaking  for  pure-drede 

For  be  right  fykir  [  durft  nought 

And  ftiame,  and  ftinting  in  rny  tale 

For  al  this  worlde  tel  her  my  thought, 

For  ferde,  and  min  hewe  alle  paie  ; 

Ne'  I  wolde  have  wrathid  her  trewly  5 

Ful  ofte  I  wexte  bothc  pale  and  red, 

For  woft  thou  why  ?  fhe  was  lady 

Bowing  to  her  1  hinge  the  hed  ; 

Of  the  body  that  had  thejierte. 

I  durft  not  onis  loke  her  on. 

And  whofo'  hath  that  may  not  afterte. 

For  wit,  manir,  and  al,  was  gone  ; 

But  for  to  kepe  me  fro'  ydlenelTe 

I  faide,  Mercy,  fwete!  and  no  more  : 

Trewly  I  dyd  my  bufineffe 

It  n'as  no  game  ;  it  fate  me  fore. 

To  make  fongis  as  I  beft  coude. 

So  at  the  lafte,  the  fothe  to  faine, 

And  oftin  time  I  fonge  'hemloude. 

Whan  that  myne  herte  was  come  againe, 

And  made  fongis  this  a  grete  dele. 

To  tellin  fhortly  al  my  fpeche. 

Although  I  coud  nat  make  fo  wele 

With  whole  herte  I  gan  her  befeche 

Songis,  ne  knewe  the  arte  fo  al, 

That  fhe  wolde  be  my  lady  fwete. 

As  coude  Lamek'is  fone  Tubal, 

And  fwore  and  hcrtely  gan  her  hete 

That  founde  out  firfte  the  arte  of  fonge, 

Evir  to  be  ftedfafte  and  trewe, 

For  as  his  brothir's  hamirs  ronge 

And  Jove  her  alway  frefhly  nswe, 
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And  nevir  othir  tady  have, 
And  al  her  worfhlp  for  to  fare 
As  I  belle  coudc,  1  fwere  her  this, 
for  yoTirs  is  al  that  er  ther  is. 
For  evirmore,  myr>ehcrte  fwetc! 
And  ner  to  falfe  you  but  I  n5et« 
I  n'yl,  as  w^ife  God  helpe  me  fo. 

And  whan  I  had  my  tale  ydo 
God  wotq  fhe'  acomptid  not  a  ftre 
Of  al  my  tale,  fo  thoD/ghtin  me  ; 
To  tel  fliortly,  tight  as  it  is, 
"Trewly  her  anfwere  it  was  thisj 
i  can  not  nowe  wel  contrefete 
Her  wordis,  but  this  was  the  gretc 
pf  her  anfwere  :  fhe  fayid  Nay 
All  utterly.  Alas  that  day 
The  forowe'  -I  fuffrid  and  the  wo  I 
That  trewly  Caffandra,  that  fo 
Bewaylid  the  diftruccion 
<pi  Troye  and  of  Ilion 
Had  ner  foche  forowe  as  Itho; 
i  durftin  no  more  fay  therto 
For  pure  fere,  but  yftale  away, ' 
And  thus  I  lyved  ful  many  a  day 
That  trewily  I  had  no  nede 
Ferthir  than  at  my  bedd'is  hede 
Kevir  a  day  to  fechin  forowe, 
I  founde  it  redy  every  morowe ; 
For  why  ?  I  loved  her  in  no  gerc. 

So  it  befell  an  othir  yere 
5  thought  onis  I  wouldin  fonde 
To  doe  her  knowe  and  undirftondc 
]My  wo  ;  and  fhe  well  undirftode 
That  I  ne  wilnid  th.yng  but  gode 
And  worftiip,  and  to  kepe  her  name 
Ovir  all  thynge§,  and  drede  her  fliame. 
And  was  fo  bufie  her  Jto  ferve. 
And  pitie  were  I  {houldiH  flervc, 
5ithe  that  I  wilned  none  harme  iwis. 
So  when  my  ladie  knewe  ail  thisj 
"M-Y  ladie  yave  nie  all  whollie 
The  noble  yeft  of  her  mercie, 
Savyng  her  worihip  by  al  waies; 
DredelcCfe  I  mene  ijone  othir  waies, 
And  therewith  Ihe  yave  mc  a  ryng, 
J  trowe  it  was  the  ^rfte  thyng  : 
But  if  mype  herte  was  iwaxe 
Glad  that  it  is  no  nede  to  axe. 

As  helpe  me  God  I  was  as  blive 
Yraifid  as  fro  deth  to  live. 
Of  all  happis  the  aldirbeft, 
The  gladdift  and  the  mode  at  reft 
For  truilie  that  fwete  wight, 
When  I  had  wrong  and  (he  the  right, 
She  wouldin  aJwaie  fo  godclie 
Foryeve  me  fo  debonairlie  ; 
In  alle  my  youth,  in  alle  chaunce. 
She  toke  me  in  her  govirnaunce ; 
Therewith  ihe  was  alwaie  fo  true, 
Our  joye  wasevir  ilichc  newe  ; 
Our  hertis  werne  fo  even  a  paire. 
That  nevir  n'as  that  one  contraire 
Unto  that  othir  for  no  wo, 
for  fothe  ilichf  thci  fuffrid  tho. 


O  blifle,  and  eke  o  forowe  bothc  ! 
lliche  thei  were  bothe  glad  and  wroth?^ 

All  was  us  one  withoutin  were ; 
And  thus  we  lived  full  many'  a  yerc 
So  well  I  can  not  tellin  how. 

Sir,  (cjuod  I)  and  where  is  fhe  now? 
Now!   quod  he,  and  yftinte  anone. 
Therewith  he  woxe  asdeddeas  ftonc. 
And  faied,  Alas  that  I  was  bore  ! 
That  was  the  loffe  that  h«-e  before 
I  tolde  the  that  I  had  ylorne. 

Bethinke'-thc  how  I  faied  bcforne 
Thou  woftefuilityl  what  thou  meneft. 
For  I  have  loft«  more  then  thou  wenello 

God  wot,  aifts  !  right  that  was  fhe. 
Alas,  Sir  !  how .'  what  male  that  be  ? 
She  is  deddc!  Naie!  Yes,  by  my  trouthc. 

Is  that  your  loffe?  by  God  it'  is  routhe. 

And  with  that  worde  right  anone 
Thei  gan  to  ftrake  forthe ;  all  was  done 
For  that  tyme  the  hart  huntyng. 

With  that  me  thoughtin  that  this  kyi^ 
Began  homewardis  forto  ride 
Unto  a  place  was  there  befide, 
Whiche  that;  was  from  us  but  a  HtCj 
A  long  caftill  with  wallis  white. 
By  Saindl  John,  on  a  riche  hill, 
As  me  mettc  ;  but  thus  itbefiHt 

Right  thus  me  mette,  as  I  you  teH, 
That  in  the  caflell  there  was  a  bell. 
As  it  had  fmittin  houris  twelve, 
And  therewith  I  awoke  my  felve, 
And  found  me  lying  in  my  bedde, 
And  the  boke  whiche  that  I  had  redde 
Of  Alcyone  and  Ceix  the  kyng. 
And  of  the  goddis  of  Slepyng, 
I  found  it  in  myne  bond  ful  evin ; 
Thought  I  thisis-fo-queint  a  fwevin 
That  I  would  by  proceife  of  tyme 
Fonde  to  put  this-fwevin  in  rime 
As  I  can  beft,  and  that  anon  t 
This  was  my  fwevin,  now  it*  is  doen. 

Thisftems  an  envoy  to  tie  Dule  of  Lancajler  after  hit 
lofs  of  Blanelj. 

My  mafter,  "i^fc  When  of  Chriil  our  kyng 
Was  afkid.  What  is  trothe  or  fothfaftneffc. 
He  not  a  wor.de  anfwerde  to  that  afeyng, 
As  who  faieth,  no  manne  is  all  true  I  gefle; 
And  therefore  though  Iliight  for  to  exprefle 
The  forow£*  and  wo  that  is  in  mariage 
I  dare  not  writen  of  it  ne  wsokidneffe, 
Left  I  my  felf  fall  eft  in  fochc  dotage. 

I  woll  not  faie  how  that  it  is  the  chainet 
Of  Sathanas  on  whiche  he  knawith  ever 
But  I  dare  faine  were  he  ©ut  of  his  paine 
As  by  his  will  he  would  be  boundin  never ' 
But  thilke  dotid  fole  that  efr  hath  lev<;r 
Ichainid  be  than  out  of  prifone  crepe, 
God  let  hytn  nevir  fro  his  woe  difcever 
Ne  no  jp.an  hym  tewailin  though  he  wtp«. 
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But  yet  leffe  thou  do  worfe  taklth  a  wife ; 
Set  is  to  ivedde  than  Irennin  in  ivorfe  ivifi: ; 
But  thou  ihalt  have  forowe  on  thy  Hefhe  thy  life, 
And  ben  thy  wiv'is  thralle,  as  faine  thefe  wife ; 
And  if  that  holy  writte  male  not  fufflfe. 
Experience  fhall  thetechc,  fo  maic  happe  : 
Take  the  waie  levir  to  be  ta|cen  in  Frife 
Then  eft  to  fall  of  weddyng  in  the  trappe. 


This  lityl  writte,  provcrljis  or  figure^ 
I  fend  you,  takith  kepe  of  it  I  rede  ; 
Un-wife  is  he  that  can  no  ivele  endure  ; 
Jf  thou  he  Jikir  put  the  not  in  drcde% 
The  Wife  of  Bathe  I  praie  you  that  ye  rede 
Of  this  matter  whiche  that  we  have  on  hondc  \ 
God  grauntin  you  your  life  frely  to  lede 
In  fredomcj  for  foule  is  it  to  be  bondc. 
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All  Fowk'  are  gathered  before  Nature  en  St.  Valentine"^ s  Day  to  chufe  their  males.  A 
formal  eagle  being  beloved  of  three  tercels  requireth  a  year'' s  refpite  to  make  her  choice  ^ 
upon  this  triall.  Qui  bien  aime  tard  oublie,  he  that  loveth  ivell  is  flow  to  forget. 


The  life  fo  fhort,  the  craft  lo  long  to  lerne, 
The  affaye  fo  hard,  fo  fliarp  the  conqueryng, 
The  dredefull  joy,  alwaie  that  flit  fo  yerne, 
All  this  mene  1  by  Love,  that  my  felyng 
Aflonieth  with  his  wondirfull  werkyng- 
iSo  fore  iwis,  that  when  I  on  him  thinke 
Naught  wete  I  well  whether  I  flete  or  fink. 

For  ail  be  that  1  knowe  not  Love  in  dede, 
Ne  wot  how  that  he  quitith  folke  ther  hire. 
Yet  happith  me  full  ofte  in  bokis  rede 
Of  his  miraclis  and  his  cruill  ire. 
There  rede  1  well  he  woll  be  lorde  and  fire  : 
I  dare  not  faie  his  ftrokis  be  fo  fore, 
But  Godfave  foclie  a  lorde'   I  can  no  more. 

Of  ufage,  what  for  lufl;  and  what  for  lore,  • 
On  bokis  lede  I  oft,  as  I  you  tolde. 
But  wherforc  that  I  fpeke  all  this,  naught  yore 
Agon  it  happid  me  for  to  beholde 
Upon  a  boke  iwritte  with  lettirs  old, 
And  thereupon  a  certain  thing  to  lerne, 
The  longe  daie  full  fall  I  radde  and  yerne; 

For  out  of  the  old  feldis,  as  men  faieth, 
Comith  all  this  nev^'e  corne  fro  yere  to  yere. 
And  out  of  olde  bokis,  in  gode  faieth, 
Comith  all  this  newe  fcience  that  men  lerc  : 
But  now  to  purpofe  :  as  of  this  mattere 
To  redm  forthe,  it  gan  me  fo  delite 
That  all  the  daie  me  thought  it  but  a  lite. 

This  boke  of  which  I  makin  mencion 
Entitlid  was  dight  thus,  as  I  fliall  tell, 
Tuilius  of  the  Drame  of  Scipion ; 
Chapiters  feven  it  had  of  heven  and  hell. 
And  yerth,  and  foulis  that  thecein  do  dwell. 
Of  whiche,  as  fliortly  as  I  can  it  trete, 
Of  this  fenteiice  I  woll  you  faine  the  grcte. 


Firfl;  tellith  it  when  Scipion  was  come 
In  Afirike  how  he  metith  MafTmilTe, 
That  hym  for  joie  in  armis  hath  inome  ; 
Then  tellith  he  her  fpeche  and  all  the  blifie 
That  was  betwixt  'hem  till  the  daie  gan  miffe. 
And  how  his  auncefter  Affrikan  fo  dcre 
Gan  in  his  flepe  that  night  till  hym  appere  : 

Then  tellith  it  that  from  a  flarrie  place 
How  Affrikan  hath  hym  Carthage  ylhcwed. 
And  warnid  hym  beforne  of  all  his  grace, 
And  faied  hym,  What  man,  lerid  eithir  leude. 
That  lovith  common  profite  well  itheude, 
He  fhould  into  a  blisfull  place  yvvende. 
There  as  joye  is  that  laft  withoutin  ende  : 

Then  aflcid  he  if  folke  that  here  ben  dede 
Have  life  and  dwcllyng  in  an  othir  place  ? 
And  Affrikan  faied  Ye,  withoutin  drcde. 
And  how  our  prefent  v/orly  liv'is  fpace 
N'is  but  a  manir  deth,  what  waie  we  trace. 
And  rightfull  folke  fhull  gon  aftir  thei  die 
To  heven,  and  fhewid  hym  the  Galaxie  : 

Then  fliewed  he  him  the  little  yerth  that  here  is 
To  regarde  of  the  hevin's  quantite. 
And  after  fhewid  he  hym  the  nine  fperis. 
And  aftir  that  the  melodie  herd  he 
That  comith  of  thylke  fperis  thryis  thre, 
That  Welles  of  mulike  ben  and  melodie 
In  this  worlde  here  and  caufe  of  harmonic  : 

Then  faid  he  him,  Sens^that  yerth  was  fo  lite, 
And  full  of  tourment  and  of  harde  grace. 
That  lie  ne  fhuld  hym  in  this  worlde  delite  ; 
Then  told  he  him  in  certain  yeris  fpace 
That  every  fterre  fliould  come  into  his  place 
There  it  was  firft,  and  all  fliould  out  of  mind 
That  in  this  world  is  doen  of  all  mankynd  : 
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Then  praieJ  hym  Sciplon  to  tell  hym  all 
l"he  wale  to  come  into  that  hevin  bliffe  ; 
And  he  faied,  Firfl:  knowe  thyfelf  immortal], 
And  loke  aie  bufely  that  thou  werche  and  wlffe 
To  common  profite,  and  thou  flialt  not  miffe 
To  come  fwiltly  unto  that  place  dere 
That  full  of  bliffe  is  and  of  foulis  clere. 

And  brckirsof  the  lawe,  the  fothe  to  faine, 
And  likerous  folke  aftir  that  thei  ben  dede, 
Shull  whirle  about  the  worlde  alwaie  in  pain 
Till  many'  a  worlde  be  pallid,  out  of  drede, 
Ana  then  foryevin  all  ther  wickid  dede; 
Then  fliuUin  thei  come  to  that  blisfuli  place, 
To  whiche  to  comin  God  fendin  the  grace. 
The  dale  gan  failin;  and  the  darke  night, 
That  revith  beftisfrom  their  bufineffe, 
Berafte  me  my  boke  for  lacke  of  light, 
And  to  my  bedde  I  gan  me  for  to  drefle, 
Fulfilled  of  thought  and  bufie  hevineffe, 
For  bothe  I  had  tliyng  whiche  that  1  ne  wokle, 
And  eke  1  ne  had  that  thyng  that  I  wolde. 

But,  finally,  my  fpirite  at  the  lafte, 
For  werie  of  my  labour  all  that  dale, 
Toke  reft,  that  madin  me  to  flepin  fafte. 
And  in  my  flepe  I  met  as  that  I  laie 
How  Aftrikan,  right  in  the  felf  araie 
That  Scipion  hym  fawe  before  that  tide, 
Was  come,  and  ilode  right  at  my  bedd'is  fide. 

The  werie  huntir  flepyng  in  his  bedde 
The  wodde  ayen  his  minde  goith  anone. 
The  judge  ydrcmith  how  his  plees  be  fpedde. 
The  cartir  dremith  how  his  car.tis  gone, 
The  rich  of  gold,  the  knight  fight  with  his  fone, 
The  flcke  ymette  he  drinkith  of  the  tonne, 
The  lovir  mette  he  hath  his  ladie  wonne. 
Can  I  not  faine  if  that  the  caufe  ywere 
For  1  had  radde  of  AfFrican  beforne 
That  madin  me  to  mete  that  he  ftode  there. 
But  thus  faid  he ;  Thou  haft  the  fo  wel  borne 
In  lokyng  of  myne  olde  boke  ail  to  torne, 
Of  which  Macrobie  ne  raughtnot  a  lite. 
That  fomedele  of  thy  labour  would  I  quite. 

Thou  Citherea,  blisfuli  ladie  fwcte  !_ 
That  with  thy  fire  brond  dauntift  when  the  left, 
That  madift  me  this  fwevin  for  to  mete, 
Be  thou  my  helpe  in  this,  for  thou  maift  beft. 
As  wifely  as  I  feigh  the  north  northweft 
When  I  began  my  fwevin  for  to  write, 
So  yeve  me  might  to  rime  it  and  endite. 

This  forefaid  AfTrikan  me  hent  anone. 
And  forthe  with  hym  unto  a  gate  ybrought 
Right  of  a  parke  ywallid  with  grene  ftone, 
And  o'er  the  gate  with  lettirs  large  ywrought 
There  werin  verfis  writtin,  as  me  thought, 
On  eithir  balfe,  of  full  grete  difference. 
On  which  1  Ihall  you  faie  the  plain  fentence. 

Through  me  men  gon  into  that  blisful  place 
Of  hertis  hele  and  dedly  woundis  cure. 
Through  me  men  gone  into  the  well  of  grace, 
There  grene  andluftie  Male  fhall  er  endure; 
This  is  the  waie  to  all  gode  avinture  : 
Be  glad,  thou  reader,  and  thy  forowe'  of  caft. 
All  open  am  I ;  paffe  in,  and  fpede  the  faft. 


Throughme  men  gon, then  fpake  that  othir  fidcv 
Unto  the  mortall  ftrokis  of  the  fpere. 
Of  whiche  Difdain  and  Daungir  is  the  gide, 
There  nevir  tre  fhall  fruicSt  ne  levis  here; 
This  ftreme  you  ledilh  to  the  forowfull  were 
There  as  the  fifhc  in  prifon  is  all  drie ; 
Th'  efchewyng  is  onely  the  rcmedie, 

Thcfe  verfis  of  gold  and  afure  writte  were^ 
Of  whiche  I  gan  aftonied  to  beholde. 
For  with  that  one  encrefid  all  my  fere. 
And  with  that  othir  gan  my  herte  to  bolde; 
That  one  me  bet,  that  othir  did  me  coldc  : 
No  wit  had  I  for  errour  for  to  chefe 
To  entre'  or  flie,  or  me  to  fave  or  lefe. 

R-ight  as  betwixin  adamantis  two 
Of  evin  weight  a  pece  of  yron  fet 
Ne  hath  no  might  to  movin  to  ne  fro. 
For  what  that  one  male  hale  that  othir  let ; 
So  fared  I,  that  I  n'ifl  where  me  vv^as  bet 
To  entre'  or  leve,  til  Affrican  my  gide 
Ale  hent,  and  fhove  in  at  the  gatis  wide. 

And  faied.  It  ftandith  writtin  in  thy  face 
Thyne  erroUr,  though  thou  tell  it  not  to  me. 
But  dred  the  not  to  come  into  this  place. 
For  this  writyng  is  nothyng  mente  by  the, 
Ne  by  none  but  he  Lov'is  fervaunt  be, 
For  thou  of  love  haft  loft  thy  taft  1  geffe. 
As  ficke  man  hath  of  fwete  and  bittirneffe. 
But  natheles,  although  that  thou  be  dull. 
That  which  thou  cauft  not  doe  yet  maieft  thotifc, 
For  many  a  man  that  male  not  ftande  a  pull 
Yet  liketh  it  hym  at  wreftlyng  for  to  be. 
And  demith  whethir  he  doe  bet  or  he  ; 
And  if  thou  haddift  connyng  for  t'  endite 
I  lliall  the  Ihewin  mattir  of  to  write. 

With  that  my  hand  in  his  he  toke  anon. 
Of  whiche  I  comfort  caught,  and  went  m  fail ; 
But  Lorde  !  fo  I  was  glad  and  well  begon  ! 
For  ovir  all  where  I  myne  eyin  caft 
Were  treis  clad  withleves  that  aie  fliallaft, 
Eche  in  his  kinde,  with  colour  frelhe  and  grene 
As  emeraude,  that  joie  it  wastofenc. 

The  bildir  okel,  and  eke  the  bardie  asfhe. 
The  pillir  elme,  the  cofEr  unto  caraine. 
The  boxe  pipetre,  the  holme  to  whippis  lasflic, 
The  failing  firre,  the  cypres  deth  to  plaine. 
The  fhotir  ewe,  the  afpe  for  fhaftis  plaine, 
The'  olive  of  pece,  and  eke  the  dronkin  vine. 
The  vi6lor  palme,  the  laurir  to  divine. 

A  gardein  fawe  I  full  of  blofomed  bowis 
Upon  a  rivir  in  a  grene  mede 
There  as  fweteneffe  evirraore  inough  is. 
With  flouris  white  and  blewe,  yelowe  and  red^^ 
And  colde  and  clere  wclleftrem.is  nothyng  dede. 
That  fwommin  full  of  fmale  fslhis  light, 
With  finiiis  rede  and  fcalisfilvir  bright. 

On  every  bough  tlie  bu'dis  herd  I  fyng 
With  voice  of  angell  in  their  harmonic, 
That  bufied  'hem  ther  birdis  forthe  to  bryng. 
The  little  pretie  conies  to  ther  plaie  gan  hie, 
And  farthir  all  abont  I  gan  efpic 
The  dredfuU  roe,  the  buck,  the  hart,  and  hio^ 
Squlrils,  and  beftis  fmall  of  gentle  kind. 


m 
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,    Of  inftruments  of  ftringis  in  accorde 
Herd  I  fo  plaie  a  ravifliyng  fwetneffe 
That  God,  that  makir  is  of  all  and  lorde, 
Ne  herd  nevir  a  bettir,  as  I  gefle. 
Therewith  a  winde,  unneth  it  might  be  lelTe^ 
Made  in  the  levis  grehe  a  noif^  foft 
Accordant  to  the  Foulis  fong  on  loft; 

The  aire  of  the  place  fd  attempre  was 
That  ner  wasther  grevaunce  of  hot  ne  cold. 
There  was  eke  every  wholfome  fpice  and  gras, 
Ne  no  man  ntaie  there  waxin  fike  ne  old  ; 
Yet  was  there  more  joie  a  thoufande  fold 
Then  I  can  tell,  or  evir  could  or  might ; 
There  is  evir  clere  daie  and  nevir  night. 

Undir  a  tre  befide  a  well  1  feye 
Cupide  our  lorde  his  arrowes  forge  and  file. 
And  at  his  fete  his  bowc  all  redie  laye, 
And  well  his  doughtir  temprid  all  the  while 
The  heddis  in  the  well,  and  with  her  wile  ■ 
She  couchid  'hem  aftir  as  thei  Ihbuld  ferve, 
Some  for  to  flea,  a:nd  fome  to  Wound  a;nd  carvCi 

Tho  was  1  ware  of  Plefance  anon  right. 
And  of  Arrai,  Lnfte,  Beaute',  and  Curtifie, 
And  of  the  craft  that  can  yhave  the  mighs 
To  doen  by  force  a  wight  to  doen  folic,' 
Disfigurid  was  (he,  I  will  not  lie,- 
And  by  himfelf,  undir  an  oak  1  gefle, 
Sawe  I  delite,  that  flode  with  Gentilnefle  i 

Then  fawe  1  Beautie  with  a  nice  atire, 
iAnd  Youth,  all  full  of  game  and  jolite, 
Fole  HardinelTe,  Flattirie,  and  Defire, 
Meflagerie,  and  Medc,  and  othir  thre, 
Ther  namis  ftiall  not  here  be  tolde  for  me. 
And  upon  pillars  grete  of  jafpir  long 
I  fawe  a  temple'  of  brafle  ifoundid -ftrong  : 

And  about  the  temple  dauncid  alwaie 
Women  inow,  of  which  fome  there  ywere 
Faire  of  'hemfelf,  and  fome  of 'hem  were  gaie ;' 
In  kirtils  all  difheveled  went  thei  there. 
That  was  ther  office  er  fro  yere  to  yere  ; 
And  on  the  temple  fawe  I  white  and  faire 
Of  dovis  fittyng  many''  a  thoufande  paire. 

Before  the  temple  dore  full  fobirlie 
Dame  Pece  yfat,  a  curtaine  in  her  honde^ 
And  her  befidis  wondir  difcretlie 
Dame  Pacience  yfittyng  there  I  fonde. 
With  face  pale,  upon  an  hille  of  fonde, 
And  althir  nexte,  within  and  eke  without, 
Beheft  and  Arte,  and  af  ther  folke  a  rout. 
Within  the  temple'  of  fighis  hote  as  fire 
I  herd  a  fwough  that  gan  about  to  ren, 
Whiche  fighis  were  engendrid  with  defire 
That  madin  every  herte  for  to  bren 
Of  newe  fiamrbe  ;   and  well  efpied  I  then 
That  all  the  caufe  of  forowes  that  thei  drie 
Come  of  the  bittir  goddis  Jeloufie. 

The  god  Priapus  fawe  I  as  I  went 
Within  the  temple'  in  foveraine  place  yllonde 
In  fochc  arraie  as  when  the  affe  hym  fhent 
With  crie  by  night,  and  with  fceptrein  honde; 
Full  bufilic  men  ban  affaie  and  fonde 
Upon  his  hedde  to  fet  of  fondrie  hewe 
G^alandis  full  of  frcfhc  fiouria  nev/c  : 


And  in  a  privie  corner  in  difport 
Found  I  Venu4  and  her  portir  Richeffa, 
That  was  full  noble'  and  hautin  of  her  port  i  , 
Darke  -Ssras  that  place,  but  aftirwarde  lightneiFe 
I  fav^e  a  lite,  unnethes  it  might  be  leffe. 
And  on  a  bed  of  golde  fhe  laie  to  refte 
I'ill  that  the  hote  fonne  began  to  wefte. 
Her  gildid  heriswith  agoldin  threde 
Iboundin  were,  untreflid  as  flie  laie. 
And  nakid  frOm  the  breft  unto  the  hede 
Men  might  her  fe,  and,  fothly  for  to  faie. 
The  remenaunt  covired  well  to  my  paie 
Right  with  a  lityl  kerchefe  of  Valence ; 
There  n'as  no  thickir  clothe  of  no  defence. 

The  place  gave  a  thoufande  favours  fote. 
And  Bacchus,  god  of  Wine,  fate  her  befide. 
And  Ceres  next,'  that  doeth  of  hunger  botCj 
And,  as  I  faied,  amiddis  laie  Cypride, 
To  whom  on  kneis  the  yong  folkis  cride 
To  be  ther  hejpe  :  but  thus  I  let  her  lie. 
And  farthir  in  the  teftiple'  I  gan  efpie. 

That  in  difpite  of  Diana  the  chafte 
Full  many  a  bowe  ibroke  hing  on  the  wall 
Of  maidins,  foche  as  gone  ther  tymis  wafte 
In  her  fervice,  and  paintid  ovir  all 
Of  many'  a  fiorie',  of  whiche  I  touchin  fhall 
A  fewc,  as  of  Califto'  and  Atalante, 
And  many'  a  maide  of  which  the  name  I  want> 

Semeramis,  Candace',  and  Hercules, 
Biblis,  Dido,  Thifbe,  and  Pyramus, 
Triftram,  Ifoude,  Paris,  and  Achilles, 
Helaine,  Cleopatra,  and  Troilus, 
Scylla,  and  eke  the  mother  of  Romulus ; 
All  thefe  were  paintid  on  that  othir  fide, 
And  all  ther  love,  and  in  what  pHte  thei  dide* 

When  I  was  comen  ayen  into  the  place 
That  I  of  fpake,  that  was  fote  and  grene, 
Forthe  Walked  I  tho  my  felvin  to  folace, 
Thoi  was  I  Ware  where  there  yfate  a  quenc. 
That  as  of  light  the  fommir  fonne  fhene 
Paflith  the  fterre,  right  fo  Ovif  mefure 
She  fairir  was  then  any  other  creture. 

And  in  a  launde,  upon  a  hill  of  floures, 
Was  fet  this  queue,  this  noble  goddeiTe  Nature ; 
Of  braunchis  were  her  hallis  and  her  boures 
Iwrought  after  her  croft  and  her  mefure; 
Neither  n'as  Foule  that  cometh  of  engcndrure 
That  there  ne  were  ypreft  in  her  prefence 
To  take  her  dome  and  yeve  her  audience  { 
For  this  was  on  Saintft  Valentm'is  daie, 
When  every  Foule  comith  to  chefe  her  mate 
Of  every  kinde  that  men  ythinkin  maie, 
And  that  fo  huge  a  noife  gan  thei  to  make 
The  yerth,  the  ic,  and  tre,  and  every  lake, 
So  full  was,  that  unnethis  there  was  fpace 
For  me  to  ftande.fo  full  was  all  the  place. 

And  right  as  Alaine  in  The  Plaint  of  KindQ 
Devifeth  Nature  of  foche  araie  and  face. 
In  foche  araie  men  mightin  her  there  finde. 
This  noble  enipreffe,  liiU  of  a!le  orace, 
Bad  every  Foule  takin  her  owne  place 
As  ihei  were  wont  alwaie  fro  yere  to  yer* 
On  Suina  Vakntiues  dais  to  flaiidin  there  ; 
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That  Is  to  faie,  the  Foulis  of  ravine 
tVere  highlll  fet,  and  then  the  Foulis  fmale, 
That  etin  as  them  Nature  would  encline. 
As  worme  or  thing,  of  which  I  tell  no  tale. 
And  watirfoule  fate  lowift  in  the  dak, 
AndFoules  that  iiveth  by  fede  fat  on  the  grene, 
And  that  fo  fele  that  wondir  was  to  fene. 
There  niightin  men  the  roiall  egle  finde. 
That  with  his  fliarpeloke  perfith  the  fon, 
A.«d  othir  eglis  of  a  lowir  kinde. 
Of  whiche  that  clerkis  well  dfivifin  con ; 
There  was  the  tirant  with  his  fethir-s  doiv 
And  grene,  I  mene  the  golhauke^  that  doth  pine 
To  birdes  for  his  outragious  ravine ; 

The  gentle  faucon,that  with  his  fete  diftreineth 
The  kyng'is  hand,  the  hardie  fperhauke  eke^ 
The  qnal'is  foe,  the  merlion,  that  peincth 
Hymfelf  full  oft,  the  larke  for  to  feke. 
There  w^s  the  dove,,  with  her  eyin  fo  meke,. 
The  jelous  fwan,  ayenfi  his  dcth  that  fingeth. 
The  oule  eke,  that  of  deth-  the  bode  ybringeth; 

The  crane,  fche  geant,  with  has  tromp'is  fonne. 
The  thief  the  chough,  and  eke  the  chattring  pie,- 
The  fcornyng  jaie^  the  cle's  foe  the  heroune, 
The  falfe  lapwing,  alle  full  of  trechirie. 
The  {lading,  that  the  counfaile  can  bewrie,. 
The  tame  ruddocke,  and  the  cov^ardc  kite. 
The  cocke,  that  horiloge  is  of  thropcs  lite ; 

The  fparow,  Venus  fon,  the  nightingale. 
That  clepith  forthe  the  frelhe  levis  newe. 
The  fwalowe,  murdrer  of  the  beis  fmale,. 
That  maken  honie  of  flouris  frefhe  of  hewe, 
Ths  weddid  turtellrwith  his  herte  true, 
TJaS  pecocke  with  his  angell  fethirs  bright. 
The  fefaunt,  fcornir  of  the  cocke  by  night; 

The  waker  gofe,  the  cuckowe,  er  unklnde, 
The  popingeie,  full  of  delicafie. 
The  drake,,  deftroyir  of  his.  owne  kinde, 
The  ftorke,  the  wrekir  of  advouterie. 
The  bote  cormeraunt,  full  of  glotonie, 
The  ravin  wife,  the  crowe,  with  voice  of  care. 
The  throftill  olde,  and  froftie  feldefare. 

What  fliould  I  faie  ?  of  Foules  of  every  kind 
That  in  this  world  have  fethirs  and  ftatufe 
Men  mightin  in  that  place  affemblid  finde 
Before  that  noble  goddeffe  of  nature. 
And  eche  of  them  ydid  his  hufie  cure 
Benignelie  to  chefe  or  for  to  take 
By  her  accorde  his  forjnell  or  his  make. 

But  to  the  poin^.  Nature  held  on  her  hond 
A  formell  egle',. of  fhape  the  gentilleft 
That  evir  fhe  emong  her  vtrorkis  fonde^ 
The  aiofte  benigne  and  eke  the  godcliefl: ;. 
In  her  was  every  vertue  at  his  reft 
So  farforthe,  that  Nature  her  felf  had  blifle 
To  loke  on  her,  and  oft  her  bccke  to  kiffe. 

Nature,  the  vicare  of  the'  almightie  Lorde, 
That  bote  and  colde,.hevifi,, light,  moifte,  and  drie, 
Hath  knit  by  evin  nombir  of  accorde, 
In  efie  voice  begaik  to^  fpeke  and  faie,^ 
Foulis>  take  hede  of  my  fentence  I  praie. 
And  for  your  efe,  in  fordring  of  your  n^de, 
As  fall  as  I, male  fpeks  I  will  m?  fpede* 


Ye  know  well  how  on  S,  Valentine's  dale, 
By  my  ftatutc  and  through  my  govirnauncc. 
Ye  chefe  your  makes,  and  aftir  flie  awaie 
With  'hem  as  I  doe  pricke  you  with  plcfaunce. 
But  nathelefle,.  as  by  ilghtfuU  ordinauncc, 
Male  1  not  let,  for  all  this  worldc  to  win. 
But  he  that  mofte  worthieft  is  fhall  begin. 
The  tercel!  egle,  as  ye  knowe  fuH  wele. 
The  Foule  roiall,  above  you'  all  in  degre. 
The  wife  and  worthie,  fecret,  true  as  ftele» 
The  whiche  I  have  formid,  as  ye  maie  fe,. 
In  every  parte  as  it  heft  likith  me. 
It  nedith  not  his  fhape  you  to  devife. 
He  fhall  firft  chefe  and  fpckin  in  his  gife. 

And  after  hym  by  ordir  fhall  ye  chefe 
Aftir  your  kinde,  everiche  as  you  likith. 
And  as  your  hap  is  fhall  ye  win  or  lefe, 
But  which  of  you  that  love  moft  entrikith 
God  fende  hym  her  that  fbrefl  for  hyra  fikith  y 
And  therwithall  the  tercell  gan  Ihe  call. 
And  faiedj  My  fonne,  the  choife  is  to  the  fall. 

But  natheleffe  in  this  condicion 
Mufte  be  the  choice  of  everiche  that  is  herCj 
That  flie  agre  to  his  eleccion, 
Who  fo  he  be,  that  fhould  yben  her  fere ; 
This  is  our  ufage  aye  fro  yere  to  yere. 
And  who  fo  maie  at  this  time  have  his  grace 
In  blJ-sfuU  tyme  he  came  into  this  place. 

With  hed  enclined  and  with  full  humble  chcrft 
This  roiall  tercell  fpake,  and  taried  nought. 
Unto  my  foveraine  ladie',  and  not  my  fere, 
I  chofe  and  chefe  with  will,  and  hert,  and  thoughtj 
The  formell  on  your  hand  fo  well  iwrought, 
Whofe  I  am  all,  and  evir  will  her  ferve. 
Doe  what  her  lulle  to  doe  me  live  or  flerve  ; 

Befechyng  her  of  mcrcie  and  of  grace. 
As  fhe  that  is  my  ladie  foverain. 
Or  let  me  die  here  prefent  in  tliis  place, 
For  certislong  maie  I  not  live  in  pain. 
For  in  my  herte  is  corvin  every  vain, 
Havyng  regardc  gnily  to  my  trouthe  : 
My  dere  herte !  havith  on  my  wo  fome  routhe-. 

And  if  that  I  be  founde  to  her  untrue, 
Difobeifaunt, or  wilful!  negligent,         . 
Avauntour,  or  in  proceffe  love  anewe, 
I  praie  to-  you  this  be  my  judgement,. 
That  with  tliefe  Foulis  I  be  all  to  rent 
That  like  daie  that  fhe  me  evir  finde 
To  her  untrue  or  in  my  gilte  unkinde. 

And  fith  none  lovith  her  fo  well  as  I, 
Although  fhe  nevir  of  love  me  behet. 
Then  ought  fhe  to  be  mine  through  her  merclej 
Fo5  othir  bonde  can  I  none  on  her  knet. 
For  for  wele  nor  wo  nevir  fhall  I  let 
To  fervin  her,  how  far  fo  that  fhe  wende : 
Sale  what  you  lifte,  my  tale  is  at  an  endc. 

Full  right  as  the  fote  and  frefhe  redde  rofe  ntvrt 
Againfl  the  fommir  funne  ycolouredis,. 
Right  fo  for  fhame  all  waxin  gan  the  hewa 
Of  this  formell  when  that  Ihe  heid  all  this; 
Neithir  fhe  anfv/erde  well  ne  faied  amis, 
So  fore  abafhed  was  flie,  till  that  Nature 
tJaied,  I?oug.htir,  drsde  you  not,  I.  yoju  aflfure. 
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And  otliir  tereell  egle  fpake  anon 
Of  lowir  kind,  and  faied  that  fhould  not  be  ; 
I  love  her  bet  then  ye  doe  by  Saindl  John, 
Or  at  the  left  I  love  as  well  as  ye, 
And  lengir  have  ferved  her  in  my  degre. 
And  if  file  fhould  have  loved  for  long  lovyng 
To  me  alone  had  be  the  guerdonyng. 

1  dare  eke  faie,  if  fhe  me  findin  faU'e, 
Unkinde,  jangler,  rebell,  in  any  wife, 
Or  jelous,  doe  me  hangin  by  the  halfe  ; 
And  but  I  berin  me  in  her  fervife 
As  well  aye  as  my  wit  can  me  fuffife 
Fro  poind:  to  poindl,  her  honour  for  to  fave. 
Take  flie  my  life  and  all  the  gode  I  have. 

The  thirde  tereell  egle  anfwerid  thoj 
Now,  Sirs,  ye  fe  the  lityl  lefir  here. 
For  every  Foule  crieth  out  to  be  ago 
Forthe  with  his  make  or  with  his  lady  dere. 
And  eke  Nature  her  felf  ne  will  not  here, 
For  tarying  her,  not  half  that  I  would  feie, 
And  but  I  fpeke  I  muft  for  forowe  deie. 

Of  longeferyice  avaunt  I  me  nothing, 
But  as  poffible'  is  me  to  die  to  day 
For  wo  as  he  that  hath  be  langulfhing 
This  twenty  wintre',  and  wel  it  happin  may 
A  man  may  ferve  bettir  and  more  to  pay 
Jn  halfe  a  yere,  although  it  were  no  more. 
Than  fomc  m.an  doth  that  hath  fervid  ful  yore. 

I  fay  not  this  by  me,  for  I  ne  can 
J)o  no  fervife  that  may  my  lady  plefc, 
But  I  dare  fay  I  am  her  trewifl;  man. 
As  to  my  dome,  and  fainift  wolde  her  pl&fe  : 
At  fhorte  wdrdis,  til  that  dethe  me  cefe 
I  wil  be  hers  whethir  I  wake  or  winke, 
And  trev.'e  in  al  that  herte  may  bethinke. 

Of  al  my  lyfe  fyth  that  day  I  was  borne 
So  gentle  pie  in  love  or  othir  thinge 
Ne  herdin  nevir  no  man  me  beforne. 
Who  fo  that  had  right  lefir  and  conninge 
For  to  reherfe  ther  chere  and  ther  fpekynge. 
And  from  the  morowe  gan  this  fpeche  laffe 
Till  downward  went  the  fonne  wondir  fafte. 

The  noife  of  Foulis  for  to  be  deliverde 
So  loude  range.  Have  don  and  let  us  wende, 
That  wel  wende  1  the  wode  had  all  to  Ihivered  : 
Come  of,  they  cried ;  alas !  ye  wil  us  fliende ; 
Whan  fhal  your  curfid  pleding  have  an  ende  ? 
How  lliulde  a  judge  on  eithir  partie  leve 
For  ye  or  nay  withoutin  any  preve  ? 

The  gofe,  the  cuckowe,  and  the  ducke  alfo. 
So  cryid  Keke,keke,  Cuckow,  Queke,  queke,  hye, 
Thorough  myne  eris  the  noyfe  wente  the  ; 
The  gofe  fayd  than,  Al  this  n'ys  wprthe  a  flfye, 
But  I  can  fhape  herof  a  remedye, 
And  wil  yfay  my  verdite  faire  and  fwithe 
For  watir  Foule,  who  fo  be  wrothe  or  blithe. 

And  I  for  worme  Foule,  faid  the  fole  cuckow, 
For  I  wil  of  min  owne  authorite. 
For  common  fpede,  take  on  me  the  charge  now 
For  to  deliver  us'is  grete  charite, 
Ye  may  abydin  a  while  yet  perde. 
(Quod  the  turtel)  If  that  it  be  your  wil 
A  wight  may  fpeke  it  were  as  gode  be  ftil. 


I  am  a  fede  Foule,  one  the  unworthyei'fc. 
That  wot  I  wel,  and  the  left  of  connynge. 
But  bettir  is  that  a  wight'is  tonge  reft 
Than  entremetin  him  of  foche  doynge 
Of  whiche  he  neithir  redin  can  nor  finge, 
And  who  fo'  it  doth  ful  foule  him  felf  acloyeth, 
For  Office  uncommittidofte  anoysth. 

Nature,  whiche  that  alway  yhad  an  ere 
To  murmure  of  the  leudKnefTe  behinde. 
With  faconde  voice  faid,  Hold  your  tongis' there. 
And  I  flial  fone  I  hope  a  counfaile  finde 
You  to  tieliver  and  fro  this  noyfe  unbyndc  ; 
1  charge  of  every  flocke  ye  fliall  one  cal 
To  fay  the  verdite  of  you  Foulis  all. 

Affentid  Virere  to  tliis  conclufyon 
The  birdis  al,  and  Foulis  of  ravine 
Have  chofin  firft  by  plaine  eledhion, 
The  tercelet  of  the  faucon  to  define, 
Al  ther  fentence,  and  as  him  luft  to  termini. 
And  to  Nature  him  gan  they  toprcfente, 
And  file  acceptith  him  with  glad  entente. 

The  tercelet  fayd  than  in  this  maneie  : 
Ful  hard  it  were  to  preveit  by  refon 
Who  lovith  beft  this  gentil  formel  here. 
For  everiche  hath  foche  replicacion 
That  by  fkillis  may  non  be  brought  adoun ; 
I  cannat  fe  that  arguraentes  availe, 
Than  femith  it  there  muft  be  a  battalle. 

Al  redy,  quod  thefe  egles  tercelles  tho, 
Nay,  Sirs,  (quod  he)  if  that  I  durft  it  fay 
Ye  do  me  wronge,  my  tale  is  not  ydo ; 
For,  Sirs,  ne  takith  nat  a  grefe  I  pray. 
It  may  not  be  as  ye  wolde  in  this  way  ; 
Ours  is  the  voice  that  have  the  charge  in  hande, 
And  to  the  judg'is  dome  ye  muft  yftande  ; 

And  therfore  pece  :  I  fay  as  to  my  wit 
Me  woldin  tliinke  how  that  the  worthieft 
Of  knyghthode,  and  lenglft  had  ufid  it, 
Moft  of  eftate,  of  blode  the  gentilleft. 
Were  fittingeft  for  her,  if  that  her  left, 
And  of  thefe  thre  fhe  wote  her  felfe  1  trowe 
Whiche  that  he  be,  for  it  is  light  to  knowe. 

The  watir  Foulis  have  ther  hedis  laide 
Togidir,  and  of  ftiorte  avifement 
Whan  everiche  had  his  verdite  yfaide. 
They  faidin  fothely  al  by  one  affent 
How  that  the  gofe,  with  the  faconde  gent. 
That  fo  defirith  to  pronounce  our  nede, 
Shal  tel  oui^  tale,  and  prayed  to  God  her  fpede. 

And  for  thefe  watir  Foulis  tho  began 
Tlie  gofe  to  fpeke,  and  in  her  cakelynge 
She  faid,  Pece  now,  take  kepc  eveVy  man, 
And  herken  whiche  refon  I  flial  forth  bring ; 
My  witte  is  fliarpe  ;  I  love  no  tarying  ; 
I  fay  I  rede  him,  tho  he  were  my  brother, 
But  ftie  wil  love  him  let  him  love  another. 

L(>  here  a  parfite  refon  of  a  gofe  ! 
Tho  (quod  the  fperhauke)  nevir  mote  fhe  the ; 
I.o  fociie  a  thing  it'  is  to  have  a  tonge  lofe  ! 
Nowe  parde  fole  yet  were  it  bet  for  the 
Have  holde  thy  pece  than  fhewde  thy  nicete ; 
It  lyeth  nat  in  his  wit  nor  in  his  wil. 
But  fothc  is  faide,  A  fole  can  not  be  fill. 
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The  lauglitir  arofe  of  gentil  Foulis  al, 
And  right  anone  the  fede  Foules  chofm  had 
The  turtel  trewe,  and  gan  her  to  'hem  call, 
And  prayid  her  to  fay  the  fothe  fad 
Of  this  matir,  and  afkid  what  fhe  rad  ? 
And  fheanfwered  that  plainly  her  entent 
She  wold";  fhewe,  and  fothly  what  flie  ment. 

Nay,  God  forbede  a  lovii  ftiulde  chaunge, 
The  turtel  faid,  and  wexte  for  fliame  al  rede  ; 
Though  that  his  lady  evirmore  be  ftraunge, 
Yet  let  him  ferve  her  ay  tyl  he  be  dede  ; 
Forfothe  I  ne  praife  not  the  gos'is  rede, 
For  tho  flie  dyed  I  wold  none  othir  make  ; 
i  wil  be  hers  tyl  that  the  dethe  me  take. 

Wei  ybourdid  (quod  the  ducke)  by  my  hat; 
That  men  fhouldin  love  alway  caufeleffe 
Who  can  a  refon  finde  or  wit  in  that  ? 
Dauncith  he  mery  that  is  mirthileffe  ? 
Who  fhuldin  recke  of  that  is  recheleffe  ? 
Ye  queke  yet  (quod  the  ducke)  ful  wel  and  faire, 
7here  be  mojlerres  in  the  Iky  e  than  a  pair e. 

Nov/e  fye,  churle  !  (quod  the  gentil  tercelet) 
Out  of  the  donghil  came  that  word  aright ; 
Thou  canft  not  fe  which  thinge  is  wel  befet ; 
Thou  farefl  by  love  as  ovvlis  do  by  light. 
The  day  'hem  blindeth,  ful  wel  they  fe  by  night ; 
Thy  k;nde  is  of  fo  lowe  a  wretchidriefTe 
That  what  love  is  thou  canft  not  fe  nor  geffe. 

Tho  gan  the  cuckow  put  him  forthe  in  prece 
For  Foule  that  etith  worme,  and  fayid  blyve, 
So  I  (quod  he)  may  have  my  make  in  pece 
I  ne  retche  nought  howe  longe  that  ye  ftrive ; 
J^et  eche  of  'hein  be  foleine  al  ther  lyve  : 
This  is  my  rede  fens  they  may  nat  acorde  ; 
This  ffiorte  lefibn  nedith  not  recorde. 

Ye  have  the  glutton  filde  inow  his  paunche, 
Then  are  we  wel,  fayid  the  emerlon, 
Thou  murdrir  of  the  heifugge,  on  the  braunche, 
That  brought  the  forth,  thou  moD:  rufull  glutton, 
Live  thou  folein,  wormis  corrupcion  ! 
For  no  force  is  of  lacke  of  thy  nature  ; 
Go,  leudebethou  while  that  the  world  may  dure! 

Nowe  pece  (quod  Nature)  I  commandin  here, 
For  I  have  herde  al  your  opinion, 
And  in  effefte  yet  be  we  ner  the  nere  ; 
But,  finally,  this  is  my  concluuon. 
That  fhe  her  felfe  fhal  have  her  eleftion 
Of  whom  her  lift,  who  fo  be  wroth  or  blithe, 
Him  that  (he  chefeth  he  fhal  her  have  as  fwithe  : 

For  fithe  it  may  not  here  difcuffid  be 
Who  loveth  her  beft,  as  faid  the  tercelet, 
Than  wol  I  done  this  favour  to'  her,  that  Ihe 
Shal  have  right  him  on  whom  her  hert  is  fet, 
And  he  her  that  his  hert  hath  on  her  knet ; 
This  judge  I  Nature,  for  I  may  not  lye. 
To  none  eftate  I  have  none  othir  eye. 

But  as  for  counfayle  for  to  chofe  a  make, 
Yf  1  were  Refon,  certis  than  v/oulde  I 
Counfailin  you  the  royal  tercel  take, 
As  fayd  the  tercelet  ful  fkilfully, 
As  for  the  gentilift  and  moft  worthy, 
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Which  I  have  wrought  fo  wel  to  my  plefauncc 
That  to  you  it  ought  ben  a  fufFifauncc. 

With  dredfuU  voice  the  formell  her  anfwerde  ; 
My  rightful!  lady,  goddeffe  of  Nature, 
Soth  is  that  I  am  er  undir  your  yerde. 
As  is  als'  everiche  othir  creture, 
Andmuftbe  yours  while  that  my  life  may  dure, 
And  therfore  grauntith  me  my  firfte  bone, 
And  myne  entent  you  wol  I  fay  right  fone. 

I  graunt  it  you  (quod  Ihe.)  And  right  anone 
This  formel  egle  fpake  in  this  degre ; 
Almighty  queue !  unto  this  ycre  be  done 
I  afke  refpite  for  to  avyfm  me. 
And  aftir  that  to  have  my  choyce  all  fre  : 
This  al  and  fome  that  I  wold  fpelcc  and  fey ; 
Ye  get  no  more  although  ye  do  me  dey  : 

I  wol  not  fervin  Venus  ne  Cupide 
Forfothe  as  yet  by  no  manir  of  way. 
Nowe  fens  it  may  none  othir  wayes  betide 
(Quod  Dame  Nature),  here  is  no  more  to  fay ; 
Than  wolde  I  that  thefe  Foulis  were  away 
Eche  with  his  make  for  tarying  lengir  here, 
And  faid  'hem  thus,  as  ye  fhal  aftir  here  : 

To  you  fpeke  1,  ye  tercelets  (quod  Nature), 
Bethe  of  gode  herte,  and  fervith  alle  thre, 
A  yere  is  not  fo  longe  for  to  endure. 
And  eche  of  you  paine  hini  in  his  degre 
For  to  do  wel,  for  God  wote  quit  is  llie 
Fro  you  this  yere,  what  aftir  fo  befal ; 
This  entremes  is  dreffid  for  you  all. 

And  whan  this  werk  ybrought  was  to  an  ende 
To  every  Foule  Nature  yave  his  make 
By  even  acorde,  and  on  ther  way  they  wende, 
AndLordethebliffeandjoyewhichthat  they  make! 
For  ech  gan  othir  in  his  wingis  take, 
'  And  with  ther  neckis  eche  gan  othir  winde, 
Thankynge  aye  the  noble  goddeffe  of  Kinde. 

But  firft  were  chofm  Foulis  for  to  finge. 
As  yere  by  yere  was  alway  ther  ufaunce. 
To  fmge  a  roundel  at  ther  departing. 
To  do  to  Nature  honour  and  plefaunce; 
The  note  I  trowe  ymakid  was  in  Fraunce; 
The  wordis  were  foche  as  ye  may  heie  find 
The  nexte  vers,  as  I  nowe  have  in  minde, 

^ui  lien  aime  tard  oublie. 

Now  welcom  fomir  i  with  thy  fonnis  foft. 
That  hafte  this  wintir  wethirs  ovirfhake; 
Saint  Valentine  !  thou  arte  full  hye  on  lofte. 
Which  drivift  away  the  longe  nightis  blake, 
Thus  fingin  fmale  Foulis  for  thy  fake  ; 
Well  havin  they  caufe  for  to  gladin  ofte 
Sens  eche  of  'hem  recovered  hath  his  make, 
Ful  bhfsful  male  they  fing  v/hen  they  awake. 

And  with  the  fliouting  when  ther  fonge  was  do 
That  the  Foulis  made  at  ther  flight  away 
I  woke,  and  othir  bokis  toke  me  to 
To  rede  upon,  and  yet  I  rede  alway ; 
I  hope  ywis  to  redin  fo  fome  day 
That  I  flial  raetin  fome  thinge  for  to  fare 
The  bet,  and  thus  to  rede  1  n'il  not  fpare. 

1  i 
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GUCKOWE  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 


Chaucer  dretimeth  that  he  heareth  the  Cuckowe  and  the  Nightingale  contend  for  excelleney 

tnjnging. 


The  god  of  Love,  ah,  henedkUe  f 
Howe  mighty  and  howe  gret  a  lorde  is  he ! 
Vor  he  can  makin  of  lowe  hertis  hie, 
And  of  hye  lowe  and  lyke  for  to  die, 
And  harde  hertis  he  can  makin ire  : 

He  can  makin  -within  a  litil  floundc 

Of  ficke  folke  whole,  and  freflie,  and  founde. 

And  of  the  v>'hole  he  can  ymake  fcke ; 

He  can  yblndin  and  unbindin  eke 

Ihat  he  wol  have  yboundin or  unbounde. 

To  tel  his  might  my  wit  may  not  fufTife, 
For  he  can  makin  of  wife  folke  ful  nice. 
For  he  may  do  i\  that  he  wol  device, 
And  lithy  folke  to  diftroyin  vice, 
And  pronde  hertis  he  can  make  agrife. 

Shortly,  al  that  evir  he  wol  he  may ; 
A^ainiil  him  there  dftre  no  wightfay  naye, 
For  he  can  glad  and  greve  whom  him  lykith, 
And  who  that  he  wol  he  loweth  or  fikith. 
And  raoft  his  might  he  ftledith  er  in  May ; 

For  every  tnje  gentle  herte  fre. 
That  with  him  is  o'r  thinkith  for  to  be, 
Againft  May  new  flial  have  fome  fleringe, 
Or  to  joye  or  ellis  to  fome  mourning. 
In  no  fefcn  fo  moche,  as  thinkith  me  ; 


For  whan  that  they  may  here  the  birdis  finge,, 
And  fe  the  flouris  and  the  levis  fpringe. 
That  bringith  into  ther  rememberaunce 
A  manir  efe  ymedlid  with  grevaunce, 
And  lufty  thoughtis  ful  of  grete  longing  ; 

And  of  that  longing  comith  hevinefle. 
And  therof  grovvith  oft  grete  fikenelfe. 
And  for  the  lacke  of  that  that  they  defire ; 
And  thus  in  May  ben  hertis  fet  on  fire. 
So  that  they  brennin  forth  in  gret  diflrelTco 

I  fpeke  this  of  feling  trewily  : 

What !  tho  that  I  be  olde  and  unlufty 

Yet  I  havefelte  of  the  fickeneflie  through  May 

Bothe  bote  and  cold,  and  axis  every  day. 

How  fore  iwis  there  wote  no  wight  but  I. 

I  am  fo  fliakin  with  the  fevirs  white 

Of  al  this  May,  ne  flepe  I  but  a  lite ; 

And  alfo  it  is  not  lyke  unto  me 

That  any  herte  fliouldin  flepy  be 

In  whom  that  Love  his  firy  darte  wol  fmite. 

But  as  I  lay  this  othir  night  waking 
I  thought  howe  lovirs  had  a  tokining, 
And  amonge  'hem  it  was  a  commune  tale 
That  it  were  gode  to  here  the  Nightingale 
Moche  rathir  than  the  leud^  Cuckowe  finge. 
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And  than  I  thought  anon  as  it  was  day 
I  wolde  faine  go  fomwhere  to  affay 
If  that  1  might  a  Nightingale  yhere, 
For  yet  had  I  none  herde  of  al  that  yere. 
And  it  was  tho  the  thirde  night  of  JVJay. 

And  right  an»n  as  I  the  day  afpide 
No  Icngir  would  I  in  my  hedde  abide, 
But  unto  a  wodde  that  was  me  fall  by 
I  went  forthe  my  felf  alone  boldily, 
And  helde  the  way  downe  b)  a  broke  fide. 

Tyl  I  came  to  a  launde  of  white  and  grene, 

So  faire  an  one  had  I  nevir  in  bene ; 

The  grounde  was  grene,  ypoudrid  with  daifye. 

The  flouris  and  the  grevis  aUke  hie, 

Al  grene  and  white,  was  nothing  ellis  fene. 

There  fate  I  downe  among  the  faire  flouris^ 
And  fawe  the  birdes  trippe  out  of  ther  bowris 
There  as  they  reftid  'hem  had  al  the  njght ; 
They  were  fo  joyful  of  the  day'is  lyght 
They  began  of  May  e  for  to  done  honouris  : 

They  coudin  wel  that  fervicc  al  by  rote, 
And  there  was_niany  a  full  lovely  note ; 
Some  fongin  loade  as  they  had  yplained. 
And  fome  in  othir  manir  voice  yfained, 
And  fome  fqngin  al  out  with  the  ful  throte. 

They  proynid  'hem  and  madin  'hem  right  gay, 
And  daunfidin  and  leptin  on  the  fpray, 
And  evirmore  were  two  and  two  in  fere, 
Right  fo  as  they  had  chofin  'hem  to  yere 
In  Feverere  on  Saint  Valentine's  day. 

And  the  rivir  whiche  that  I  fat  upon 
It  madin  foche  a  noife  as  it  ron, 
Accordaunt  with  the  birdis  armony, 
Me  thought  that  it  was  the  befl:  melody 
That  mightin  ben  yherde  of  any  mon. 

And  for  delyte,  I  ne  wotte  nevir  howe, 
I  fel  in  foche  a  flombre  and  a  fwowe, 
Nat  al  aflepe  ne  fully  awaking, 
And  in  that  fwowe  me  thought  I  heide  finge 
The  fory  birde,  I  mcne  the  leude  Cuckowe, 

And  that  was  upon  a  tre  right  fafl:  by ; 
But  who  was  than  evil  apaide  but  I .' 
Now  God  (quod  I)  that  dyjd  on  the  crois 
Yeve  forowe  on  the  and  on  thy  leude  vpis ! 
i'ul  litil  joye  have  I  now  of  ,thy  crie. 

Afvd  as  I  with  the  Cuckow  thus  gan  chide, 

I  herdin  in  the  nexte  bufti  befide 

A  Nyghtingalc  fo  luftily  yfinge, 

That  with  her  dcre  voice  flie  madin  ringe. 

Echoing  thorough  al  the  grene  wode  wide. 


Ah  !  gode  fwete  Nightingale  I  (quod  I)  then, 
A  litil  haft  thou  ben  to  longc  hen. 
For  here  hath  ben  the  leude  fory  Cuckow, 
And  fongin  fongis  rathir  than  haft  thou; 
I  pray  to  God  that  evil  fire  her  bren ! 

But  now  I  wolyou  tel  a  wondre  thing  ; 

As  longc  as  I  ylay  in  that  fwouning, 

Me  thought  I  wift  what  that  the  birdis  ment. 

And  what  they  fayd,  and  what  was  ther  entent, 

And  of  ther  fpeche  I  had  full  gode  knowing. 

There  herdin  I  the  Nightingale  yfay. 

Now,  gode  Cuckow !   goith  fome  where  awaye. 

And  let  us  that  can  fingin  dwellin  here. 

For  every  wight  efchevith  the  to  here. 

Thy  fongis  ben  fo  elenge,  in  gode  fay. 

What !  (quod  fhe)  what  may  the  aylin  as  nowe  I 
It  thinkith  me  I  finge  as  wel  as  thou. 
For  my  fonge  is  both  true  and  eke  plaine. 
And  though  I  can  not  crakilfo  in  vaine 
As  thou  doll;  in  thy  throte,  I  wot  ner  how. 

And  every  wight  may  undirflandln  me  ; 
But,  Nightingale,  fo  may  they  not  done  the, 
For  thou  haflmany  a  nice  queinte  crie; 
I  have  the  herdc  faine  Ocy,  ocy  : 
Howe  might  I  knowin  what  that  fhould  ybe  ? 

Ah,  fole  !  (quod  fhe)  woft  thou  not  what  it  is  ? 

Whan  that  I  fay  Ocy,  ocy,  ywys 

Than  menin  I  that  I  would  wondre  faine 

That  al  they  werin  fhamfully  yflaine 

That  menin  ought  againifl  love  amis  ; 

And  alfo'  I  would  that  al  tho  had  the  dedet 
That  thinkin  not  in  loye  ther  life  to  lede. 
For  who  fo  wol  not  the  god  of  Love  fervc 
I  dare  wel  fay  he  is  worthy  to  ftcrve, 
And  for  that  fi;il  Ocy,  ocy,  I  gredc. 

Eye !  (quod  the  Cuckow)  this  is  a  queint  lawe. 

That  every  wight  fhal  love  or  be  to  draw  ; 

But  I  furfakin  al  foche  company. 

For  myne  entent  ne  is  not  for  to  die* 

Ne  ner  while  I  live  on  Love's  yoke  to  draw  ; 

For  lovirs  ben  the  folke  that  ben  on  lyve 
That  mpft  difefe  yhave  and  moft  unthrive. 
And  moft  endurin  forow,  wo,  and  care. 
And  that  the  left  yfelin  of  welfare  ; 
What  nedith  it  ayenift  trouth  to  ftrive  ? 

What !  (quod  fhe)  thou  art  alle  out  of  thy  minde ; 
How  might  thou  in  thy  churlineffe  yfyndc 
To  Ipeke  of  Lov'is  fervauntes  in  this  wife  ? 
For  in  this  world  is  none  fo  gode  fervice 
To  tvery  wight  that  gentle  is  of  kindc  ; 


Soo 
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For  therof  truly  comlth  al  godeneffe, 
Therof  al  honour  and  al  gentilnefie, 
Thereof  worftiip,  efe,  and  al  hert'is  luft, 
And  parfite  joye  and  ful  affurid  trufl, 
And  jolytie,  and  plefaunce,  and  frefheneflej 

And  lowlyhed,  largeffe,  and  curtifye, 
And  femelyhed,  and  trcw  company, 
And  drcde  of  fhanic  for  to  done  amys. 
For  he  that  truily  Lov'is  fervaunt  is 
Were  lothir  to  be  fliamid  than  to  die. 


And  that  thys  is  the  fothe  whiche  that  I  fey 
In  that  beleve  1  wil  bothe  live  and  dey; 
And,  Cuckow,fo  1  rede  thou  do  ywys. 
Than  (quod  he)  let  me  nevir  havin  bliffe 
Yf  evir  1  to  that  counfaile  obey. 

Nyghtingale,  thou  yfpekift  wondre  fairc. 
But  for  al  that  is  the  loth  contrayre, 
For  Love  ne  is  in  yong«  folke  but  rage, 
And  is  in  olde  folke  a  grete  dotage ; 
Who  moft  it  ufith  he  moft  Ihal  enpaire ; 

For  therof  commeth  dlfefe  and  hevinefle, 
So  forow',  and  care,  and  many'  a  grete  fikeneffe, 
Defpite,  debate^  and  angre,  and  envy, 
Depraving,  Ihame,  untruft,  and  jeloufie, 
Pride,  mifchefe,  povertie,  and  wodenefTe, 

Loving  is  aye  an  office  of  difpaire, 

And  one  thing  is  therin  that  is  not  faire. 

For  who  that  getteth  of  Love  a  litil  bliffe, 

But  if  he  be  alwaie  therew^ith,  ivs^is 

He  male  full  fone  of  age  yhave  his  haire  : 

An^'Nightingale,  therefore  held  the  nie, 
For  leve  me  well,  for  all  thy  queinte  crie. 
If  thou  be  ferre  or  longe  fro  thy  make 
Thou  fhalt  be  as  othir  that  ben  forfake, 
And  then  thou  fhalt  yhotin  as  do  I. 

Fie  !   (quod  (lie)  on  thy  name  and  on  the, 
The  god  of  Love  ne  let  the  nevir  the. 
For  thou  art  worfe  a  thoufandfolde  than  wode, 
For  many'  one  is  full  worthie  and  full  gode 
That  had  be  naught  ne  haddin  Love  ibee ; 

For  cvirmore  Love  his  fervauntes  amendeth, 
And  from  all  evill  tachis  'hem  defendeth, 
And  makith  'hem  to  brenne  right  in  a  fire 
In  trouthe  and  in  worfhipfull  defire, 
And  when  him  likith  joy  inough  'hem  fendcth. 

Thou,  Nightingale,  he  fay  id,  be  Hill, 

For  Love  have  no  refon  but  it  is  will, 

For  oft  tymis  untrue  folke  he  efith 

And  true  folke  fo  bittirly  difplefith 

That  for  dcfaute  of  courage  Jie  let  'hem  fpill. 


Then  toke  T  of  the  Nightingals  kepe 

How  that  fhe  caft  a  figh  out  of  her  depe, 

And  faied,  Alas  that  evir  I  was  bore ! 

1  can  for  tene  not  faie  one  worde  more ; 

And  right  with  that  worde  fhe  braft  out  to  wepe. 

Alas !  (quod  fhe)  my  herte  woll  to  breke, 
To  herin  thus  this  leude  birde  fpeke 
Of  Love,  and  of  his  worfhipfull  fervice ; 
Now  god  of  Love,  thou  helpe  me  in  fome  wife 
That  I  male  on  this  Cuckowe  ben  av/reke. 

Me  thoughtin  then  that  he  flerte  up  anon, 
A  nd  glad  was  I  tho  that  he  was  agon. 
And  evirmore  the  Cuckowe  as  he  flaie 
Yfayid,  Farewell,  farewell,  popingaie. 
As  though  he  had  yfcornid  me  alone. 

And  then  ycame  the  Nightingale  to  me. 
And  fayid,  Frende,  forfoth  I  thanke  the 
That  thou  hafl  likid  me  for  to  refcowe. 
And  one  avowe  to  Love  ymake  I  now. 
That  all  this  Male  I  woll  thy  fmgir  be. 

I  thankid  her,  and  was  right  well  apaied. 
Ye,  (quod  ftie)  and  ne  be  thou  not  difmaied 
Tho  thou  have  herd  the  Cuckow  erfl  than  me, 
For  if  I  live  it  fhall  amendid  be 
The  nexte  Male,  if  I  be  not  affraled. 

And  one  thing  I  woll  redin  the  alfo, 
Ne  leve  thou  not  the  Cuckow  ne'  his  loves  fo, 
For  all  that  he  hath  faied  is  flrong  lefyng. 
Naie,  (quod  I)  therto  fhaU  nothyng  me  bryng 
For  love,  and  it  hath  do  me  mochil  wo. 

Ye,  hath  It  •'  Ufe  (quod  Ihe)  this  medicine. 
Every  dale  this  Male  or  that  thou  dine 
Go  lokin  upon  the  frefhe  daifie. 
And  though  thou  be  for  wo  in  poincSl  to  die 
That  fhall  full  gretly  leffen  the  of  thy  pine. 

And  loke  alwaie  that  thou  be  gode  and  true, 
And  I  woll  fing  one  of  the  fongis  newe 
For  love  of  the,  as  loude  as  I  maie  crie  ; 
And  then  fhe  began  this  fonge  full  hie, 
I  flirewe  all  'hem  that  ben  of  love  untrue. 

And  when  flie  had  yfong  it  to  the  ende, 
Now  farewell,  (quod  fhe)  for  I  mote  wende. 
And  god  of  Love,  that  ^ an  right  well  and  may. 
As  mochil  joye  fende  the  this  daie 
As  any  yet  lovir  he  ever  fende. 

Thus  taketh  the  Nightingale  her  leve  of  me, 
I  praie  to  God  alwaie  with  her  to  be. 
And  joye  of  love  he  fende  her  evirmore, 
And  fliilde  us  fro  the  Cuckowe  and  his  lore! 
For  there  is  not  fo  f^lfe  a  birde  ^s  he. 
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Forthe  (he  yflewe  the  gentill  Nightingale 
To  all  the  birdis  that  were  in  that  dale. 
And  gate  'hem  all  into  a  place  in  fere, 
And  belbughtin  'hem  that  they  wouldin  here 
Her  difele ;  and  thus  iht  began  her  tale  5 

The  Cuckowe,  well  it  is  not  for  to  hide 
How  the  Cuckowe  and  I  fall  havin  chide 
Evir  fithin  that  it  ywas  daie  light ; 
I  praie  you  all  that  ye  doin  me  right 
Of  that  foule,  and  falfc,  and  unkinde  bride. 

Then  fpeke  o  birde  for  all  by  one  affent  J 
Thismattir  a&ith  gbde  avifement, 
For  we  ben  alle  birdis  here  in  fere, 
Andfothe  it  is  the  Cuckowe  is  not  here. 
And  therefore  we  woll  have  a  parliraent ; 

And  thereat  fhall  the  egle  be  ourlorde, 
And  othir  peris  that  ben  of  recorde, 
And  the  Cuckowe  ftiall  be  aftir  yfent, 
And  there  fhall  be  yevin  the  judgement, 
Or  els  we  fliall  finally  make  accorde. 

And  this  fhall  be  ydone  withoutin  naie 
The  morowe  aftir  Saind:  Valentine's  daie, 
Undir  a  maple  that  is  faire  and  grene. 
Before  the  chambir  windbwe  of  the  queue 
At  Wodcftocke  upon  the  grene  laie. 

She  thankid  'hem,  and  then  her  leve  toke, 
And  flew  into  an  hauthorne  by  that  broke, 
And  there  fhe  fate  and  fong  upon  that  tre, 
For  terme  of  life  love  hath  withholde  me, 
So  loude,  that  I  with  that  fong  awoke,  ^ 


O  leude  boke  !  with  thy  foule  rudenefle, 

Sithe  thou  haft  neithir  beaute  ne'  eloquence 

Who  hath  the  caufed  or  yeve  the  hardinelfe 

For  to  appere  in  my  ladle's  prefence  ? 

I'  am  ful  fikir  thou  knowift  her  bencvo'lence, 

Full  agreabie  to  all  her  abiyng, 

For  of  all  gode  fhe  is  the  beft  livyng, 

Alas!  that  thou  nehaddift  worthineffe 
To  Ihewin  to  her  feme  plefaunt  fentence, 
Sith  that  fhe  hath  thorough  her  gentillelfe 
Acceptid  the  fervaunt  to  her  digne  reve'rence. 
O  !  me  repentith  that  I  ne'  had  fcience 
And  lefir  als  to  make  the  more  florifhyng. 
For  of  all  gode  Ihe  is  the  beft  livyng. 


Befeche  her  mekely  with  all  lowllneffe, 
Though  that  I  be  ferre  from  her  in  abfence. 
To  thinke  on  my  trouth  to'  her  and  ftedfaftneffcj 
And  to'  abridge  of  my  forowes  the  vioUence 
Which  caufed  is,  wherof  knowith  your  fapience, 
She  like  emong  to  notifie  me'  her  likyng, 
For  of  all  gode  ftie  is  the  beft  livyng. 


Aurore  of  gladneffe,  daie  of  luftineffe, 
Lucerne  aniglit  with  hevenlie  influence 
Illumined,  rote  of  beautie  and  godencffe, 
Sufpiris,  whiche  I  effunde  in  filence. 
Of  grace  I  befeche  aledge  let  your  w^rityng. 
Now  of  all  gode  fith  ye  beft  livyng. 


I  nj 


J«a 


HOW   PYTE   IS  DEDE. 


HEREAFTER     FOLOWETH 


HOW      PYTE      IS      DEDE, 


AND  BURIED  IN  GENTYLE  HERTE. 


Pyte,  that  I  have  fought  fo  yore  ago 
With  herte  fore,  and  full  of  befy  paine, 
That  in  this  worlde  was  nevir  wight  fo  wo 
Withoutin  dethe,  and  yf  I  ftial  nat  fainc 
My  purpofe  was  to  Pitie  tocomplaine 
Upon  the  crueltie  and  tyrannye 
Of  Love,  that  for  my  trouth  doth  mc  to  die. 

And  whan  that  I  by  length  of  certaine  yeres 
Had  evir  in  one  fought  a  time  to  fpeke, 
To  Pite  ran  1  all  befpreint  with  teres 
To  prayin  her  on  Cruelte  me'  a-wreke ; 
But  or  I  might  with  any  worde  out  breke, 
Or  tel  her  any  of  my  painis  fmerte, 
I  found  her  ded  and  buried  in  an  herte. 

A  downe  1  fel  whan  that  I  faw  the  herfe 
Ded  as  a  ftone  while  that  the  fwonne  me  lafle, 
But  up  I  rofe  with  coloure  ful  diverfe, 
And  pitoufly  on  her  myne  eyen  I  caft, 
And  nerlr  the  corfe  I  gan  prefin  faft, 
And  for  the  foule  I  Ihope  me  for  to  pray ; 
1  was  but  lorne  ;  there  was  no  more  to  fay. 

Thus  am  1  flaine  fith  that  Pite  is  ded; 
Alas  that  day  that  evir  it  fliulde  fal ! 
What  manir  man  dare  nowe  hold  up  his  hed, 
I'o  whom  flial  now  any  foro'wfull  hert  call, 
Nowe  Cruelte  hath  caft  to  fle  us  al, 
In  ydle  hope  folke  redelelTe  of  paine, 
Sith  fhe  is  ded,  to  whom  flial  we  complaine  ? 

But  yet  encrefith  me  this  wondir  ncwe, 
That  no  wight  wote  that  {he  is  ded  but  I, 
So  many  men  as  in  her  tyme  her  knewe, 
And  yet  flie  dyid  all  fo  fodainly, 
t^or  I  have  fought  her  er  full  befily, 
Sithinsthat  I  hadfirfte  witte  or  mind, 
But  Ihe  was  ded  er  that  I  coude  her  find. 


Aboute  her  herfe  there  ftodin  luftity, 
Withoutin  any  mo  as  thoughtin  me, 
Bountie,  perfitely  well  armed  and  richely. 
And  freihe  Beaute,  and  Luft,  and  Jolite, 
AfTurid  Manir,  Youthe,  and  Honefte, 
Wifdome,  Eftate,  with  Drede  and  Govirnaunce, 
Confedrid  both  by  bonde  and  aliannce. 

A  complaintc  had  I  writin  in  my  honde 
To  have  yput  to  Pyte  as  abyl, 
But  I  there  al  this  company  yfonde 
That  rathir  wouldin  all  ray  caufe  fpill 
Then  do  me  help,  I  held  my  plainte  flill. 
For  to  thofe  folke  withoutin  any  faile 
Without  Pite  there  maie  no  bill  availe. 

Then  leave  all  vertues  fave  onely  Pitie, 
Keping  the  corfe,  as  ye  have  herd  me  faine, 
Confedrid  by  bonde  unto  Crueltie, 
And  be  aifentid  when  I  fliall  be  flaine, 
And  1  have  put  my  compleinte  up  againcj 
For  to  my  foes  my  bill  I  dare  not  ftiewe 
The'  effcdl,  which  fayith  thus  in  wordis  fewe : 

Humblift  of  herte,  hyift  of  reverence, 
Flowlr  benigne,  coroune  of  vertues  alle! 
Shewith  unto  your  roiall  excellence 
Your  fervaunt,  if  I  durftin  me  fo  call. 
His  mortall  harme  in  which  he  is  ifall. 
And  nought  all  onely  for  his  wofull  fare 
But  for  your  renome,  as  he  fliall  declare. 

It  ftandeth  thus ;  that  your  conury'  Crueltie 
Allyid  is  ayenft  your  regaiie, 
Undir  colour  of  womanly  beautie, 
For  men  ftiouldin  not  knovve  her  tyrannic 
With  Bountie,  Gentilleffe.  and  Curtefie, 
And  hath  deprivid  you  thus  of  your  place. 
That  is  hie  Beaute'  apertinant  to  your  o-race  : 
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Vov  kindly  by  youf  heritage  and  right 
Ye  be  annexid  evir  to  Bountie, 
And  verily  ye  ought  to  doe  your  might 
To  helpin  Trouthe  in  his  advei  fitie ; 
Ye  be  alfo  the  coroune  of  Beai'tie, 
And  certis  if  that  ye  want  in  thefe  twaine 
The  worlde  is  lore;  there  is  no  more  to  I'aine. 

Eke  what  availeth  manir  and  gentilefle 
Withoutin  you,  o  moft  benigne  creture  ! 
Shall  Crueltie  ybe  your  governeffe  ? 
Alas  !  what  herte  maie  it  long  endure  ? 
Wherefore  but  ye  rathir  ytakin  cure 
To  brekln  that  perillous  aliaunce 
Ye  fleen  'hem  that  ben  in  your  obeifaunce. 

And  furthir  ovir,  if  ye  fufSr  this 
All  your  renome  is  fordoe  in  a  throwe, 
There  Ihall  no  man  ywete  what  pitie  is ; 
Alas  that  your  renome  is  fall  fo  lowe  ! 
Ye  be'  alfo  fro  your  heritage  ithrowe 
By  Crueltie,  that  cccupleth  your  place, 
And  we  difpairid  that  fekin  your  grace. 

Have  mercie  oh  me,  thou  herenus  qutne^ 
That  you  have  fought  fo  tendirly  and  fore, 
O  let  ibme  flreame  of  light  on  me  be  fene. 
That  love  and  drede  you  er  longir  the  more  1 
■for,  fothily  to  faiiie,  I  here  fo  fore  ; 


And  though  1  be  not  connyng  for  to  plainc 
For  God'is  love  have  mercie  on  my  paine. 

My  paine  is  this,  that  what  fo  I  defire 
That  have  I  not,  ne  nothyng  like  thereto, 
And  evir  fetteth  defire  mine  herte  on  fire; 
Eke  on  that  othir  fide,  where  that  f  go 
What  manir  thing  that  may  encrefe  my  wo 
That  have  1  rcdy  unfought  every  where ; 
Me  lackith  but  my  deth  and  then  my  here. 

What  nedith  to  ftiewe  perccl  of  my  paine, 
Sith  every  wo  that  herte  maie  bcthinke 
!  fufiir,  and  yet  dare  not  to  you  plaine  ? 
For  well  I  wote  though  that  I  wake  or  winke 
Ye  recke  not  whethir  that  I  flete  or  finke  ; 
And  natheleffe  yet  my  trouth  I  fhall  fufteinc 
Unto  my  deth,  and  that  fhall  well  be  fcne  : 

This  is  to  faine,  that  I  will  be  yours  ever, 
Though  ye  me  flea  by  Crueltie  your  fo, 
Algate  my  fpirite  fhall  ncvir  difcevir 
Fro  your  fervice  for  any  paine  or  wo, 
Sith  ye  be  dedde,  alas  that  it  is  fo  ! 
Thus  for  your  deth  I  maie  wepin  and  plain 
With  herte  fore  apd  full  of  bcfie  pai-ti. 
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1  HE  long^  nyg-htis,  when  every  creture 
Shuld  have  ther  reft  in  fomwhat  as  by  kind, 
Or  ellis  ne  may  ther  life  not  long  endure, 
It  fallith  mofle  into  my  woful  minde 
How  I  fo  farre  have  brought  my  felf  behind. 
That  fafe  the  deth  ther  may  nothing  me  liffe, 
So  difpairid  I  am  from  allc  bliffe. 

This  fame  thought  me  laftith  til  the  morow, 
And  from  the  morowe  forth  til  it  be  eve ; 
There  nedith  me  no  care  for  to  borow. 
For  both  [  have  gode  laifir  and  gode  leve ; 
There  is  no  vi^ight  that  will  my  wo  byreve, 
To  wepe  enough  and  wailin  all  my  fyll ; 
The  fore  fparke  of  peine  now  doth  me  fpil. 

This  Love,  that  hath  me  fet  in  foche  a  place 
That  my  defire  he  wil  ncvir  fulfyl, 
For  neithir  Pite,  Mercy,  neithir  Grace. 
Can  I  not  f]nde,and  yet  my  wofull  herte 
For  to  be  dede  I  can  it  not  arace, 
The  more  I  love  the  more  fhe  doth  me  fmerte, 
Thorowe  whiche  I  fe  withoute  remedie 
That  from  the  deth  I  may  no  wife  afterte. 

Now  fothly  what  fhe  hight  I  wol  reherfe  ; 
Her  name  is  Bountie,  fet  in  womanhed, 
Sadnes  in  youth,  and  beantie  prideleffe. 
And  plefaunce  undir  govirnaunce  and  drede, 
And  her  fumame  is  eke  faire  Rutheleffe, 
The  wife  knit  unto  gode  avinture, 
That  for  I  love  her  flie  lleth  me  giltleffe  ; 
Her  love  I  beft,  and  fliall  while  I  may  dure ; 

Bett  than  my  felfe  a  hundrid  thoufand  dele, 
Than  al  this  world'is  richis  or  creture ; 
Now  hath  not  Love  mc  beftowid  wel, 


To  lovln  there  I  nevir  fhal  have  parte  ? 
Alas,  right  thus  is  turnid  me  the  whele  ! 
Thus  am  I  flaine  with  Lov'is  furious  darte  ? 
I  can  but  love  her  befl  my  fwete  fo. 
Love  hath  me  taught  no  more  of  his  arte 
But  fervin  alwaye  and  flint  for  no  wo. 

Within  my  trewe  carefull  herte  ther  is 
So  mochil  wo  and  eke  fo  litil  blilTc 
That  wo  is  me  that  evir  I  was  bore  ! 
For  al  that  thinge  which  I  defire  I  milTe, 
And  al  that  evir  I  wolde  not  iwis 
That  tinde  I  redy  to  me  evirmore  ; 
And  of  all  this  1  n'ot  to  whom  me  plainc. 
For  fhe  that  might  me  out  of  this  ybring 
Ne  rechith  nought  whethir  I  wepe  or  fmg. 
So  litil  routh  hath  fhe  upon  my  paine! 

Alas  !  whan  fleplnge  tyme  is  then  I  wake. 
Whan  I  fliulddaunce  for  fere  lo  than  I  quake; 
This  hcvy  life  I  lede,  lo  !  for  your  fake. 
Though  ye  therof  in  no  wife  hede  take, 
Myn  hert'is  lady  and  whole  my  live's  quei»c 
For  truly  durfl  I  fay  as  that  I  fele 
Me  femith  that  your  fvvete  herte  of  flelc 
Is  vyhettid  now  againifl  mc  to  kene. 

My  dere  herte  and  beft  belovid  fo ! 
Why  lykith  you  to  do  me  al  this  wo  ? 
What  have  I  don  that  grevith  you,  or  faide  ? 
But  for  I  ferve  and  love  you  and  no  mo. 
And  whileft  I  live  I  wil  evir  do  fo, 
Andtherfore,  fwete  !  ne  bethe  not  il  apaide; 
For  fo  gode  and  fo  faire  as  that  ye  be 
It  wer  a  right  gret  wondir  but  ye  had 
Of  al  fervauntis  both  of  gode  and  badde. 
And  beft  worthy  of  al  them  I  am  he. 
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But  nevir  the  lefTe,  my  righte  lady  fwete  ! 
Though  that  I  be  unkonnihge  and  unmete 
To  ferve  as  I  coud  beft  aye  your  highiies, 
Yet  is  ther  none  fainir,  that  would  I  hete, 
Than  I  to  do  you  efe  or  eUis  bete, 
What  fo  I  wift  that  were  to  your  highnes  ; 
And  had  I  might  as  gode  as  I  have  wii, 
Than  fliould  ye  fele  wher  it  were  fo  or  none, 
For  in  this  world  livinge  than  is  ther  none 
That  fainir  wolde  your  hert'is  wil  fulfil. 

For  both  I  love  and  eke  drede  you  fo  fore, 
And  algates  mote  and  have  don  you  ful  yore, 
That  bettir  loved  is  none  ne  nevir  ftial, 
And  yet  I  would  befeche  you  of  no  more 
But  lovith  wel,  and  be  not  wroth  therfore, 
And  let  me  ferve  you  forth,  lo  !  this  is  al ; 
For  I  am  nought  fo  hardy  ne  fo  wode 
For  to  defire  that  ye  ftiould  lovin  me, 
For  wel  I  wotte,alas !  that  may  not  be, 
I  am  fo  litil  worthy'  and  ye  fo  gode, 
For  ye  be  one  the  worthyift  on  live, 
A«d  I  the  moil  unlikely  for  to  thrive. 

Yet  for  al  this  wetith  ye  ful  righte  wel 

That  ye  ne  fhould  me  from  your  fervyce  drive, 

'i'hat  I  ne  wil  aye  with  my  witis  five 


Serve  you  truly  what  wo  fo  that  I  felc^ 
For  I  am  fet  fo  by  upon  your  whele 
That  though  ye  nevir  wil  upon  me  rew 
I  mull  you  love, and  bene  evtr  as  trewe 
As  any  man  yean  or  maye  on  live. 

But  the  more  that  I  love  you,  godely  frc  ! 
The  laffe  finde  I  that  ye  lovin  me  ; 
Alas  !  whan  flial  that  harde  wit  amende  i 
Wher  is  now  al  your  womanly  pite, 
Your  gentilnes  and  your  debonairte  ? 
Wil  ye  nothinge  therof  upon  me  fpend, 
And  fo  whole,  fwete  !  as  I  am  youris  all. 
And  fo  grcte  wil  as  I  have  to  you  ferve  ? 
Now  certis  and  ye  let  me  thus  yflerve 
Yet  have  ye  wonnin  therupon  but  fmall. 

For  at  my  knowing  I  do  nothing  why  ; 
And  thus  I  wil  befeche  you  hertily, 
That  if  evir  ye  finde  whilis  ye  live 
A  truir  ferviunte  to  you  than  am  I, 
Levith  than,  and  fleith  me  hardily, 
And  I  my  deth  to  you  wil  al  forgive  ; 
And  yf  ye  finde  no  trewir  verily, 
Wollin  ye  fuffir  than  that  I  thus  fpil. 
And  for  no  manir  gilt  but  my  gode  will  ?• 
As  gode  were  than  untfueas  true  to  be 
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£  tiE  fro  the  preef  and  dwell  with  fothfaftneffe; 
Suffife  unto  thy  gode  though  it  he  fmall, 
For  horde  hath  hate,  and  climbyng  tikilneffe, 
prece  hath  envie,  and  wele  is  blent  oer  all ; 
Savour  no  more  than  the  bchoven  fliall  • 
Rede  well  thy  felf,  that  othir  folke  canft  rede, 
And  trouthe  the  fliall  dellvir  it'  is  no  drede. 

Paine  the  not  eche  crokid  to  redreffe 
In  truft  of  her  that  tourneth  as  a  ballej 
Crete  reft  flandith  in  litil  bufineffe  ; 
Beware  alfo  to  fpurne  again  a  nalle  j 


Strive  not  as  doith  a  crocke  with  a  wallc ; 
Demith  thy  felf  that  demift  othir's  dede. 
And  trouthe  the  fhall  deliver  it  'is  no  drede. 

That  the  is  fent  receve  in  buxomenefle  ; 
The  wraftlyng  of  this  worlde  aikith  a  fall ; 
Here  is  no  home,  here  is  but  wildirneffe  ; 
Forthe  pilgrim,  forthe  o  beft  out  of  thy  ftall ; 
Loke  up  on  high,  and  thanke  thy  God  of  all; 
Weivith  thy  lufte  and  let  thy  ghofl;  the  lede. 
And  trouthe  the  fhall  delivir  it'  is  no  drede. 
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CHAUCER'S    A,  B,  C. 

CALLED  LA  PRIERE  DE  NOSTRE  DAME. 

1 
Chaucer^s  A,  B,  C,  called  La  Priere  de  nqflre  Dame^  made,  asfomefay^  at  the  requefi 

of  Blanch  Duchejfe  of  Lancajler,  as  a  praier  for  her  private  ufe,  being  a  woman  in 

her  religion  very  devout. 

A. 

ALMiGHTit  ani  allmerciable  (!juene  ! 

God  vouchldefafe  through  the  with  us  to'  accord  ; 

To  whom  all  this  world  flcith  for  fcccour, 

For  certis,  Chrift'is  blifsfull  modir  dere  ! 

To  have  relefe  of  finne,  of  forow,  of  tene. 

Were  now  the  bow  ybent  in  fwiche  manere 

Glorious  Virgine !  of  all  flouris  flour, 

As  it  was  firft  of  juftice  and  of  ire, 

To  the  I  fle,  confoundid  in  errour  ; 

The  rightfull  God  would  of  no  mercy  here ; 

Helpe  and  releve,  almightie  debonaire  ! 

But  through  the  han  we  grace  as  we  defirc. 

Have  mercy  of  mine  perillous  langour. 

E. 

Venquift  me  hath  my  cruill  adverfaire. 

Ever'  hath  mine  hope  of  refute  in  the  be, 

B. 

For  here  beforne  full  oft  in  many'  a  wife 

Bountie  fo  fixe  hath  in  my  hert  his  tent, 

Unto  mercy  haft  thou  recevid  me. 

That  well  I  wote  thou  will  my  fuccour  be  ; 

But  mercy,  Lady  !  at  the  gret  affife. 

Thou  canft  not  wamin  that  with  gode  entent 

When  we  Ihall  come  befoi-e  the  High  Juftife, 

Axith  thyne  helpe,  thine  hert  is  aye  fo  fre. 

So  litil  freut  fhall  then  in  me  ben  found 

Thou  art  largelTe  of  plaine  felicite, 

That  but  thou  or  that  day  corre<Stin  me 

Havin  and  refute  of  quiete  and  reft ; 

Of  very  right  mine  werke  will  me  confound. 

Lo  how  that  thevis  fevin  chafm  me  ; 

F. 

Helpe,  Ladie  bright !  or  that  mine  fliip  to  breft. 

Flying  I  fle  for  fuccotxr  to  thine  tent, 

C. 

Me  for  to  hide  fro  tempeft  full  of  drede. 

Comfort  is  none  but  in  you,  Lady  dere ! 

Befekingyou  that  ye  you  not  abfent, 

For  lo  !  mine  finne  and  mine  confufioun, 

Though  I  be  wicke  :  0  help  yet  at  this  nede  I 

Which  ought  not  in  thin  prefence  for  to'  apere, 

All  have  I  ben  a  beft  in  wit  and  dede, 

Han  taken  on  me  a  grevous  ad;ioun, 

Yet,  Lady  I  thou  me  clofe  with  thine  owne  graces 

Of  veray  right  and  difperatioun. 

Thine  enemie  and  mine  (Lady,  take  hede) 

And  as  by  right  they  mightin  well  fuftene 

Unto  mine  deth  in  point  is  me  to  chafe. 

That  I  were  worthy  mine  damnatioun. 

G. 

Ne  were  it  of  thy  mercy,  blifsfuU  Quene  ! 

Gracious  maid  and  modir !  which  that  never 

D. 

Were  bittir  nor  in  erth  nor  in  the  fe, 

Dout  is  there  none,  0  Quene  of  mife'ricord ! 

But  full  of  fwetenefie  and  of  mercy  ever. 

Tiat  thou  n'art  caufe  of  grace  and  mercy  here, 

Helpe,  that  mine  Fadir  be  not  wroth  with  me 
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Speke  thou,  for  I  ne  dare  him  not  yfc  : 
So  have  I  done  in  erth,  alas  the  while  1 
That  certis  hut  if  thou  mine  fuccour  be 
To  finke  eterne  he  will  mine  gholl  exile. 

H. 
He  vouchidefiife,  tel!  him,  as  was  his  will, 
Become  a  man  as  for  our  alliaunce, 
And  with  his  blode  he  wrote  that  bhfsful  bill 
Upon  the  croffe  as  generall  acquitaunce 
To  every  penitent  in  full  cryauncc ; 
And  therefore,  Lady  bright !  thou  for  us  prey, 
Then  ihalt  thou  ftentin  alle  his  grevaunce, 
And  maken  our  foe  to  fayliu  of  his  prey, 

I. 
I  wote  well  thou  wilt  ben  6ur  fuccourj 
Thou  art  fo  full  of  bountie  in  certaine. 
For  when  a  fotile  fallith  in  errour 
Thine  pitie  goeth  and  halith  him  agalxie, 
Then  makift  thou  his  pece  with  his  Soverain, 
And  bringiil  him  out  of  the  crokid  flrete  : 
Whofo  the  lovith  fhall  not  love  in  vaine. 
That  Ihall  he  find  as  he  the  life  fliall  lete, 

K. 
Kalendiris  enluminid  ben  they 
That  in  this  world  ben  lightid  with  thine  nam'e, 
And  who  fo  goith  with  the  the  right  wey 
Him  dar  not  dredin  iii  foule  to  ben  lame; 
Now  Quene  of  comfort  1  fith  thou  art  the  fame 
To  whom  I  fechin  for  my  medicine, 
Let  not  mine  fo  no  more  mine  wound  entame, 
Mine  hele  into  thine  bond  all  I  refine. 

L. 
l^ady!  thine  forrow  can  I  not  portrey 
Undir  the  croffe,  ne  his  grevous  pennaunce  ; 
Eut  for  your  bothis  peine  I  you  do  prey 
Let  not  our  aldir  fo  make  his  boftaunce 
That  he  hath  in  his  leftis,  with  mifchaunce  ! 
Convidl:  that  that  ye  both  ban  bought  fo  dere  : 
As  I  faid  erfl,  thou  ground  of  all  fubftaunce  ! 
Continue'  on  us  thin  pitous  eyin  clere. 

M, 
Moyfes,  that  faw  the  bofh  of  flambis  rede 
Brenning,  pf  which  then  nevir  a  fticke  brend. 
Was  figne  of  thine  unwemmid  maidinhede  ; 
Thou  art  the  bofh  on  which  there  can  defcend 
The  Holy  Gholl,  the  which  that  Moyfes  wend 
Had  ben  on  fire ;   and  this  was  in  figure ; 
Now  Lady  !  fro  the  fire  us  defend 
Which  that  in  hell  eternally  fliall  dure. 

N. 
Noble  PrincefTe  !  that  nevir  haddilt  pere, 
Certis  if  any  comfort  in  us  be 
That  commith  of  the,  Chriflis  modir  dere  ! 
We  ban  none  othir  melodie  ne  gle 
Us  to  rejoyce  in  our  adverfite, 
Ne  advocat  that  will  and  dare  fo  prey 
For  us,  and  that  for  as  lite  hire  as  ye, 
That  helpin  for  an  Ave'mary  or  twey. 

O. 
O  very  light  of  eyin  tho  ben  blind  ! 
O  very  lufh  of  labour  and  diflrefle  ! 
O  treforert;  of  bountie  to  mankind  ! 
The  whom  God  chefe  to  moder  for  humbleffe, 
From  his  jncille  he  made  the  maiftereffe 


Of  heven  and  ertb,  our  bill  up  for  to  bede, 
This  world  awatith  ay  on  thine  godenes. 
For  thou  ne  faiied'eft  nevir  wight  at  nede. 

P. 
Purpofe  I  have  fometime  f'^r  to  enquere 
Wherefore  and  why  the  Holy  Ghofl  the  fought ; 
When  Gabriel's  voice  come  to  thine  ere 
He  not  to  werre  us  fwich  a  wondir  wrought, 
But  for  to  fave  us  that  he  fith;n  bought; 
Then  nedith  us  no  wepon  us  to  fave. 
But  onely  there  we  did  not  as  us  ought 
Do  penitence,  and  mercy  a&e  and  have. 

Queue  of  comfort !  right  when  I  me  bethinkc 

That  I  agiltid  have  both  him  and  the. 

And  that  mine  foule  is  worthy  for  to  finke, 

Alas  '■   I  caitife,  v/hedir  ftiall  I  fle  ? 

Who  fhall  unto  thine  fonne  mine  mene  be  ? 

Who  but  thine  felfe,  that  art  of  pitie  well  ? 

Thou  haft  more  routh  on  our  adverfite 

Than  in  this  world  might  any  tongue  tell. 
R. 

Redreffe  me,  modir  !  and  eke  me  challife. 

For  certainly  my  Fadir's  chaftifing 

Ne  dare  I  not  abidin  in  no  wife, 

So  hideous  is  his  full  reckining. 

Modir  I  of  whom  oiir  joy  began  to  fpring. 

Be  ye  mine  judge  and  eke  my  foul'is  lech. 

For  ay  in  you  is  pitie  abounding 

To  each  that  will  of  pity  you  befech. 
S. 

Soth  is  that  he  ne  grauntith  no  pite 

Withoutin  the,  for  God  of  his  godeneflc 

Forgivith  none  but  it  like  unto  the  : 

He  hath  the  made  vicaire  and  maiftirelTe- 

Of  all  this  world,  and  eke  govirnerefle 

Of  bevin,  and  repreffith  his  juflife 

Aftir  thine  will,  and  therefore  in  witneffe 

He  hath  the  crownid  in  fo  royall  Vrife. 

T. 
Temple  devout !  thef  God  chefe  his  wonning. 
Fro  which  thefe  mifbeleved  deprivid  ben, 
To  you  mine  foulo  penitent  I  bring  ; 
Receve  me,  for  I  can  no  ferthir  fleen. 
With  thornis  venemous,  o  hevin  Queue  I 
For  vvhich  the  erth  accurlid  was  full  yore, 
I  am  fo  woundid,  as  ye  may  well  fene, 
That  I  aril  loft  alriioft,  it  fmert  fo  fore. 

V. 
Virgine  !  that  art  fo  noble  of  apparaile. 
That  ledift  us  into  the  highe  toure 
Of  Paradife,  thou  me  wife  and  counfalle 
How  I  may  have  thy  grace  and  thy  fuccour. 
All  have  1  ben  in  filth  and  in  errour  : 
Lady  !  on  that  countrey  thou  me  adjourne 
That  clepid  is  thine  bench  of  freflie  flour, 
There  as  that  mercy  evir  Ihall  fojourne. 

X. 
Xpen  thine  fonne,  that  in  this  world  alio-ht 
Upon  a  croffe  to  fuflir  his  paifioun. 
And  fuffred  eke  that  Longeus  his  hert  piglit, 
And  made  his  hert'is  blode  renije  adoun 
And  all  this  was  for  my  falvatioun  • 
And  I  to  him  am  fals  and  eke  unkind. 
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And  yet  lie  will  not  mine  dampnatJoun  ; 
This  thanke  I  you,  fuccour  of  all  manlund ! 

Y. 
Yfaac  was  figure  of  his  deth  certaine, 
That  fo  ferreforth  his  fadir  would  obey 
That  himne  rought  nothing  for  to  be  flaine; 
Right  fo  thy  fonne  lift  a  lambe  to  dey  : 
Now  Lady  full  of  mercy  !   I  you  prey, 
Sith  he  his  mercy  furid  me  fo  large, 
Be  ye  not  fcant,  for  all  we  fing  or  fay. 
That  ye  ben  fj-o  venoea^nce  alway  ouf  targe. 


Z. 


Zacharie  you  clepith  the  opin  well 

That  wiflat  his  finfuU  foule  out  of  his  guilt. 

Therefore  this  leffoun  out  I  will  to  tell, 

That  n'ere  thine  tendir  hert  we  werin  fpilt. 

Now  Lady  bright !  fith  that  thou  canft  and  will;, 

Ben  to  the  fede  of  Adam  merciable  ; 

Bring  us  unto  that  paleis  that  i§  built 

To  penitents,  that  ben  to  mercie  abl?^ 


OF       Q^  U     E    N    E 
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Arcite^  afheban  knight,  forfaketh  ^een  Annelida,  who  ioved  him  entirely,  and  taketh 
a  new  lady,  whereupon  Annelida  maketh  this  great  complaint. 


O  THOU  fiers  god  of  Armis,  Mars  the  Rede^ 
That  in  thy  froilie  countrey  callid  Thrace 
Within  thy  grifly  templis  full  of  drede 
HonoHrid  art  as  patrone  of  that  place. 
With  the  Bellona,  Pallas  full  of  grace, 
Be  prefent,  and  my  fong  continue'  and  gie ; 
At  my  beginnyng  thus  to  the  I  crie. 

For  it  full  depe  is  fonkin  in  myndc 
With  pitous  herte  in  Engliflie  to  endlt|; 
This  olde  ftorie,  in  Latine  whiche  I  finde, 
Of  Quene  Annelida  and  falfe  Arcite, 
That  elde,  whiche  all  thingis  can  frete  and  bite, 
And  it  hath  fretin  many'  a  noble  ftorie, 
Hath  nigh  devourid  out  of  our  memorie. 

Be  favourable'  eke  thou  Polymnia, 
On  Parnaffus  that  with  thy  fuftirs  glade 
By  Helicon,  and  not  ferre  from  Cirrha, 
Singifi  with  voice  memoriall  in  the  fhade, 
Undir  the  laurir,  which  that  male  not  fade. 
And  doe  that  I  my  ftiip  to  havin  winne  : 
Firft  followe'  I  Stace,  and  aftir  him  Corinne. 

Jamque  domes  patrias,  Scythica  poji  afpera  gentis 
jPralia,  laurigerofubcunttm  Thefea  lurru 
Latifici  plaujus,  mijfufquc  adftdera  -vulgi,  f/. 

When  Thefeus  with  warris  long  and  grete 
The  afpre  folke  of  Scythe  hath  ovircome, 
The  laurir  crounid,  in  his  chaire  golde  bete 
Home  to  his  countre  houfis  is  icome, 
For  whiche  the  peple  blisfull  all  and  feme 
So  cridin  that  to  the  flerris  it  went, 
And  bym  to  honoufin  did  all  ther  entcat. 


Before  this  duke  in  Ggne  of  vI(9;oric 
The  trompis  come,  and  in  his  banir  large 
The*  image  of  Mars  ;  and  in  token'  of  glorie 
Men  mightin  fe  of  trefure  many'  a  charge. 
Many*  a  bright  helme,  and  many'  a  fpere  and  targe. 
Many*  a  freftie  knight,  and  many*  a  blisfull  rout 
On  horfe  and  fote,  in  all  the  field  about. 

Hyppolyta  his  wife,  the  bardie  Quene 
Of  Scythia,  that  he  conquerid  had, 
With  Emelie  her  younge  fuftir  Ihene, 
Faire  in  a  chare  of  golde  he  with  him  lad, 
That  al  the  ground  about  her  chare  flie  fprad 
With  brightneffe  of  the  beautic  in  her  face, 
FulfiUid  all  of  largefTe  and  of  grace. 

With  his  triumph  and  laurir  corouned  thus 
In  all  the  floure  of  Fortun'is  yevyng 
Lete  I  this  noble  prince,  this  Thefeus, 
Toward  Athenis  in  his  waie  ridyng, 
And  fonde  I  woll  in  fliortly  for  to  bryng 
The  Hie  waie  of  that  I  began  to  write 
Of  Quene  Annelida  and  falfe  Arcite. 

Mars,  that  through  his  furious  courfe  of  ire. 
The  olde  wrathe  of  Juno  to  fulfill, 
Hath  fct  the  peplis  hertis  bothe  on  fire 
Of  Thebes  and  Grece  everich  othir  to  kill 
With  blodie  fperis,  reftid  nevir  ftill, 
But  throng  now  here  now  there  emong  'hem  both, 
That  everiche  othir  flue,  fo  were  thei  wroth : 

For  when  Amphiorax  and  Tydeus, 
Hippomedon  and  Parthenope'  alfo 
Were  dedde,  and  flain  was  the  proude  Capaneus, 
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And  when  the  wretchid  Thebans  brethrin  two 
Were  flain,  and  Kyng  Adraftus  home  ago, 
So  defolate  ftode  'I'hebis  and  fo  bare 
That  no  wight  could  remedie  of  his  care. 

And  when  that  the  old  Creon  gan  efpie 
How  that  the  blode  roiall  was  brought  adoun 
He  helde  the  cite  by  his  tyrannic, 
And  did  the  gentils  of  that  regioun 
To  ben  hisfrendis  and  dwell  in  the  toun; 
So  what  for  love  of  him,  and  what  for  awe 
The  noble  fblke  were  to  the  toune  idrawe. 

Emong  all  thefe  Annelida  the  Quene 
Of  Ermonife  was  in  that  toune  dwellyng, 
That  fairir  ferre  was  than  the  fonne  Ihene  ; 
Throughout  theworlde  lb  gan  her  name  to  fpryng, 
*I'hat  her  to  fe  had  every  wight  likyng, 
For  as  of  trouthe  ne  is  there  none  her  liche 
Of  all  the  women  in  this  worlde  riche. 

Yong  was  this  quene,  of  twentie  yeris  olde. 
Of  middle  ftature,  and  of  foche  fairenelTe 
That  Nature  had  a  joye  her  to  beholde  ; 
And  for  to  fpekin  of  her  fledfaftneffe, 
She  pafiid  hath  Penelope'  and  Lucrefle ; 
And,  Ihortlie,  if  fhe  fhall  ben  comprehended. 
In  her  there  mightin  nothyng  ben  amended. 

This  Theban  knight  Arcite  eke,  fothe  to  faine, 
Was  yong,  and  therwithal  a  luftie  knight. 
But  he  was  double'  in  love  and  nothing  plaine, 
And  fubtil  in  that  crafte  ovre'  any  wight. 
And  with  his  connyng  wan  this  ladie  bright. 
For  fo  ferforthe  he  gan  her  trouth  affure 
That  flie  hym  truftith  o'er  any  creture. 

What  Ihould  I  faine  ?  flie  lovith  Arcite  fo 
That  when  that  he  was  abfent  any  throwe 
Anone  her  thought  her  herte  braft  a  two, 
For  in  her  fight  to  her  he  bare  hym  lowe. 
So  that  fhe  wende  have  all  his  herte  iknowe  { 
But  he  was  falfe,  it  n'as  but  fainid  chere. 
As  nedith  not  foche  craftis  men  tojere. 

But  ncrthelefle  full  mikill  bufinelTe 
Had  he  er  that  he  might  his  ladie  winne, 
And  fwore  that  he  would  dyin  for  diftrefle 
Or  from  his  witte  he  fayid  he  would  twinne ; 
Alas  the  while  1  for  it  was  routhe  and  finne 
That  fhe  upon  his  forowis  would  rue  ; 
But  NotBing  tbinkitb  the  falfe  as  doth  the  true. 

Her  fredome  found  Arcite  in  foche  manere 
That  al  was  his  that  fhe  hath,  moche  or  lite, 
Ne  to  no  manir  creture  made  fhe  chere     '  ' 
Furthir  then  as  it  likid  to  Arcite  ; 
Ther  was  no  lack  with  which  he  n^ight  her  wite  ; 
She  was  fo  ferforthe  yevin  hip  to  pleJe 
That  al  that  likid  hym  did  her  to  efe. 

There  n'as  to  her  no  manir  lettir  fent. 
That  touchid  love,  from  any  manir  wight, 
That  fhe  ne  fhewid  hym  or  it  was  brent. 
So  plain  fhe  was,  and  dyd  her  fulte  might 
That  fhe  n'ill  hidin  nothyng  from  her  knight, 
Left  he  of  any  untrouthe  her  upbreide ; 
Withoutin  bode  his  herte  fhe  obeide. 

And  eke  he  made  hym  jelous  ovir  her. 
That  what  that  any  man  had  to  her  faied 
Anon  he  would  yprayin  her  to  fwere 


What  was  that  worde,  or  make  him  M'l  apaied ; 
Then  wenid  fhe  out  of  her  witte  have  braied  ; 
But  all  was  nought  but  fleight  and  flattirie  ; 
Withoutin  love  he  fainid  jeloufie. 

And  all  thi»  toke  fhe  fo  debonairly 
That  al  his  wil  her  thought  it  fkilful  thyng. 
And  er  the  lengir  loved  hym  tendirly, 
And  did  hym  honour  as  he  were  a  kyng; 
Her  herte  was  to  hym  weddid  with  a  ryng, 
For  fo  ferforthe  on  trouthe  is  her  entent 
That  where  he  goith  her  hert  with  him  went. 

Whan  fhe  fhal  etc  on  him  is  fo  her  thought 
That  wel  unnethis  of  mete  toke  fhe  kepe, 
And  whan  that  fhe  was  to  her  reft  ybrought 
On  him  fhe  thought  alvvay  tyl  that  fhe  flepe. 
Whan  he  was  abfent  prively  dothe  flae  wepe  : 
Thus  liveth  faire  Annelida  the  Quene 
For  falfe  Arcyte,  that  dyd  her  al  this  tene. 

This  falfe  Arcyte,  of  his  newfanglenefie, 
For  fhe  to  him  fo  lov/ly  was  and  trewe, 
Ytoke  litffe  deinte  for  her  ftedfaftenelfe. 
And  faw'e  anothir  lady  proude  and  newe, 
And  right  anon  he  clad  him  in  her  hewe, 
Wote  f  not  whcthir  in  white,  red,  or  grene. 
And  falfid  faire  Annelida  the  Quene. 

But  nertheleffe,  grete  wondir  was  it  none 
Though  he  were  falfe,  for  it'  is  the  kinde  of  man 
Sithe  Lamech  was,  that  is  fo  longe  agone, 
To  be  in  love  as  falfe  as  er  he  can  ; 
He  was  the  firfl^  fathir  that  began 
To  lovin  two,  and  was  in  bigapiie. 
And  he  founde  tentis  firfl  but  yf  men  lye; 

This  falfe  Arcite  fomwhat  muft  he  nede  faine 
Whan  he  was  falfe  to  coveren  his  traitourie, 
Right  as  an  horfe  that  can  both  bite  and  plaine, 
For  he  bare  her  in  bonde  of  trechirie. 
And  fwore  he  coude  her  doubleneffe  efpye. 
And  al  was  falfeneffe  that  fhe  to  him  ment ; 
Thus  fwore  this  thefe,  and  forth  his  way  he  went, 

Alas  !  what  herte  might  endurin  it 
For  routhe  or  wo  her  forowe  for  to  tel, 
Or  what  man  hath  the  conning  or  the  wit. 
Or  what  man  might  within  the  chambre  dwel, 
If  I  to  him  reherfin  fhall  the  hel  ' 

That  fuffrith  faire  Annelida  the  Quene, 
For  falfe  Arcite,  that  did  her  al  this  tene  ? 

She  wepith,  waiiith,  iwbunith,  pitoufly  ; 
To  grounde  as  ded  fhe  fallith  as  a  flone  ; 
She  crampifhith  her  limmis  crokidly; 
She  fpekith  as  her  witte  were  a!  agone ; 
Othir  colour  than  afhin  hath  fhe  none, 
Ne  none  othir  worde  fpekith  fhe  moch  or  li|;^ 
But  Meriy^  cruil  herte  min,  Arcite  ! 

And  thus  endureth  til  that  fhe  was  fo  mate 
That  fhe  ne'  hath  fote  on  which  fhe  may  fullenc, 
j  But  forth  languifhing  er  in  this  eftate. 
Of  whiche  Arcite  hath  neithir  rothe  ne  tene  ; 
His  herte  was  ellifwhere  fette  new  and  grene^. 
That  on  her  wo  ne  deineth  him  not  to  think; 
Him  reckith  ner  whethir  fhe  flete  or  fmke. 

This  newe  lady  holdith  him  fo  narowe 
Up  by  the  bridil  at  the  flav'is  ende. 
That  every  worde  he  dred  it  is  as  an  arowe ; 
Her  daungir  made  him  bothc  bowe  and  bendCj 
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And  as  her  lufte  madin  him  turne  or  wende, 

For  fhe  ne  grauntid  him  in  her  living 

No  grace  why  that  he  hath  thereof  to  fmge, 

But  drove  him  forth;  unnethhfl  her  toknowc 
That  he  was  fervaunt  to  her  ladyfhip. 
But  lefjte  that  he  were  proude  fhe  held  him  lowe; 
Thus  fervith  he  wi.thoutin  mete  or  fip; 
She  fente  him  nowe  to  lande  and  nowe  to  fhip, 
And  for  flie  yave  him  daungir  al  his  fil 
Tberfore  fhe  had  him  at  her  owne  wil. 

Enfampje'  of  this,  ye  thriftie  v/omen  al, 
Take  hede  of  Annelida'  and  falfe  Arcite, 
That  for  her  lift  him  her  dere  herte  call, 
And  was  fo  meke,  therefore  he  loved  her  lite; 
The  kinde  of  mann'is  herte  is  to  delite 
On  thing  that  flraunge  is,  al  fo  God  me  fave. 
For  what  they  may  not  get  that  wold  they  have. 

Now  turne  we  to  Annelida  ayen. 
That  pinith  day  by  day  in  languifhing ; 
But  whan  fhe  fawe  that  her  ne  gate  no  geyn, 
Upon  a  day  ful  foro'wfully  vsreping 
She  cafl:  her  for  to  make  a  complaining, 
And  with  her  owne  hande  fhe  gan  it  write, 
And  fente  it  to  her  Theban  knight  Arcyte, 


Tlje  Complaint  of  ArintlrJa  io falfe  Arc'tte, 

So  tliirlid  with  the  point  of  remembraunce 
The  fwerde  of  forowe,whette  with  falfe  plefaunce, 
Myne  herte  bare  of  bliffe  and  black  of  hewe, 
That  tumid  is  to  quaking  all  my  daunce, 
My  fewertye  in  wapid  countinaunce. 
Sens  it  availith  nothing  to  ben  trev^e, 
For  who  fo  trewe  is  certes  it  fliall  her  revsre 
That  fervith  Love,  and  dothe  her  obfervaunce 
Alway  to  one,  and  channgith  for  no  newe. 

I  wote  my  felfe  as  well  as  any  wight. 
For  I  loved  one  with  al  min  hert  and  might. 
More  than  my  felf  an  hundred  thoufande  fith, 
And  callid  him  my  hert'is  lyfe,  my  knight, 
And  was  al  his  as  ferre  as  it  was  right, 
And  whan  that  he  was  glad  than  was  T  blythe, 
And  his  difefe  ywas  my  dethe  as  fwithe. 
And  he  ayen  his  tro.uthe  hath  to  me  plight 
For  evirmore  his  lady  me  to  kithe. 

Now  is  he  falfe,  alas !  and  caufeles, 
And  of  my  wo  he  is  fo  routheles 
That  with  a  worde  hirn  lifl  not  onis  daine 
To  bring  ayen  my  forowful  herte  in  pees, 
For  he  is  caught^ up  in  an  othir  lees; 
Right  as  hym  lyft  he  laughith  at  my  paine. 
And  I  ne  can  min  herte  not  reftraine 
For  to  love  him  yet  alway  nertheles, 
And  of  all  this  I  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine. 

And  fhulde  1  plain,  ala's  the  harde  flounde  I 
Unto  my  foe  that  yave  myn  herte  a  wounde, 
And  yet  defirith  that  myne  harme  be  more  ? 
Now  certis  ferthir  woll  I  nevir  founde 
None  othir  helpe  my  foris  for  to  founde. 
My  Defliny  hath  fliapid  fo  ful  yore, 
I  woll  none  othir  mcdecyne  ne  lore, 
I  woll  ben  aye  there  1  was  onis  bounde, 
That  \  have  faid  be  faid  for  evirmore. 


Alas :  where  is  become  your  gentiUnefie, 
Your  wordes  full  of  plefaunce  and  humblenefle, 
Your  obfervaunce  in  fo  lowe  a  manere. 
Your  awaitinge,  and  eke  your  befmeffe, 
On  me,  that  ye  tho  callid  your  maiftrelTe, 
Your  foveraine  lady  in  this  worlde  here  ? 
Alas !  is  there  now  neithir  worde  ne  chcre 
Ye  vouchfafin  upon  myn  hevineffe  ? 
Alas  !  your  love  I  bye  it  al  to  dere  I 

Now  certis,  fwete  Arcite  !  though  that  ye 
Thus  caufelefie  the  rufuUcaufeybe 
Of  all  my  pyne  and  dedly'  adverfite, 
Your  manly  treafoun  ought  it  to  refpite 
To  fle  your  fothefaft  frende,  and  namely  me, 
Whiche  that  have  nevir  yet  in  no  degre 
Offendid  you  in  ought,  as  wifly  he 
That  all  thinges  wote  of  wo  my  foule  quite. 

But  for  I  was  fo  plain  to  the  Arcite 
In  all  my  wordes  and  workismoche  and  lite. 
And  was  fo  befy  aye  you  to  delite, 
Myne  honour  only  fave,  meke,  kinde,  and  fre. 
Therefore,  Arcite,  ye  put  in  me  this  wite  : 
Alas  !  alas !  ye  rechin  not  a  mite 
Though  that  the  percing  fwerde  of  forow  byte 
My  vvoful  hert  thorough  your  cruilte. 

My  fwete  foe  !  why  do  ye  fo  for  fhame  ? 
And  thinkin  ye  that  furthered  be  your  name 
To  lovin  a  newe  and  ben  untrevve  aye. 
And  putin  you  in  flaundir  nowe  and  blame. 
And  do  to  me  adverfyte  and  gramc 
That  love  you  moft,  God  thou  wotifl  alwaye  ? 
Yet  turne  ayen,  and  yet  be  plaine  fome  daye. 
And  then  fhall  this  that  now  is  mis  ben  game, 
And  al  forgevin  whilis  I  lyve  maye. 

Lo,  herte  myne  !  al  this  is  for  to  faine, 
As  whethir  faal  I  praye  or  ellis  plaine  ? 
Which  is  the  way  to  done  you  to  be  trewe  ? 
For  eithir  mote  1  have  you  in  my  chaine 
Or  with  the  deth  ye  mote  depart  us  twayne. 
There  beth  none  othir  mene  ne  wayis  newe, 
For  God  fo  wifely  on  my  foule  rewe 
As  verily  ye  flaine  me  with  the  paine, 
That  mowe  ye  fe  unfainid  on  mine  hewe. 

For  thus  ferforth  have  I  my  deth  yfought. 
My  felfe  I  murdir  with  my  privie  thought ; 
For  forowe'  and  routhe  of  your  unkindcnefi'e 
I  wepc,  I  waile,  I  faft;  al  hclpith  naught; 
I  voide  alle  joy  that  is  to  fpeak  of  aught, 
I  voide  alle  company,  I  flye  gladneffe  ; 
Who  may  avaunt  her  bet  of  hevineffe 
Than  I  ?  and  to  this  plite  have  me  ye  brought 
Withoutin  gilte  ;  me  nedith  no  witneffe. 

And  (lioulde  I  pray  and  weivin  womanhede  ? 
Nay,  rathir  deth  than  do  fo  foule  a  dede  ; 
And  aflce  mtircy  and  gilteleffe  ?  what  nede  ? 
And  if  that  I  complaine  what  life  I  lede 
You  reckith  not,  that  know  I  out  of  drede ; 
And  if  I  unto  you  mine  othisbede 
For  mine  excufe,  a  fcorne  flial  be  my  mede; 
Your  chere  yflourith  but  it  woll  not  fede; 
Ful  longe  agon  I  might  have  takin  hede  : 

For  though  I  had  you  to  morowe  againe 
I  might  as  well  hold  Aprilis  from  raiiie 
As  holdin  you  to  makin  you  lledfaft ; 


ANNELIDA   AND   FALSE   ARCltE. 


S^.'i 


Almyghty  God !  of  trouthe  the  foveraine, 
Wher  is  the  trouth  of  man  ?  who  hath  it  flaiile  ? 
She  that  'hem  lovith  fliall  'hem  finde  as  fall 
As  in  a  tempeft  is  a  rottin  maft. 

Is  that  a  tame  befl  that  is  evir  falne 
To  renne  away  when  he  is  left  agaft  ? 

Nowe  mercy,  fwete  Arcite!  if  I  miffay; 
Whethir  have  I  aught  faid  out  of  the  way 
I  n'ot ;  my  witte  is  waftid  al  away  : 
1  fare  as  doth  the  fonge  of  chantepleure, 
For  nowe  I  plaine  and  nowe  agen  I  pley ; 
I  am  fo  mafid  that  I  dey,  I  dey ; 
Arcite,  Arcite,  hath  born  away  the  key 
Of  al  my  wele  and  my  gode  avinture  : 

For  in  this  world  there  ne  is  no  creture 
Walking,  alas !  in  more  difcomfiture 
Than  I,  ne  that  more  forowe  doth  endure, 
For  yf  I  flepe  a  furlonge  way  or  twey 
Than  thinkith  me  anon  that  your  figure 
Suppliant  before  me  ftante  clad  in  afure, 
Redy  efte  to  profre  a  newe  affure 
For  to  ben  trewe,  and  mercy  me  to  prey. 

The  longe  night  this  wondir  fyght  I  drie, 
That  on  the  day  for  foche  affray  1  dve; 
Vol.  L 


And  of  al  this  right  naught  iwys  ye  retche ; 

Ne  nevirmore  myne  eyin  two  ben  drye ; 

And  to  your  routhe  and  to  your  trouthe  I  crye. 

But  wel  away  !  to  ferre  ben  they  to  fetche : 

Thus  hoidith  me  my  Deftiny  a  wretche ; 

But  me  to  rede  out  of  this  drede  or  gye 

Ne  may  my  wit  (fo  weke  is  it)  not  firetche> 

Than  ende  I  thus,  fithe  I  may  do  no  more, 
I  ye.ve  it  up  for  nowe  and  evirmore, 
For  I  fliall  nevir  efte  putten  in  balance 
My  fikirnefs,  ne  lerne  of  love  the  lore, 
But  as  the  fwan,  1  have  herde  fay  ful  yorCj 
Ayenft  his  deth  wol  fin^r  in  his  penance, 
JSo  finge  I  here  the  deftlnie  and  chaunce 
Howe  that  Arcite  Annelida  fo  fore 
Hath  thrillid  with  the  poynt  of  remembrauncej 

Whan  that  Annelida,  this  Woful  Quene, 
Hath  of  her  hande  ywrittin  in  this  wife. 
With  face  all  dede,  betwixin  pale  and  grene. 
She  fel  a  fwoune,  and  fithe  fhe  gan  to  rifej 
And  unto  Mars  avowith  facrifife 
Within  the  temple,  with  a  forowfull  chere^^ 
That  Ihapin  was  as  ye  may  plainly  here. 
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THE     COMPLAINT 

OF    THE    BL  A 

CKE    KNIGHT. 

The  heavy  Complaint  of  a  knight  for 

that  he  can  not  win  his  lady's,  grace. 

N  R'laie,  when  Flora  the  freflie  liillie  quene 

And  by  a  rivir  forthe  1  gan  Collie 

Thefoikhathcladdein  grene,andred,and  whight, 

Of  watir  clere  as  birell  or  criftall. 

And  Phoebus  gan  to  (hede  his  ftremis  fliene 

Till  at  the  laft  I  founde  a  little  weie 

Amidde  the  Bulle  with  ai  the  bemis  bright, 

Toward  a  parke,  enclofid  with  a  wall. 

And  Lucifer  to  chace  awaie  the  night. 

In  compacerounde,  and  by  a  gate  fmall : 
Who  fo  that  would  he  frclie  mightin  gone'  ' 

Ayen  the  morowe  our  orizont  hath  take 

To  bid  all  lovirs  out  of  flepe  awake, 

Into  this  parke,  yvvallid  with  grene  ftone  : 

And  hertis  hevie  for  to  recomforte 

And  in  I  went  to  here  the  birdis  fong. 

From  drerihed  of  hevie  night'is  forowe, 

Which  on  the  braunchis  both  in  plain  and  vale 

Nature  bad  'hem  rife,  and  'hem  difporte 

So  loude  yfang  that  all  the  wode  yrong 

Ayen'  the  godelie  and  the  glad  greie  morowe, 

Like  as  it  fliould  fhivir  in  pecis  fmale. 

And  hope  alfo,  v/ith  Sain6l  Ihon  to  borowe, 

And  as  methoughtin  that  the  nightingale 

Bad  in  defpite  of  daungir  and  difpaire 

With  fo  great  might  her  voice  began  out  wreft 

For  to  takin  the  whoUbme  luflie  aire  ; 

Right  as  her  harte  for  love  would  all  to  brefc . 

And  with  a  figh  I  gan  for  to  abreide 

The  foile  was  plain  andfmoth,  and  wondir  foftj 

Out  of  my  flombre',  and  fodainly  up  fterte. 

All  overfprad  with  tapettes  that  Nature 

As  he  (alas)  that  nigh  for  forowe  deide, 

Had  made  her  felf,  covirid  eke  aloft 

My  fikeneffe  fate  aye  fo  nie  my  herte. 

With  bowis  grene,  the  flouris  for  to  cure, 

But  for  to  findin  foccour  of  my  fmcrte, 

That  in  their  beautie  thei  male  long  endure 

Or  at  the  left  fome  relefe  of  my  paine, 

From  all  affaulte  of  Phoebus  fervent  fere. 

That  me  fo  fore  yhalte  in  every  veine. 

Whiche  in  his  fphere  fo  hotte  yfhone  and  clere. 

I  rofe  anone,  and  thought  I  woulde  gone 

The  aire  attempre,  and  the  fmothe  winde 

Into  the  wodde  to  here  the  birdis  fyng 

Of  Zephyrus  emong  the  blofomes  white 

When  that  the  miftie  vapour  was  agone, 

So  wholfome  was  and  nourilhing  by  kinde. 

And  deare  and  faire  ywas  the  morownyng, 

That  fmale  buddis  and  round  blofomis  lite 

The  dewe  alfo  like  filvir  in  fhinyng 

In  maner  gan  of  her  brethe  to  delite, 

Upon  the  levis,  as  any  baume  fwete. 

To  yeve  us  hope  that  there  fruid;  fhall  ytake 

Tillfirie  Titan  with  hisperfaunt  hete 

Ayenift  autump;ie  redy  for  to  Ihake. 

Had  dryid  up  the  luftie  licour  newe 

I  fawe  the  Daphne  clofid  undir  rinde, 

Upon  the  herbis  in  the  grene  mede, 

With  the  grene  laurir  and  the  wholfome  pine, 

And  that  the  floures  of  many  divers  hewe 

The  Mirre  alfo,  that  wcpith  ever'  of  kinde. 

Upon  ther  flalkis  gonin  for  to  fprede, 

The  cedris  hie,  as  upright  as  a  Jine, 

And  for  to  fplale  out  ther  levis  in  brede 

The  filbert  eke,  that  lowe  doith  encline 

Againe  the  fonne,  golde  burnid  in  his  fpere, 

Her  bowis  grene  unto  the  yerth  adoun 

That  doun  to  'hem  ycaft  his  bemis  clere. 

Unto  her  knight  callid  Demophoon. 
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There  fawe  I  grOAving  eke  the  freflie  hauthorne 
in  white  motley,  that  fo  fote  doeth  yfmell, 
Afhe,  firre,  and  oke,  with  many  a  yong  acorn, 
And  many  a  trc  mo  then  I  can  tell. 
And  me  beforne  I  faw  a  little  well. 
That  had  his  courfe,  as  I  could  wele  beholde, 
Undir  an  hill,  with  quicke  ftremis  and  colde, 
The  gravill  gold,  the  watir  pure  as  glaffe, 
The  bankis  rounde  the  well  invironing. 
And  loft  as  velvet  was  the  yonge  graffe 
That  thereupon  luftilie  came  Ipringyng, 
The  fate  of  trees  aboutin  compafl'yng 
Ther  Ihadowe  caft,  clofyng  the  wel  arounde. 
And  all  the  herbis  growyng  on  tlie  grounde. 

The  water  was  fo  wholfome  and  fo  vertuous 
Through  niight  of  herbis  growyng  it  befide. 
Not  like  to  the  welle  wliere  as  Narciffus 
Iflain  was  through  the  vengeaunce  of  Cuplde, 
Where  fo  v/ondir  covertly  he  did  hide 
The  grain  of  deth  upon  eche  fatal  brinke 
That  deth  mote  folo  ,  e  who  that  ever  drinke ; 
Ne  like  unto  the  pittc  of  the  Pegace 
■y        Undir  Parnaffus,  where  poetis  flept. 
Nor  like  to  the  welle  of  pure  chafbite 
Which  that  Djana  with  her  nymphis  kept, 
When  {he  nakid  into  the  watir  lepte. 
That  flovve  Adlseon  with  her  handisfell, 
Onily  for  he  came  fo  nigh  the  well : 

But  this  welle  which  that  I  now  here  reherfe 
So  wholfome  was  that  it  wouldin  afwage 
Wightes  bollin  hertis,  and  the  venim  perce 
Of  Penfifehed,  withall  the  cruillrage, 
And  ovir  more  refrefhin  the  vifage 
Of  them  that  were  in  any  werineiTe 
Of  grete  labour,  or  fallin  in  diftreffe. 

And  I  that  had  through  daungir  and  difdain 
So  drie  a  thurft,  thought  that  I  would  affaie 
To  taftin  a  draught  of  this  welle  or  twain, 
My  bittir  langour  if  it  might  alaie. 
And  on  the  banke  anone  me  doune  I  laie, 
And  with  mine  bed  unto  the  welle  1  raught, 
And  of  the  watir  dranke  T  a  gode  draught. 
Whereof  me  thought  I  was  refreftiid  wele 
Of  the  brennyng  that  fate  fo  nigh  my  herte, 
That  verily  anone  I  gan  to  fele 
An  huge  parte  relefid  of  my  fmerte, 
And  therewithall  anone  up  I  afterte, 
And  thought  that  I  would  walkin  and  fe  more 
Forthe  in  the  parke  and  in  the  holtis  bore. 
And  thorough  a  launde  as  I  yede  apace, 
And  gan  aboutin  faft  for  to  beholde, 
I  founde  anone  a  delecftable  place 
That  was  befet  with  treis  young  and  oldc, 
Whofe  namis  here  for  me  Ihal  not  be  tolde, 
Amidde  of  whiche  there  flode  an  herbir  grene 
That  benchid  was  v/ith  coloures  nev/  and  clene. 

This  herbir  was  all  full  of  flouris  gende, 
Into  the  whiche  as  I  beholde  began. 
Betwixt  an  hulfeie  and  a  wode  bende, 
As  I  was  v/are,  I  fawe  where  laie  a  man 
In  blacke,  and  of  white   colour  pale. and  wan, 
And  wondir  dedly  alfo  of  his  hewe, 
Of  hurtis  grene  and  frefhc  woundis  nswe, 


And  ovirmore  diftrainid  with  ficknefTe 
Befide  all  this  he  was  full  grcvouflie. 
For  upon  hym  he  had  an  bote  acceffe 
Tliat  dale  bydaie  hym  ihoke  ful  pitouflie. 
So  that  for  conilraint  of  his  maladie 
And  hertely  wo,  thus  lying  all  alone, 
It  was  a  deth  for  one  to  here  hym  grone, 

Wliereof  uiloinjd,  my  fote  I  gan  withdrawe. 
Full  gretly  woadiring  what  it  might  be 
Fhat  he  fo  laye  and  haddin  no  felawe, 
Ne  that  1  coude  no  wight  with  him  yfe, 
Wherof  I  had  grete  routhe  and  eke  pite. 
And  gan  anone,'  fo  foftely  as  I  coude, 
Amoage  the  bufhis  prively  me  to  fhroude. 

If  that  I  myght  in  any  v/-ile  efpie 
What  was  the  caufc  of  this  his  dedly  wo, 
Or  why  that  he  fo  petoufly  gan  crie 
On  his  fortune,  and  on  Iiis  ure  alfo  ; 
With  all  my  myght  I  layid  an  ere  to 
Ev^ry  worde,  to  marke  v/cl  v/hat  he  faide 
Out  of  his  iVough  anon  as  he  abraide. 
But  firft,  if  I  fliulde  makin  mencion 
Of  his  perfone,  and  plainly  him  difcrive. 
He  was  in  fothe,  without  excepcion. 
To  fpeke  of  raanhode  one  of  the  bell  on  livff, 
There  may  no  njan  ayen  the  trouth  yftrive. 
For  of  his  time  and  of  his  age  alfo 
He  provid  was  there  men  ihuld  have  ado. 

One  of  the  beft  therto  of  brcde  and  length, 
So  wel  ymade  by  gode  proporcion. 
If  he  had  be  in  his  delivir  ftrength. 
But  thought  and  fickneffe  were  occafvon 
That  he  thus  lay  m  lamentacyon 
Grouffe  on  the  grounde,  in  place  fo  defoiate. 
Sole  by  him  felf,  awhapid  and  amate. 

And  for  me  femitli  that  it  is  fitting 
His  wordis  al  to  put  in  reniembraunce. 
To  me  that  herdin  all  his  complaining. 
And  al  the  grounde  of  this  his  woful  chaunce. 
If  there  withall  I  maye  you  do  plefaunce, 
I  wol  to  you  fo  as  I  can  anone, 
Lyke  as  he  faide,  reherce  everichone. 

But  who  flaal  helpin  me  nowe  to  complalne. 
Or  who  fhal  nowe  my-  flile  gie  or  lede  ? 
O  Niobe  1  let  nowe  thy  teris  rayne 
Into  my  penne,  and  helpe  me  eke  in  nede 
Thou  woful  Myre  !  that  felift  mine  herte  blede 
Of  pitous  forowe,  and  myne  hande  eke  quake^ 
What  that  I  writin  for  this  mann'is  fake ; 

For  unto  v/o  accordith  complaining. 
And  doleful  chert-  unto  hevineffe, 
To  forowe  alfo  figlnng  and  weping, 
And  pitous  mourning  unto  drerineffe  ; 
And  whofo  that  fliall  writin  of  diflrelTe 
In  party  nedith  to  knowe  felingly 
The  caufe  and  rote  of  al  foche  malady. 

But  1,  alas !  that  am  of  witte  but  dul, 
And  that  have  no  laiowing  of  foche  matere. 
For  to  difcrive  and  writin  at  the  ful 
The  woful  Complainte  which  that  ye  Ihal  herCj 
But  even  like  as  doth  a  fkrivinere, 
That  can  no  more  tell  what  that  he  fhal  vs^rite 
But  as  his  maiHir  befide  dothe  enditc ; 
K  k  ij 
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Ryght  fo  fare  I,  that  of  no  fentement 
Can  fayin  right  naught  in  conclufioun, 
But  as  I  herde  whan  that  I  was  prefent 
This  man  complinin  with  a  pitousfoun. 
For  even  like  without  addicioun 
Or  difencrefe  eythir  of  more  or  lefle 
For  to  reherfe  anooe  I  wol  me  dreffe. 

And  if  that  any  nowe  be  in  this  place 
That  fe'lith  in  love  breninge  or  fervence, 
Or  hindirid  -^^ere  to  hisladie's  grace 
With  falfe  tongis,  that  with  peftilencc 
Sle  trewe  men,  that  nevir  did  offence 
In  worde  nor  dede,  ne  yet  in  ther  cntent. 
If  any  foche  there  be  here  nowe  prefent, 
Let  him  of  roxithe  lay  him  to  audience 
With  doleful  chere  and  fobre  countinaunce, 
To  herin  this  man  by  fa)  hye  fentence 
Hys  mortal  wo  and  his  dire  perturbaunce 
Complaining,  and  nowe  lying  in  a  traunce 
With  Jokis  iipcaft  and  with  ruful  chere, 
Th'  efieAc  of  which  was  as  ye  now  flial  here. 

The  thought  opprefled  with  inward  fighis  fore, 
The  painful  lyfe,  the  body  languifliing. 
The  woful  gofl,.  the  herte  rent  and  tore, 
The  pitous  chere,  all  pale  in  complaining' 
The  dcdly  face,  like  afhis  in  fhining, 
The  falte  teris  that  from  min  eyin  fall. 
Parcel  declare  grounde  of  my  painis  al. 

Whofe  herte  is  gronnde  to  blede  in  hevineffe 
The  thought  receite  of  wo  and  of  complainte. 
The  breft  is  cheft  of  dole  and  drerinefl'e. 
The  body  eke  fo  feble  and  fo  fainte. 
With  hote  and  colde  mine  axis  is  fo  mainte, 
That  nowe  I  chivir  for  defaute  of  hete,  / 

And  hote  as  glede  nowe  fodainly  I  fwete  ; 

Nowe  hote  as  fire,  nowe  cold  as  afliis  ded, 
Now  hote  for  colde,  now  cold  for  hete  again, 
Nov,'  cold  as  yfe,  and  now  as  colis  red 
For  hete  1  brenne  ;  and  thus  betwixin  tv/aine 
I  poflid  am  and  al  forcafte  in  paine. 
So  that  my  hete  ful  plainly  as  I  fele 
Of  grevous  colde  is  caufc  every  dele. 

This  the  colde  of  inward  hie  difdaine. 
Cold  of  djfpite,  and  colde  of  cruilhate, 
This  is  the  colde  that  doth  hisbefy  payne 
Ayenifl:  trouthe  to  fight  and  to  debate, 
'I'iiis  is  the  colde  that  doth  the  fyre  abate 
Of  trewe  mening,  alas  the  harde  while  '. 
This  is  the  colde  that  avoI  me  begile  : 

For  cr  the  bettimhat  in  trouth  I  mente 
With  al  my  myght  her  fathfully  to  fcrve, 
W^ith  hert  and  al  to  be  right  diligent. 
The  lefle  thanke,  alas !  I  can  deferve  ; 
Thus  for  my  trouthe  Daimgir  doth  me  flerve. 
For  one  tliat  fhuld  my  detli  of  mercy  let 
Hath  made  Dcfpite  anew  his  fwerdeto  whet 

Againfi:  me,  and  his  arowis  to  fyle, 
'J'o  take  vcngeaunce  of  wilful  cruilte. 
And  tongis  falfe  thorough  ther  flightly  wyle 
Han  gone  a  werre,  that  wil  not  ftintid  be, 
And  falfe  Envie,  with  Wrathc  and  Envyte, 
Have  confpirid  againfi:.  al  right  and  lawe 
Of.  lier  malyce  that  Trouth  flial  be  yflawe. 


And  Malebouche  gan  firft  the  tale  tcl,- 
To  fclaundir  Trouth  of  indignacion, 
And  Falfe  Reporte  fo  laud  yrange  the  bcl 
That  Miftylefe  and  Falfe  Sufpeftion 
Have  Trouthe  ybrought  to  his  dampnacion, 
So  that,  alas !  wrongfully  he  dyith. 
And  Falfeneffe  nowe  his  place  occupyith, 

And  entiiid  is  into  Trouth'is  londe, 
And  hath  thereof  the  ful  poffeflion. 
O  rightful  God  !  that  firfl;  the  trouthe  fondcj 
Hov^e  male  thou  fuffre  foche  oppreffyon, 
That  Fallhed  fhuldehave  jurifdidion 
In  Troth'is  right  to  fle  him  giltiles ! 
In  his  fraunchife  he  may  not  live  in  pees.. 
Falfly  accufed,  and  of  his  fone  forjuged, 
Withoutin  anfwere,  while  he  was  abfent. 
He  danmid  was,  and  male  not  be  excufed, 
For  Cruilte  yfate  in  judgement 
Of  Haftineffe  without  advifement, 
And  badde  Difdaine  dfl  execute  anone 
His  judgement  in  prefence  of  his  fone. 

Attorney  there  maye  none  admittid  ben 
To  excufe  Trouthe,  ne  a  worde  to  fpeke ; 
To  faith  or  othe  the  judge  ne  lifte  not  fene ; 
There  ne  is  no  gaine  but  he  will  be  wreke. 
O  Lorde  of  Trouthe  !  to  the  I  cal  and  clepc, 
Howe  may  thou  fein  thus  in  thy  prefence 
Withoutin  mercy  murdrid  Innocence ! 

Nowe  God,  that  art  of  trouthe  foveralne. 
And  feifl  how  1  lie  for  trouthe  bounde, 
So  fore  yknitte  in  lov'is  fyrie  chaine,        (wounde. 
Even  at  the  deth,  through  gyrte   with  many'  a 
That  lykily  are  nevir  for  to  founde. 
And  for  my  trouthe  am  dampnid  to  the  deth. 
And  not  abyde,  but  drawe  along  the  breth, 

Confidre'  and  fe  in  thine  eternal  right 
Howe  that  min  herte  profeflid  whilom  was 
For  to  be  trewe  with  al  my  ful  myght 
Onily  to  one,  the  whiche  nowe,  alas  ! 
Of  volunte  without  any  trefpas 
Myne  accufours  hath  takin  unto  grace. 
And  cherilhith  'hem  my  deth  to  purchace. 

What  menith  this  ?  what  is  this  wondir  urc 
Of  purvciaunce,  yf  fo  I  Ihal  it  cal, 
Of  god  of  Love,  that  falfe  'hem  fo  affure. 
And  trewe,  alas !  downe  of  the  whele  ben  fal! 
And  yet  in  fothe  this  is  the  worfl:  of  al, 
Thatfalflied  wrongfully'  of  troth  hath  name. 
And  trouth  ayenward  of  falflied  the  blame. 
This  blinde  chaunce,  this  ftormy  avinture. 
In  love  hath  moftcly  his  experience. 
For  who  that  doth  with  trouthe  moft  his  cure 
Shal  for  his  mede  yfindin  mofiie  offence 
That  fervith  Love  with  al  his  diligence. 
For  who  can  fainin  undir  lowly  hede 
Ne  failith  not  to  findin  grace  and  fpede  : 
For  I  lovid  one  ful  longe  fythe  agone 
With  -5 'I  mine  herte,  and  body,  and  ful  might, 
And  to  be  ded  my  herte  can  not  gone 
From  his  behefte,  but  hold  that  he  hath  hyght ; 
Though  I  be  banifliid  out  of  her  fyght, 
And  by  her  mouth  dampnid  that  I  fliall  dey. 
To  my  behefte  yet !  will  er  obey  ; 
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.  For  evir  fithins  that  the  worlde  began, 
Who  fo  lyfte  lokin  and  in  ftory  rede, 
He  flial  aye  findin  that  the  trewe  man 
Was  put  abacke  there  where  as  the  falfhede 
Yfurthered  was;  for  Love  takith  none  hede 
To  fle  the  trew,  and  hath  of  'hem  no  charge. 
Where  as  the  falle  gothe  frely  at  ther  large. 

I  take  recorde  of  true  Palamedes, 
The  gihlefs  man,  the  noble  worthy  knight, 
That  cvir  lovid  and  bad  no  reles, 
Notwithftanding  his  manhode  and  his  might. 
Yet  Love  unto  him  dyd  ful  gret  unright. 
For  aye  the  bet  he  dyd  in  chivalrye 
The  more  he  ftill  was  hindrid  by  envye ; 

And  aye  the  bett  he  did  in  every  place, 
Thorough  his  knighthode  and  his  bul'y  paine. 
The  ferdir  was  he  from  his  ladye's  grace, 
For  to  her  mercy  might  he  ner  attaine. 
And  to  his  deth  he  coude  it  not  refraine 
For  no  daungcre,  but  aye  obey  and  ferve 
As  he  befte  coude,  plainly  tyl  that  be  fterve. 

What  was  the  fyne  alfo  of  Hercules 
For  al  his  conqueft  and  his  worthineffe, 
That  was  of  manly  ftrength  alone  pereles  ? 
For  lyke  as  bokis  of  him  lifte  expreffe 
He  fet  pillers  thorough  his  hye  prowefle 
Away  at  Cades,  for  to  fygnifie 
That  no  man  might  him  paffe  in  chivalrye ; 

The  whiche  pilliris  ferre  beyonde  Inde 
Befet  of  golde  for  a  rememberaunce. 
And  for  al  that  yet  was  he  fet  behinde 
With  'hem  that  love  lyfte  febly  to  avaunce ; 
For  him,  alas  !  fet  laft  upon  a  daunce 
Againift  whom  there  helpe  may  no  ftrife. 
And  fo  for  al  his  trouth  he  lofte  his  life. 

Pheebus  alfo,  for  al  his  plefaunt  lyght, 
Whan  that  he  wonid  here  in  yerthe  belowe. 
Unto  the  verry  herte  with  Venus  light 
Ywoundid  was  thorough  Cupidis  bowe, 
And  yet  his  lady  lyft  him  not  to  knowe  : 
Though  for  the  love  of  her  his  herte  dy'd  blede 
She  let  him  go,  and  toke  of  him  no  hede. 

What  ihal  I  fayin  of  yonge  Pyramus, 
Of  trewe  Triftram,  for  al  his  hye  renowne. 
Of  Achilles  or  of  Antonius, 
Of  Arcyte,  or  of  him  Peiomowne  ? 
What  was  the  ende  of  ther  pafliowne 
But  aftir  forowe  deth  and  than  ther  grave  ? 
Lo,  here  the  guerdon  that  thefe  lovirs  have! 

But  falfe  Jafon  with  his  doubleneffe. 
That  was  untrue  at  Colchos  to  Medee, 
And  Th.efeus,rote  of  unkindeneffe, 
And  with  thefe  two  alfo  the  falfe  Enee, 
Lo  !  thus  the  falfe  evir  in  one  degre 
Haddin  in  love  ther  luft  and  al  ther  wil, 
Andfave  falfliode  there  was  none  othir  fkil. 

Of  Thebis  city  eke  the  falfe  Arcite, 
And  falfir  Demophon  eke  for  his  ilouthe, 
They  had  ther  lull  and  al  that  myght  delite 
For  al  ther  falfhodc  and  ther  gret  untrouthe; 
Thus  evir  Love,  alas  !  and  that  is  routhe. 
His  falfe  liegisforthirithwhat  he  may, 
And  ^.ceth  the  trewe  ungodely  day  by  day  : 


For  trewe  Adonis  was  flayne  with  the  bore 
Amidde  the  foreft  in  the  grene  fhade, 
For  Venus  love  he  fcltin  al  the  fore. 
But  Vulcanus  with  her  no  mercy  made, 
The  foule  chorle  had  many  nightis  glade. 
Where  Mars  Armipotent,  her  knight  and  man, 
To  fyndin  mercy  comforte  none  he  can. 

Alio  the  yongf  frelhe  Hippomenes, 
So  luftiy  fre  he  was  of  his  corage 
That  for  to  ferve  with  al  his  hert  he  chea 
Atalanta,  fo  faire  of  her  vifage, 
But  Ijove,  alas!  quite  him  fo  ill  his  v/age, 
With  cruil  daungir  plainly  at  the  laftc. 
That  with  the  dethe  guerdonlefle  he  palle. 

Lo  here,  alas  !  the  fine  of  Love's  fervice  ! 
Lo  howe  that  Love  can  his  fervauntis  quite  ! 
Low  how  he  can  his  faithful  men  difpife. 
To  fle  the  trewe  men  and  falfe  to  refpite  ! 
Lo  howe  he  dothe  the  fwerde  of  forowe  byte 
In  hert'is  foche  as  mofte  his  lufte  obey. 
To  fave  the  falfe  and  do  the  trewe  to  dey  ! 

For  faith,  nor  othenor  worde,  ne  afluraunce, 
Trewe  mening,  nor  awaite,  nor  bufyneffc, 
Neithir  ftil  porte  ne  faithful  attendance, 
Manhode,  ne  might  in  armis,  worthinefle. 
Nor  purfute  of  worlhip  nor  hie  prowefle. 
Nor  in  fl:raunge  landis  riding  ne  travaile,  j 
Ful  lytil  or  nought  in  love  dothe  availe. 

Peril  of  dethe  neithir  in  fe  ne  lande, 
Hungir  ne  thurft,  forowe  ne  fykenefl'e, 
Ne  gret  emprifis  for  to  take  on  hande, 
Sheding  of  blocie,  ne  manful  hardinefle, 
Ne  ofte  wounding  at  fautis  by  diftreffe. 
Nor  in  parting  of  life,  nor  deth  alfo, 
Al  is  for  nought ;  Love  taketh  no  hede  therto. 

But  lefmgoures  with  ther  bafe  flattirie. 
Through  ther  falfhede,  and  with  ther  doublenefia. 
With  talis  newe,  and  many  fainid  lie. 
By  falfe  femblaunt  and  counterfeit  humblefle, 
Undir  colour  depainte  with  fledfaftnefle. 
With  fraude  covered  under  a  pitous  face, 
Acceptid  be  nowe  rathifl:  unto  grace. 

And  can  themfelvin  nowe  beil  magnifie 
With  fainid  porte  and  ther  prefumpcion ; 
'["hey  hauncin  ther  caufe  with  falfe  furquidric, 
Undir  menyng  of  double  entencion, 
To  thinkin  one  in  ther  opinion. 
And  faye'  anothir  to  fet  them  felf  alofte, 
And  hindir  trouthe,  as  it  is  fene  ful  ofte. 

The  whiche  thinge  I  bye  nowe  al  to  dere, 
Thankid  be  Venus  and  the  god  Cupide, 
As  it  is  fene  by  mine  oppreflid  chere, 
And  by  his  arowes  that  ftycken  in  my  fide, 
That  fave  my  deth  I  nothinge  ellcg  abide 
Fro  day  to  day,  alas  the  harde  -while  ! 
Whenevir  his  darte  that  hym  lyft  to  file, 

My  woful  herte  for  to  rive  atwo, 
For  faute  of  mercy  and  lack  of  pite 
Of  her  that  caufiih  al  my  paine  and  wo, 
And  lyfte  not  onis  of  grace  for  to  fe 
Unto  my  trothe  thorough  her  cruelte  ; 
And  moft  of  al  for  this  I  me  complaine, 
That  Ihc  hath  joy  to  laughin  at  my  paine. 
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And  wilfully  flie  hath  my  deth  yfworne 
Al  giltilcffe,  and  wote  no  caufe  why, 
Save  for  the  troitthe  that  I  had  aforrle 
To  her  alone  to  fervin  faithfully. 

0  god  of  Love  !  all  unto  the  I  crye, 
And  to  thy  blynde  and  double  deite 

Of  this  my  gret  wronge  I  complaine  me, 

And  to  thy  ftormy  wilful  variance, 
Iment  with  chaunge  and  grct  unflahlenefTe, 
Now  up  now  doune,  fo  renning  is  thy  chaunce. 
That  the  to  trufl:  may  be  no  fikjrneffe, 

1  wite  it  nothinge  but  thy  doubleheffe  ; 
And  who  that  is  an  archir  and  is  blende 
Markith  nothinge,  but  fliotith  ay  by  wende; 

And  for  that  lie  hath  no  difcrecion 
Without  advife  he  let  his  arowe  go  ; 
For  lacke  of  fight  and  alfo  of  refon, 
In  his  fhoting  it  happith  oftin  fo 
To  hurte  his  frendifl:  rathir  than  his  fo  : 
So  doith  this  blind  god  with  his  fharpe  flone, 
The  trew  he  Hceth  and  lettith  the  falfe  gone. 

And  of  his  wounding  this  is  worft  of  al. 
Whan  he  hurt  doith  to  fo  cruil  wretche, 
And  makith  the  fycke  for  to  crie  and  cal 
Unto  his  very  foe  to  be  his  leche  ; 
And  harde  it  is,  fothe,  for  a  man  to  feche, 
Upon  the  point  of  deth  in  jeoperdye, 
Unto  his  foe  to  findin  remedie. 

Right  thus  farith  it  nowe  evin  by  me, 
That  to  my  foe  that  gave  my  herte  a  wounde 
Mote  alkin  grace,  and  mercy,  and  pite. 
And  namily  there  where  none  may  be  founde, 
For  nowe  my  fore  my  leche  wil  confounde, 
A.nd  god  of  Kinde  fo  ill  hath  fet  mine  ure 
My  lyv'is  foe  to  have  my  wounde  in  cure. 

Alas  the  while  nowe  that  I  was  borne, 
.  Or  that  1  evir  fawe  the  brighte  fonne  ! 
Foi  nowe  I  fe  plaine  that  ful  longe  aforne 
Or  1  was  borne  my  deftiny  wasfponne 
By  the  Siflerne,  to  fle  me  yf  they  conne. 
For  they  my  deth  had  fhopin  or  my  flierte, 
Onely  for  troutli  I  may  it  not  afterte. 

The  mighty  goddeffe  alfo  of  Nature, 
Tliatunciir  Gcd  hath  the  wliole  govirnaunce 
Of  worldely  thinges  committid  to  her  cure, 
Difpofid  have  through  her  wife  purveiaunfe 
To  give  my  lady  fo  moche  fuffifaunce 
Of  al  vertues,  and  therwithal  purvyde 
To  murdre  Trouth  hath  take  Daungir  to  glde  : 

For  bounte,  beaute,  Ihape,  and  femelihede. 
For  prudence,  wit,  and  paflingly  fairenelTe, 
For  benigne  porte,  glad  chere,  with  lowlyhede. 
Of  womanhede  right  plenteous  largeneffe, 
Dame  Nature  dyd  in  her  fully  empreffe 
Whan  file  her  wrought,  and  althir  laft  Difdaine 
To  hindir  Trouthe  flie  made  her  chambirlaine ; 

Whan  Miflrufl;  eke  and  Falfe  Sufpeceion, 
With  JMifoeleve,  flie  madin  for  to  be 
Chefe  of  counfaile,  to  this  conclufion. 
For  to  cxilin  Trouthe  and  eke  Pite, 
Out  of  her  courte  to  makin  Mercy  fle, 
So  that  Difpite  now  holdith  forthe  her  reine 
Through  hafly  bileve  of  tales  that  men  feine. 


And  thus  1'  am,  only  for  my  trouth,  alas ! 
Murdrid  and  flayi)  with  wordis  fharp  and  kene, 
Although  gyltleffe  God  wote  of  al  trefpas,  ' 

And  lye  and  blede  upon  this  cold    grene. 
Nowe  mercy,  fwete  !  mercy,  my  liv'is  quene  I 
And  to  your  grace  of  mercye  yet  I  preye 
In  your  fervice  that  your  true  man  may  deye.    - 

But  if  fo  be  that  I  fhal  die  algate. 
And  that  I  llial  none  other  mercy  have, 
Yet  of  my  deth  let  this  yben  the  date. 
That  by  your  wil  I  was  brought  to  my  grave. 
Or  hallily,  if  that  you  lyfte  me  fave, 
My  fharpe  woundis,  that  akin  fo  and  blede. 
Of  mercy  charme  and  alfo'  of  womanhede  : 

For  othir  charme  plainly  ne  is  there  none 
But  onely  mercy  to  helpe  in  this  cafe, 
For  though  my  woundis  blede  evir  in  one 
My  lyfe,  my  deth,  yftandith  in  your  grace; 
And  though  my  giite  ybe  nothinge,  alas  '. 
I  alke  mercy  in  all  my  befl  entente, 
Redy  to  dyin  if  that  ye  affente  : 

For  there  againiil  flial  I  nevir  flrive 
In  worde  ne  werke,  plainly  1  ne  may, 
For  levir  I  have  then  to  be  alyve 
To  dye  I'othly,  and  it  be  to  her  paye. 
Ye,  though  it  fhuldii  be  this  fame  day. 
Or  whan  that  evir  her  lyfte  to  devife ; 
Suffifith  me  to  die  in  your  fervife.  [wight 

Thou,  God!  that  knoweft  the  thought  of  every 
Right  as  it  is,  in  every  thing  niaifi:  fe, 
Yet  er  I  dyd  with  al  my  ful  myght 
Ijowly  I  pray  to  grauntin  unto  me 
That  y'e,  lady  godely,  faire,  freflie,  and  fre  ! 
'Vv'Tiich  onely  fle  me  for  defaute  of  routhe. 
Or  that  I  dyin  ye  may  knowe  my  trouthe  : 

For  that  in  fothe  inow  fufEfith  me 
And  fhe  it  knowe  in  every  circumftaunce, 
And  aftir  I  am  wel  apaide  that  fhe. 
If  that  her  lyfl;  of  deth  to  do  vergeaunce, 
Unto  me  that  am  undir  her  lygeaunce  ; 
It  fit  me  not  her  dome  to  difobeye. 
But  at  her  lufte  fulle  wilfully  to  deye. 

Withoutin  grutchinge  or  rebellion 
In  wii  or  wordis  wholy  I  affente, 
Or  any  manir  contradidfion, 
Fully  to  be  at  her  commaundement ; 
And  if  I  dyin,  in  my  teftament 
My  herte  I  fende  and  my  fpirite  alfo, 
Wliat  fo  evir  flie  lyfte  with  'hem  to  do. 

And  aldir  laft  unto  her  womanhede- 
And  to  her  mercy  me  I  recommaunde. 
That  lye  nowe  here  betwisin  hope  and  drede, 
Abidinge  plainly  what  flie  lift  commaunde. 
For  uttirly  this  ne  is  no  demaunde  ; 
Welcome  to  me  whilis  me  laftith  breth, 
Ryght  at  her  choife,  where  it  be  lyfe  or  deth. 

And  in  this  matir  more  what  might  I  faine, 
Sithe  in  her  hand  and  in  her  wil  is  al, 
Bothe  lyfe  and  deth,  my  Joye  and  al  my  peine  ? 
And,  finally,  my  hefte  holdin  I  ftiail 
Tyl  my  fpirite  by  deftinye  fatal. 
Whan  that  her  lyftith  fro  my  body  wende, 
Have  here  my  trouth;  and  thus  I  make  an  ende. 
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And  with  that  vvoide  he  gan  to  fighe  as  fore, 
Like  as  his  hert  yrivin  would  atwaine, 
And  helde  his  pece,  and  fpake  no  worde  more  ; 
■fiut  for  to  fc  his  wo  and  mortal  paine 
The  teris  gonin  fro  mine  eyin  raine 
Ful  piteoufly,  for  very  inwarde  rothe 
That  I  him  fawe  fo  long  wifhyng  for  troth. 
'   And  af  this  while  my  felfe  I  keptc  clofe 
Amonge  the  bowis,  and  uiy  felfe  gonne  hide, 
Tyl  at  the  lafl;  the  woful  man  arofe, 
And  to  a  lodge  y  went  there  clofe  befi.de, 
Where  al  the  May  his  cullome  was  t'abydc, 
Sole  to  complainin  of  his  painis  kene 
From  yere  to  yere  imdir  the  bowis  grene. 

And  for  bycaufe  that  it  drewe  to  the  night, 
And  that  the  fonne  his  arke  diurnal 
Ypafiid  was,  fo  that  his  perfaunt  lyght. 
His  brighte  bemis  and  his  ftremis  al. 
Were  in  the  wavis  of  the  watir  fal 
Undir  the  bordure  of  our  ocean. 
His  chare  of  golde  his  courfe  fo  fwiftly  ran  ; 

And  while  the  twilight  and  the  rowis  rede 
Of  Phoebus  light  were  deaurat  alite 
A  penne  I  toke,  and  gan  me  fafh  to  fpede 
The  woful  plaintis  of  this  man  to  write 
All  worde  by  worde  right  as  he  did  endite  ; 
Like  as  I  herde  and  coude  him  tho  reporte 
I  have  here  fet,  your  hertis  to  difporte. 

If  ought  be  mifle  laye  all  the  wite  on  me, 
For  I  am  worthy  for  to  here  the  blame; 
If  any  thinge  amyffe  reportid  be 
To  make  this  ditte  for  to  feme  lame. 
Through  myne  unconning  for  to  fain  the  fame 
Like  as  this  man  his  Complaint  dyd  exprcffe, 
I  afke  you  mercy  and  forgivenefie. 

And  as  I  wrote  me  thought  1  fawe  aferre, 
Aferre  in  the  weft,  luftily  appere 
Efperus,  the  fo  bright  and  gcdely  flerre. 
So  glade,  fo  faire,  fo  perfaunte,  eke  of  cliere, 
I  mene  Venus,  with  her  bemis  clere, 
That  hevy  hertis  only  to  releve 
Is  wonte  of  cuftome  for  to  fhewe  at  eve ; 

And  I  as  faft  fel  adowne  on  my  kn^, 
And  evin  thus  to  her  gan  I  to  prey  ; 
O  lady  Venus,  fo  feire  on  to  fe  ! 
Let  not  this  fothfaft  man  for  his  trouthe  deye. 
For  that  joy  which  thou  haddift  whan  thou  leye 
With  Mars  thy  knight  when  Vulcanus  yfonde, 
And  with  a  chaine  unvifible  you  bonde 

Togidir  bothe  tway,  in  the  fame  whyle 
That  al  the  courte  above  celeftial 
At  your  fhame  began  to  laughe  andfmyle  : 
Ah  !  fairift  lady  !   willy  fondc  at  al, 
Comforte  to  careful  goddis  immortal 
E«  helping  nowe,  and  do  thy  diligence 
Tp  let  the  ftremis  of  thine  influence 


Difcendin  downe  in  fortliering  of  the  troU':h, 
Namely  of  'hem  that  lye  in  forowe  boimde; 
Shew  now  thy  might,  and  on  ther  wo  have  rquth. 
Er  that  falfe  Daungir  fie  'hem  and  confoundc  j 
And  fpecial  let  thy  might  in  this  be  founde 
For  to  help  and  focour  what  that  thou  may 
The  trewe  man  that  in  the  herblr  lay, 

And  al  that  trewe  are  forthir  for  his  fake, 

0  glade  fterre  !  o  lady  Venus  myne  I 
And  caufe  his  lady  him  to  grace  to  take; 
Her  hert  of  ftele  to  mercy  fo  encline, 
Er  that  thy  bemis  go  up  to  declyne, 
And  er  that  thou  nowe  go  fro  us  adowne. 
For  that  love  which  thou  haddifl:  to  Adowne, 

And  whan  that  fhe  wos  gone  unto  her  reft 

1  rofe  anone,  and  home  to  bed  ywente. 
For  wery'  I  was,  me  thought  it  for  the  beft, 
Defiring  thus  in  al  my  beft  entente 

That  al  trewe  men  that  be  with  daungir  fliente 
With  mercy  may,  in  relefe  of  ther  paine, 
Recurid  be  er  Maye  come  efte  againe. 

And  for  that  I  ne  may  no  lengir  wake 
Farewel,  ye  lovirs  al  that  be  trewe. 
Praying  to  God,  and  thus  my  leve  I  take,  . 

That  er  the  fonne  to  morov/e  be  ryfen  newe. 
And  er  he  have  ayen  his  rofm  hewe. 
That  eche  of  you  may  bavin  foche  a  grace 
His  owne  lady  in  armis  to  embrace  ; 

I  mene  thus  only,  in  al  honefle, 
Witlioutin  more,  ye  may  togidir  fpeke 
What  fo  ye  lyftin  at  gode  liberte. 
That  eche  may  to  othir  ther  herte  ybreke. 
On  Jeloufie  only  to  be  awreke. 
That  hath  fo  long  of  malice  and  envy  . 

Ywerrid  Trouthe  with  histiranny. 


PrlncefTe  !  plefith  it  your  benignite 
This  lityl  dyte  for  to  have  in  minde 
Of  your  womanhede,  alfo  for  to  fe 
That  your  trew  man  may  of  you  mercy  find 
And  pite  eke,  that  longe  hath  be  behinde; 
Let  him  againe  lie  provokid  to  grace. 
For  by  my  trouthe  it  is  againft  alle  kinde 
That  falfe  Daungere  fhould  occupye  bis  place. 

Go,  lityl  quaire,  unto  my  liv'is  quene. 
And  to  my  very  hert'is  foveraine. 
And  be  right  glad  for  that  Ihe  fhal  the  fene; 
Soche  is  thy  grace  ;  but  T,  alas  !  in  paine 
And  left  behinde,  and  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine. 
For  mercy,  Ruthe,  and  Grace,  and  eke  Pyte, 
Exilid  be,  that  1  may  not  attaine 
Pwccure  to  finde  of  mine  adverfite. 
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COMPLAINT  OF  MARS  AND  VENUS. 


CjiADiTH  ye  lovirs  In  the  morovve  graiei 

L.0  Venus  riffen  emong  yon  rowis  rede ! 

And  fiouris  ircflie  honour  ye  this  daie, 

For  when  the  fonne  uprift  then  would  thei  fprede ; 

But  ye  lovirs  that  lie  in  any  drede 

Flyith,  lefle  wjcltid  tonguis  you  afpie  : 

Lo,  yonde  the  fonne,  the  candle'  of  Jeloufie  ! 

With  terisblewe  and  with  a  woundid  hert 
Taketh  your  leve,  and  with  Sain(il;  Ihon  to  borowe 
Apefith  fomwhat  of  your  painis  fmert, 
Time  comith  eft  that  ceffin  fhall  your  forow ; 
The  glad  night  is  worthe  an  hevie  morowe. 
Saindl  Valentine,  a  foule  thus  herde  I  fing 
Upon  thy  daie  or  fonne  gan  up  fpVing  ; 

Yet  fang  this  foule;  I  rede  you  all  awake, 
And  ye  that  have  not  chofen  in  humble  wife, 
Without  repentyng,  chefith  now  your  make, 
Yet  at  the  left  renoveleth  your  fervice. 
And  ye  that  have  full  chofen,  as  I  devife, 
Confermith  it  perpetually  to  dure. 
And  pacientlie  takith  your  avinture. 

And  for  the  wbrfhip  of  this  highe  fefte 
Yet'woll  I  in  my  bridd'is  wife  yfyng 
The  fentence  of  the  Complaint  at  the  lefle 
That  wofull  Mars  made  at  the  departyng 
Fro  frefhe  Venus  in  a  morownyng, 
When  Phoebus  with  his  firie  torchis  rede 
Ranfaked  hath  every  lovir  in  his  drede. 

Whilomethe  thre  hevcnis  lorde  above, 
As  well  by  hevenliche  revdlucion 
As  by  deferte,  hath  wonne  Vertus  his  love. 
And  Ihe  hath  takehini  in  fubjeccion. 
And  as  a  maiftreffc  taught  him  his  leffon, 
Commaundyng  hym  nevir  in  her  fervice 
He  were  lo  bolde  no  lovii-  to  difpife  : 

For  flae  forbade  hym  jeloufie  at  all. 
And  cruiltie,  and  bofte,  and  tirannie  ; 
She  made  him  at  her  lufte  fo  humble'  and  thrall, 
That  when  file  denied  to  caft  on  him  her  eye 
He  loke  in  pacience  to  live  or  die  ; 
And  thus  fhe  bridlith  him  in  her  manerc 
¥/ith  nothing  but  with  fcorning  oi  her  chere. 


Who  reignith  nowe  In  blilTe  but  faire  Venus, 
That  hath  this  vporthi  knight  in  govirnaunce  ? 
Who  fingith  nowe  but  Mars,  that  fervith  thus  . 
The  fayre  Venus,  the  caufir  of  plefaunce? 
He  bint  him  to  perpetuelobeifTaunce, 
And  fhe  binte  her  to  lovin  him  for  ever. 
But  fo  be  that  his  trefpace  it  difcever. 

Thus  be  they  knitte,  and  reignin  as  in  hevcn, 
Ey  loking  moll,  as  it  fel  on  a  tide, 
That  by  ther  bothe  affent  was  fet  a  fteven 
That  Mars  fliall  entre'  as  faft  as  he  may  glydc 
Into  her  nexte  palays  to  abyde. 
Walking  his  courfe  til  flie  had  hym  ytake. 
And  he  prayed  her  to  hafte  her  for  his  fake. 

Than  faide  he  thus ;  Myne  hert'is  lady  fwete! 
Ye  knowin  wel  my  myfchefe  In  that  place, 
For  fikirly  tyl  that  I  with  you  mete 
My  lyfe  ftante  there  in  avinture  and  grace, 
But  whari  I  fe  the  beaute  of  your  face 
There  is  no  drede  of  deth  may  do  me  fmerte. 
For  al  your  lufte  is  efe  unto  mine  herte. 

She  hath  fo  grete  compaflion  of  her  knightj 
That  dwellith  in  folitude  til  ftie  come, 
For  it  ftode  fo  that  ylke  time  no  wight 
C'ounfailid  him,  ne  faid  to  him  welcome, 
That  nigh  her  wit  for  forowe  was  oercome, 
Wherfore  ihe  fpedd  her  as  faft  in  her  way 
Almofte  in  one  daye  as  he  did  in  tway. 

The  gret  joye  that  ywas  betwixe  'hem  two 
Whan  they  be  mette  there  may  no  tonge  tel. 
There  is  no  more  but  unto  bedde  they  go. 
And  thus  in  joye  and  bliffe  I  lette  'hem  dwel ; 
This  worthy  Mars,  that  is  of  knighthode  wel, 
The  fioure  of  fairneffehappith  in  his  amies. 
And  Venus  kyOith  Mars  the  god  of  Amies. 

Sojournid  hath  this  Mars,  of  which  1  rede, 
In  chanibre'  amydde  the  palais  privily 
A  ccrtaine  time,  til  that  him  fel  a  drede 
Through  Phrebus,  that  was  comin  haftily 
IN^ithin  the  palais  yatis  fturdily 
With  torch  in  hondc,  of  which  the  ftremis  brio-ht 
On  Venus  chambre  knockidin  ful  light.  ** 
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The  chambre  there  as  laye  this  freflie  quene 
Depaintid  was  with  whiti;  bolis  grete, 
And  by  the  light  fhe  knew  that  Ihon  fo  fliene 
That  Phoebus  came  to  bren  'hem  with  his  hetc ; 
This  filly  Venus,  ny  dreint  in  teres  wete, 
Enbrafith  Mars,  and  faid,  Alas  1  die  ! 
The  torch  is  come  that  all  this  worlde  wol  wrie. 

Up  fterte  tho  Mars,  hhn  liftid  not  to  flepe 
Whan  he  his  lady  herdin  fo  complaine, 
But  for  his  nature  was  not  for  to  wepe, 
In  flede  of  teris  from  his  eyin  twaine 
Thefirie  fparelis  fprongin  out  for  paine, 
And  hente  his  hauberke  that  lay  him  befidc; 
Fly  wold  he  nought,  ne  might  him  felfin  hide. 

He  throwith  on  his  helme  of  huge  weight, 
And  girt  him  with  his  iwerde,  and  in  his  honde 
His  mighty  fpere,  as  he  was  wont  to  feight, 
He  fliakith  fo  that  it  almoft  to  wonde ; 
Ful  hevy  was  he  to  walken  ovir  londe  ; 
He  may  not  holde  with  Venus  company, 
But  badde  her  flye,  lefte  Phoebus  her  efpy. 

O  woful  Mars,  alas!  what  maiit  thou  fain? 
That  in  the  palace  of  thy  diflurbaunce 
Arte  lefte  behind  in  paril  to  be  flaine, 
And  yet  thereto  is  double  thy  penaunce, 
For  fhe  that  hath  thine  hert  in  govirnaunce 
Is  paffid  halfe  the  ftremis  of  thine  eyen ; 
That  you  n'ere  fwiftwel  maift  thou  wepe  andcrien. 

Nowe  flyeth  Venus  into  Ciclinius  tour 
With  voide  corfe,  for  fere  of  Phoebus  light ; 
Alas!  and  there  ne  hath  fhe  n'ofocour, 
Far  fhe  ne  fonde  ne  fey  no  manir  wight, 
And  eke  as  there  file  bad  but  litil  might, 
Wherfore  her  felvin  for  to  hide  and  fave 
Within  ^he  gate  fhe  fledde  into  a  cave. 


Darke  was  this  cave,  and  fmoking  as  the  hel, 
Nat  but  two  paas  wichin  the  yatc  it  flode; 
A  naturel  day  in  darke  1  let  her  dwel. 
Now  wol  I  fpeke  of  Mars,  furious  and  wode, 
For  forowe  he  wolde  have  feen  his  hert  blode ; 
Sith  that  he  might  done  her  no  companie 
He  ne  rought  not  a  mite  for  to  die. 

So  feble'  he  wext  for  hete  and  for  his  wo 
That  nigh  lie  fvvelt;  he  might  unneth  endurej 
He  pallith  but  a  fleire  in  dayis  two  ; 
But  nerthelesfor  al  his  hevy  armure 
He  folowcth  her  that  is  his  liv'is  cure. 
For  whofe  departing  he  toke  gretir  yre 
Than  he  did  for  hisbrcnning  in  the  fire. 

Aftir  he  v/alkith  foftily  a  paas, 
Complaining  that  it  pite  was  to  here  ; 
He  faide,  O  lady  bright,  Venus!  alas 
That  er  fo  wide  a  compas  is  my  fphere  I 
/'  las,  whan  fhul  I  mete  you,  hcrte  dere  ! 
This  tw  elve  dayis  of  April  I  endure 
Through  jelout;  Phoebus  this  mifavinture. 

Now  God  helpe  fcly  Venus  all  alone  ! 
But  as  God  wolde  it  happid  for  to  be 
That  while  that  weping  Venus  made  her  mone 
Ciclinius  riding  in  his  chyvaunche 
Fro  Venus,  Valanus  might  this  palais  fe. 
And  Venus  he  falvith  and  makith  chere, 
And  her  recevith  as  his  frende  ful  dere. 

Mars  dwellith  forth  in  his  adverfitie, 
Complaining  cvir  in  her  departing, 
And  what  his  complaint  was  remembrith  mcj 
And  therefore  in  this  luflie  morowning, 
As  I  beft  can,  I  wol  it  faine  and  fing, 
And  aftir  that  I  wol  my  leve  ytake, 
^Bd  God  yeve  every  wight  joy  ©f  his  make  ! 
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The'  ordir  of  Complaynt  requireth  fkilfully 

That  if  a  wight  fhall  plainin  pitoufly 

Ther  mote  be  caufe  wherfore  that  nien  yplaine, 

Or  men  may  deme  he  playnith  folily 

Andcaufcles;  alas!  that  am  not  T, 

Wherfore  the  grounde  and  caufe  of  all  my  paine, 

So  as  my  troublid  witte  may  it  attaine, 

1  wol  reherfe,  not  for  to  have  redreffe. 

But  to  declare  my  grounde  of  hevinefic. 

The  firfl:  time,  alas  !  that  1  was  ywrought. 
And  for  certain  effetftis  hidir  brought 
By  him  that  lordith  eche  intelligence, 
I  yave  my  trewe  fervice  and  my  thought 
For  evirmo,  how  dere  I  have  it  bought ! 
To  her  that  is  of  fo  gret  excellence 
That  what  wight  that  fhewith  firft  her  offence, 
Whan  file  is  wrothe  and  taketh  of  him  no  cure. 
He  may  not  longe  in  joye  of  love  endure. 

This  is  no  fainid  matir  that  I  tel; 
My  lady  is  the  very  fours  and  wel 
Of  beaute,  lufle,  fredome,  and  gentilnefle, 
Of  riche  array  hovve  dere  fo  men  it  fel, 
Of  al  difporte  in  whichemen  frendly  dwel. 
Of  love  and  play,  and  of  benigne  humbleffe, 
Of  fowne  of  inftrumentes  of  al  fwetneffc. 
And  thereto  fo  wcl  fortuned  and  thewid 
That  through  the  world  her  godenes  is  fliewid  : 

What  wondir  is  than  though  that  1  befette 
My  fervice  on  foche  one  that  may  me  knette 
To  wele  or  wo,  fithe  it  lithe  in  her  might  ? 
Therfore  myne  hcrte  for  er  I  to  her  hette, 
Ne  trewly  for  my  deth  fliall  I  not  lette, 
To  ben  her  trewift.  fervant  and  her  knight; 
I  flattir  nat,  that  may  wete  every  wight. 
For  this  day  in  her  fervice  fliall  1  dye ; 
But  grace  be  I  fe  her  nevir  with  eye. 

1  o  whom  fhal  1  plainin  of  my  diftreffe  ? 
Who  may  me  help,  who  may  my  hert  redreffe  ? 
'Shal  I  complaine  unto  my  lady  fre  ? 
Nay,  certis,  for  Ihe  hath  foche  hevyneffe 
For  fere  and  eke  for  Vi'O,  that  as  I  gelTe 


In  litil  time  it  would  her  bane  ybe, 
But  were  flie  fafe  it  were  no  force  of  me  i 
Alas  that  evir  lovirs  mote  endure 
For  love  fo  many  per'ilous  avinture! 

For  though  fo  be  that  lovirs  be  as  trewe 
As  any  metal  that  is  forgid  newe. 
In  many'  a  cafe  'hem  tidith  oft  forowe  ; 
Somtime  ther  ladies  wol  nat  on  'hem  rewe, 
Somtimis  if  that  Jeloufy  it  knevi^e 
They  niightin  lightly  lay  ther  hed  to  borowe ; 
Somtime  envious  folke  with  tcngis  horowe 
Depravin  'hem  ;  alas  I  whom  may  they  plefe  ? 
But  he  be  falfe  no  lovir  hath  his  efe. 

But  what  availith  foch  a  long  fermoun   " 
Of  avinturis  of  love  up  and  doun  ? 
I  wol  retourne  and  fpekin  of  my  paine  : 
The  point  is  this,  of  my  diilrucftioun 
My  right  lady  and  my  falvacioun 
Is  jn  affray,  and  n'ot  to  whom  to  plaine  : 
O  lierte  fwete  !   o  lady  foverayne  ! 
For  your  difefe  I  ought  wel  fwoun  and  fwcit, 
Though  I  none  othir  harme  ne  drede  yfelt. 

To  what  fine  made  the  god  that  fytte  fo  hie 
Benetli  him  othir  love  or  companye. 
And  llrainith  folke  to  love  maugre  ther  hed  ? 
A  nd  tlicn  ther  joye  for  aught  I  can  efpie 
Ne  laflith  not  the  twinkeling  of  an  eye, 
And  fome  have  ncvir  joye  til  they  be  ded; 
What  nienith  this,  what  is  this  miftihed  ? 
Wherto  conftrainith  he  his  folke  fo  faft 
Thing  to  defirin  but  it  fhould  yjaft  ? 

And  though  he  made  a  lovir  love  a  thing, 
And  makith  it  feme  fledfafl  and  during, 
Yet  putteth  he  in  it  foche  mifavinture 
That  refl  ne  is  ther  none  in  his  yeving; 
And  that  is  wondir  that  fo  julfe  a  king 
Ydothe  foche  hardneffe  unto  his  creture  • 
Thus  whethir  love  broke  or  ellis  dure 
Algatis  he  that  hath  with  love  to  done 
Hath  oftir  wo  than  chaungid  is  the  monc. 
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It  femetlihe  hath  to  lovirs  cnmyte, 
And  lyke  a  fiflier,  as  men  may  al  day  I'e, 
Baitith  his  anglehoke  with  Ibme  plefaunce, 
Till  many'  a  fiihe  is  wode  to  that  he  he 
Cefid  therwith,  and  then  at  erft  hath  he 
Al  his  defire,  and  therwithal  mifchaunce, 
And  though  the  line  ybreke  he  hath  penaunce, 
For  with  that  hoke  he  woundid  is  fo  fore 
That  he  his  wagis  hath  for  evirmore. 

The  broche  of  'I'hebis  was  of  foche  a  kinde, 
So  ful  of  riibyes  and  of  flones  of  Inde 
That  every  M'ight  that  fette  on  it  an  eye 
He  wende  anone  to  worthy  out  of  his  mynde; 
So  fore  the  beaute  would  his  hert  ybynde 
Til  it  he  had  him  thought  he  mufl  ydie; 
And  when  that  it  was  his  than  fliould  he  drie 
Soche  wo  for  drede  aye  while  that  he  it  had 
That  welnigh  for  the  fere  he  fhould  be  mad; 

And  whan  it  was  fro  his  poffeffion 
Than  had  he  double  wo  and  paflion 
That  he  fo  faire  a  jewil  hath  forgo ; 
But  yet  this  broche,  as  in  conclufion. 
Was  not  the  caufe  of  his  confufion, 
But  he  that  wrought  it  enfortuned  it  fo 
That  CTcry  wight  that  had  it  fliopld  have  wo, 
Andtherfore  in  the  worchir  was  the  vice, 
And  in  the  coveitour,  that  was  fo  nice. 

So  farith  it  by  lovirs  and  by  me, 
For  though  my  lady  haye  fo  grete  beaute 
That  I  was  mad  to  I  had  gette  her  grace 
She  was  not  caufe  of  mine  adverfite, 
But  he  that  wrtaightin  her,  as  mote  I  the, 


That  put  fo  gret  a  beaute  in  her  face 
That  made  mc  coveitin  and  fo  purchace 
Myne  own.!;  dcth  ;  him  wite  I  that  I  die, 
And  mine  unwit  that  cr  I  clambe  fo  hie. 

But  to  you  hardy  knightis  of  rcnowne, 
Sithe  that  ye  be  of  my  devifyowne, 
Al  be'  I  not  worthy  to  fo  gret  a  name, 
Yet  faine  thcfe  clerkis  I  am  your  patrone, 
Therfore  ye  ought  have  feme  compafTione 
Of  my  difefe,  and  take  it  nat  agame, 
The  proudift  of  you  may  be  made  ful  tame, 
■Wherfore  I  pray  you  of  your  gentilleffe 
That  ye  complainin  for  minehevincffe. 

And  ye,  my  ladyes,  that  ben  trew  ^nd  flable. 
By  way  of  kinde  ye  oughtin  to  ben  able 
To  have  pitie  of  folke  that  ben  in  paine; 
Novi/e  have  ye  caufe  to  clothin  you  in  fable ; 
Sith  that  your  emperes  the  honorable 
Is  defolatc  wel  oughtin  ye  to  plaine  ; 
Nowe  fhoude  your  holy  teris  fal  and  raine  : 
Alas  !  your  honour  and  your  emperice 
Nigh  ded  for  drede  ne  can  her  not  chevice. 

Complainith  eke  ye  lovirs  al  in  fere 
For  her  that  with  unfainid  humble  chere 
Was  evir  redy  to  do  you  focour, 
Complainith  her  that  er  hath  be  you  dere, 
Complainith  beaute,  fredome,  andmanere, 
Complainith  her  that  endith  your  labour, 
Complainith  thilke  enfample'  of  al  honour, 
That  nevir  yet  dyd  ought  but  gentilneffe ; 
Kythith  therfore  in  her  fome  kindencfle, 
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1  HERE  n'ys  fo  high  comfort  to  my  plefaunce, 
Whan  that  1  am  in  my  hevinefle, 
As  for  to  have  leyfir  of  remembraunce 
Upon  the  manhode  and  the  worthyneffe. 
Upon  the  trouthe  and  on  the  fledfaftnes. 
Of  him  whofe  I  am  al  while  I  maye  dure ; 
There  ought  to  blamin  me  no  creature, 
For  every  wight  praifith  his  gentiilefle. 

In  him  is  bounte,  wifedome,  govirnaunce, 
Well  more  than  any  mann'is  witte  can  geffe, 
For  Grace  hath  wolde  fo  ferforth  him  avaunce 
That  of  knighthod  he  is  parfite  richeffe, 
Honour  honourith  him  for  his  no'bleffe, 
Therto  fo  wel  hath  fourmid  him  Nature 
That  I  am  his  for  er  I  him  enfure, 
For  every  wight  praifith  his  gentiilefle. 

And  natwithftanding  all  his  fufRfaunce 
His  gentil  herte  is  of  fo  gret  humbleffe 
To  me  in  wordc,  in  Verke,  and  in  countenaunce, 
And  me  to  ferve  is  al  his  befmefle. 
That  1  am  fette  in  very  fykirnefle ; 
Thus  ought  1  to  bliffe  wel  mine  avintour, 
Sith  that  him  lifte  me  fervin  and  honour. 
For  every  wight  praifith  his  gentilleffe. 

Nowe  certis,  Love,  it  is  right  covenable 
That  men  ful  dere  abye  thy  noble  thinges. 
As  wake  abedde  and  faftin  at  the  table, 
Weping"  to  laugh,  and  finge  in  complainynges, 
And  downe  to  caflin  vifage  and  lokhiges, 
Oftin  to  chaunge  vifage  and  countinaunce 
Playe  in  flepinge,  and  dremin  at  the  dauncc, 
Al  the  revers  of  any  giadde  feling. 

Jeloufy  he  hangid  by  a  cable. 
She  wolde  al  knowin  through  her  efpiyng. 
There  dothe  no  wight  nothing  fo  relbnable 
Tliat  al  n'is  harme  in  her  ymagining; 
Thus  dere  abought  is  l^ove  in  his  ycving, 
Whiche  ofte  he  yevith  without  ordinaunCc, 
As  forowe'  ynough  and  litil  of  plefaunce, 
Al  the  revers  of  any  glade  ftling, 

A  litil  tyme  his  yeft  is  agreable, 
But  ful  accomberous  is  the  ufinge, 
For  fubtil  Jeloufy  the  difccvable 


Fui  oftin  tyme  ycaufith  diftourblnge  ? 
Thus  ben  we  evir  in  drede  and  fuffring : 
In  no  certaine  we  languifhen  in  penauncc, 
And  have  wel  ofte  many  an  harde  mifchauncCj 
Al  the  revers  of  any  giadde  feling. 

But  certis,  Love,  I  faye  not  in  foche  wife 
That  for  to  fcape  out  of  your  lace  I  ment, 
For  I  fo  longe  have  ben  in  your  fervice 
That  for  to  lete  of  wil  f  ner  affent, 
No  force  though  jeloufye  me  doe  tourment ; 
Suffifith  me  to  fe  him  whan  I  may. 
And  therfore  certis  to  mine  ending  day 
To  love  him  beft  fhal  me  nevir  repent. 

And  certis,  Love,  whan  I  me  wel  advife 
Of  any'  eftate  that  man  may  reprefent 
Than  have  ye  made  me  thorough  your  franchife 
Chefin  the  belt  that  evir  in  erthe  w^ent ; 
Nowe  love  well,  hert,  and  loke  thou  nevir  {lent. 
And  lette  the  jelous  putte  it  in  affaye 
That  for  no  paine  ne  wol  I  not  fay  naye ; 
To  love  him  beft  fliall  I  nevir  repent. 

O  herte  !   to  the  it  oi>ght  ynoughe  fufficc 
That  Love  fo  highe  a  grace  hath  to  you  fent 
To  chofe  the  worthyift  in  alle  wife, 
And  moft  agreable  to  mine  entent ; 
Sekith  no  ferthir  neithlr  way  ne  went, 
Sith  ye  have  fuffifaunce  unto  my  paye  : 
Thus  wol  I  ende  this  Complaint  or  this  lay  j 
To  love  him  befl  Ihal  1  nevir  repent. 

l'envote. 
Princes,  receveth  this  complaininge  in  gre. 
Unto  your  excellent  benignite 
Diredle  aftir  my  litil  fuffifaunce, 
For  elde,  that  in  my  fpirite  duUith  me. 
Hath  of  cnditing  al  the  fubtilte 
Wclnigh  berafte  out  of  my  remeuibraunce; 
And  eke  to  me  it  is  a  grete  penauncc, 
Sith  rime  in  Englifhe  hath  loche  fcarcite. 
To'  folowe  worde  by  worde  the  curiofite 
Of  Granfonj  fiour  of  'hem  that  make  in  Fraimee, 


THE    LAMENTACION 


OF  Marie  magdaleine. 


This  treatife  is  taken  out  of  St.  Origen,   wherein  Mary  Magdalen  lamenteth  the  crueli 

death  of  her  Saviour  Chrijl, 


l^LONGiD  in  the  wawe  of  mortall  diftreffe, 
Alas  for  wo  !  to  whom  ftial  I  coniplein  ? 
Or  who  {hall  devoide  this  grete  hevinefle 
Fro  me',  woful  Marie,  wofull  Magalein  ! 
My  Lord  is  gon  ;  alas !  who  wrought  this  teln  ? 
This  fodain  chaunce  perfith  my  herte  fo  depe 
That  nothing  can  I  do  but  waile  and  wepe. 

My  Lorde  is  gone  that  here  in  grave  was  laied 
Aftir  his  grete  paffion  and  deth  crueli; 
Ala?  I  who  hath  hym  thus  again  betraied  ? 
Or  what  man  here  aboutin  can  me  tell 
Where  he'  is  become  the  Prince  of  Ifraell, 
Jefus  of  Naz'areth,  my  ghoftly  fuccour, 
My  parfite  love,  and  hope  of  all  honour  I 

What  creture  hath  hym  hennis  caryid, 
Or  how  might  this  fo  fodainly  befall  ? 
I  would  I  had  here  with  him  taryid, 
And  fo  Ihould  I  have  had  my  purpofe  all : 
I  bought  ointmentes  ful  precious  and  roial, 
Where  with  I  hoped  his  corps  to  have  anointed, 
But  he  thus  gone  my  minde  is  difapoinded. 

While  T  therefore  advertife  andbeholde 
This  pitous  chaunce  here  in  my  prefence 
Full  little  marvaile  though  my  hert  be  colde, 
Confidiryng,  lo  !  my  Lord'is  abfence  : 
Alas  that  I  fo  full  of  negligence 
Should  be  foundin  '  becaufe  I  come  fo  late 
All  men  male  faie  I  am  infortunate. 

Caufe  of  my  forowe  you  male  undirftonde, 
^uia  tuler  unt  Dominum  meum. 
An  othir  is  that  I  ne  male  him  fonde, 
I  wots  iJSie  ubi  fofuerunt  eum  ; 


Thus  1  mufte  bewaile  dolor  em  tneum 

With  hertie  wepying  1  can  no  bet  deferv-c 

Till  Deth  approche  my  herte  for  to  kerve. 

My  herte  opprefl  with  fodain  avinture 
By  fervent  anguiflie  is  bewrappid  fo 
That  long  this  life  I  ne  maie  not  endure, 
Soche  is  my  pain,  foch  is  my  mortall  woj  ' 
Nevirtheleffe  lo  what  parte  fhall  I  go 
In  hope  to  findin  myne  owne  turtill  true, 
My  liv'is  joye,  my  foverain  Lorde  Jefu  ! 

Sith  all  my  joye,  that  I  call  his  prefence. 
Is  thus  removed,  now  I  am  full  of  mone  ; 
Alas  the  while  I  made  no  providence 
For  this  mifliap  1  wherefore  I  figh  and  grone ; 
Succour  to  finde  to  what  place  might  I  gone  I 
Fain  I  would  to  fome  man  my  herte  breke  ; 
I  n'ot  to  whom  I  maie  complain  or  fpeke. 

Alone  I  flande  full  forie  and  full  fad, 
Which  hopid  to  have  feen  my  Lorde  and  Kyng  ; 
Small  caufe  have  I  to  be  merie  or  glad 
Remembryng  this  bittirful  departyng  : 
In  this  worlde  ne  is  no  creture  livyng 
That  was  to  me  fo  gode  and  gracious, 
His  love  alfo  then  golde  more  precious. 

Full  fore  I  figh  without  comfort  again. 
There  is  no  cure  to  my  falvacion. 
His  brenning  love  my  hert  fo  doth  conflralrij 
Alas,  here  is  a  wofull  permutacion! 
Wherof  I  finde  no  joye  nor  confolacion, 
1  herefore  my  pain  all  onely  to  confeffe 
With  deth  I  fere  woll  ende  my  hevineffc. 
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This  wo  and  anguiih  is  intollerable; 
If  I  bide  here,  life  can  1  not  fullain, 
If  I  go  hence  my  paines  be  uncurable  ; 
Where  him  to  finde  1  knowe  no  place  certain  ^ 
And  thus  I  ne  wote  of  thefe  thingis  twain 
Whiche  I  male  take  and  which  I  niaie  refufe  : 
My  hert  is  wounded  heron  to  thlnke  or  mufe, 

•  A  wliile  I  fliall  flande  in  this  morowning 
In  hope  if  any  vifion  would  appere 
That  of  my  love  might  tell  fome  gode  tyding, 
Whiche  into  joy  might  cliaunge  my  wepyng  cher  ; 
I  truft  in  his  grace  and  his  mercy  dere; 
But  at  the  leil,  though  I  therewith  me  kill, 
I  fliall  not  fpare  to  waile  and  wepe  my  fdl. 

And  if  that  I  die  in  foche  avinture 
I  can  no  more  but  welcome  as  my  chaunce ; 
My  bones  fhal  refl  here  in  this  fcpulture ; 
My  life,  my  deth,  is  at  his  ordinaunce; 
It  flial  be  tolde  in  lafting  rcniembraunce  : 
Thus  to  departin  is  to  me  no  Ihame, 
And  alfo  thereof  I  'am  nothing  to  blame. 

Hope  againfl  me  fo  hath  her  courfe  itake 
That  there  is  no  more,  but  thus  Ihall  1  die  : 
I  fe  right  well  my  Lorde  hath  me  forfake, 
But  in  my  conceipt  caufe  know  I  none  why  : 
Although  he  be  farte  hence  and  nothing  nye 
Yet  my  wofuU  herte  after  hyni  doeth  feke, 
And  caufeth  teres  to  ren  doun  by  my  cheke. 

Thinking,  alas  !  1  have  loft  his  prefence, 
Which  in  this  worlde  was  all  my  fuftinaunce  ; 
I  crie  and  call  with  hertie  diligence, 
But  there  is  no  wight  givith  attendaunce, 
Me  to  certifie  of  myne  enquiraunce, 
Wherefore  I  will  to  all  this  world  bewraie 
How  that  my  Lorde  is  flain  and  born  awaie. 

Though  that  I  mourne  it  ne  is  no  grete  wonder, 
Sithe  he  is  all  my  joye  in  fpeciall ; 
And  nowe  I  thinke  we  be  fo  farre  afonder 
That  hyni  to  fe  I  fere  nevir  I  fhall ; 
It  helpith  no  more  aftir  hym  to  call, 
Ne  after  hym  to'  enquire  in  any  coile  : 
Alas !  how  is  he  thus  ygone  and  loft  ? 

The  Jewisl  thinke  full  of  mifcrie, 
Yfet  in  malice  by  ther  bufy  cure 
With  force  and  might  of  gilefull  trecheric 
Hath  entermined  my  Lord'is  fepulture, 
And  borne  awaie  that  precious  figure, 
Levyng  of  it  nothyng  ;  if  thei'  have  doen  fo 
Marrid  I  am;   alas,  what  fhall  1  do  1 

With  ther  vengeaunce  infaciable 
Now  have  thei  hym  giltlefs  entretid  fo 
That  to  reporte  it  is  to  lamentable, 
Thei  bete  his  bodie  from  toppe  to  the  toe, 
Nevir  man  was  yborne  that  felte  foche  woe ; 
Thei  woundid  hym,  alas !  with  all  grevaunce. 
The  blodc  doun  reilid  in  moft  habundaunce  ; 

The  blodie  rowis  ftremed  doun  ovir  all, 
Thei  him  affailid  fo  maliciouflie 
With  ther  fcourgis  and  ftrokis  beftiall ; 
Thei  fparid  not,  but  fmote  inceflauntlie  ; 
To  fatisiie  ther  malice  thei  were  bufie  : 
Thei  fpit  in  his  face,  thei  fmote  here  and  thexe  ; 
He  groiied  full  fore,  and  fwete  many  a  tcre. 
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Thei  crounid  hym  with  thornis  ffiarpc  and  kctiej, 
The  vainis  rent,  the  blode  ran  doun  apace. 
With  blode  ovircome  were  bothe  his  eyen, 
And  bolne  with  ftrokis  was  his  bleffid  face ; 
Thei  hym  entretid  as  men  without  grace, 
Thei  knelidto  hym,  and  made  many  a  fcorne; 
Like  helhoundis  they  have  hym  all  to  torne : 

Upon  a  mightie  croffe  in  Itngth  and  brede 
(Thcfe  turmentours  flaewid  ther  curfidneffe) 
'I'hei  nailid  hym  without  pitie  or  drede. 
His  precious  blode  braft  out  in  largenefie, 
Theiftrained  hym  along  as  men  mercllefle ; 
The  vcrie  jointes  all  to  myne  apparence 
Rived  afondir  for  ther  grete  violence. 

All  this  I  beholding  with  mine  eyen  twain 
Stode  there  befide  with  rufull  attendaunce, 
And  er  me  thought  he  beyng  in  that  pain 
L'lkid  on  me  withdcdiy  countinauncc, 
As  he'  had  faid  in  his  Ipeciall  remembraunce 
Farwell  Magdalen,  depart  niuft  I  nedes  hens, 
My  herte  is  tanquam  ce.ra  liquefcjns. 

Whiche  rufull  fight  when  that  I  gan  beholde 
Out  of  my  witte  I  almofte  tho  diftraught, 
I  tare  my  here,  my  handis  wrang  and  folde. 
And  of  the  fight  my  hert  dranke  foche  a  draught 
That  many  a  fall  fwounyng  there  I  caught ; 
I  brufed  my  bodie  fallyng  on  the  grounde, 
Whereof  I  fele  many  a  grevous  wounde. 

Then  thefe  wretchis,  full  of  all  frowardnefie, 
Gave  hym  to  drinke  eifelltemprid  with  gall; 
Alas !   that  poifon  full  of  bittirneffe 
My  lov'is  chere  caufid  them  to  appall, 
And  ■\  et  thereof  might  he  not  drinke  at  all, 
But  fpake  thefe  wordis,  as  him  thought  it  beft, 
Fathir  of  hevin  !  confummatum  ejl. 

Then  knelid  I  doune  in  pain'is  outrage, 
Clipping  the  croffe  within  myne  armis  twain^ 
His  blode  diilillid  doune  on  my  vifage, 
My  clothis  eke  the  droppis  did  diftain  ; 
To  have  dyid  for  hym  t  would  full  fain. 
But  what  flioulde  it  avrule  if  I  did  fo 
Sith  he'  K  fiifpei'fus  in  patihiilo  ? 

And  thus  my  Lorde  full  dere  was  all  difgifed 
With  blode,  and  pain,  and  woundis  many  one, 
His  veinis  braft,  his  joiiitis  all  ro  rived. 
Party  ng  afondir  the  fteflic  fro  the  bone  ; 
But  I  fawe  that  he  hing  not  there  alone, 
For  cum  iniquii  deputaius  ejl. 
Not  like  a  man  but  like  a  leprous  beft, 

A  blinde  knight  men  ycallid  Longias 
With  a  fpere  aproched  to  my  Soverain, 
Lannfynghis  fide  full  pitouflie,  alas! 
That  his  precious  herte  he  clave  in  twain, 
I'he  purple  hlodc  eke  fro  the  hertis  vain 
Doune  railid  right  faft  in  mofte  rufull  wife. 
With  chriftal  water  brought  fro  Paradife. 

When  I  behelde  this  wofull  pafiion, 
I  wote  not  how,  by  Ibdain  avinture 
My  hert  was  perfed  with  very  compafilon. 
That  in  me  remained  no  life  of  nature, 
Strokis  of  dethe  I  felt  without  mefure, 
My  deth'is  wounde  I  caught  with  woe  oppreft. 
And  brought  to  point  as  my  hert  fliuld  jbreft. 
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The  wownde,  the  hert,  and  blode,  of  my  darling 
Shal  never  flide  fro  my  memorial, 
The  byttir  paines  alfo  of  tourmentiHg 
Within  my  foule  be  gravin  principal ; 
The  fpere,  alas !  that  was  fo  fharpc  withall 
So  thrillid  my  herte,  as  to  my  feling, 
That  body  and  foule  were  at  departing. 

Sone  as  I  might  I  releved  up  againe, 
My  brethe  I  coude  not  very  wel  reftore, 
Feling  my  felf  drownid  in  fo  grete  paine, 
Both  body'  and  foule  me  thought  wer  al  to  tore, 
Violent  fallis  grevid  me  right  fore ; 
I  wept,  I  bledde,  and  with  my  felfe  f  fared 
As  one  that  for  his  life  nothing  had  cared. 

I  loking  up  unto  that  rufull  rode 
Sawe  firfl:  the  vifage  pale  of  that  figure, 
But  fo  pitous  a  fight  fpottid  with  blode 
Sawe  nevir  yet  no  living  creature  ; 
So  it  exeedid  the  boundes  of  mefure. 
That  mann'is  minde  with  al  his  wittis  five 
Is  nothing  able  that  paine  to  difcrive. 

Than  gan  I  there  min  armis  to  unbrace, 
Up  lifting  my  handis  ful  mourningly 
I  fighid  and  fore  fobbid  in  that  place, 
Both  hevin  and  erthe  might  have  herde  me  crie 
Weping,  and  faid  Alas  1   inceffauntly, 
Ah,  my  fwete  herte.my  goftly  paramour! 
Alas,  I  may  nat  thy  body  focour  ! 

0  bleflid  Lorde  !  how  fierfe  and  how  cruel 
Thefe  curfid  wightis  nowe  hath  the  yflaine, 
Kerving,  alas  !  thy  body  eviridel 

Wounde  within  wounde,  full  byttir  is  thy  pain  ; 
Nowe  wolde  God  that  I  might  to  the  attaine 
To  naile  my  body  faft  unto  thy  tre, 
So  that  of  this  paine  thou  mightiH  go  fre  ! 

1  can  nat  reporte  ne  make  reherfaile 
Of  my  demening  with  the  circumftaunce, 
But  wel  I  wote  the  fpere  with  every  naile 
Thirlid  my  foule  by  inwarde  refemblaunce, 
Which  nevir  (hall  out  of  my  remerabraunce ; 
During  my  life  it  woll  caufe  me  to  waile 

As  ofte  as  I  remembre  that  bataile. 

Ah,  ye  Jewes  !   worfe  than  doggis  rabiate, 
What  moved,  you  thus  cruilly  him  to'  aray  ? 
He  nevir  difplefed  you,  nor  caufed  debate, 
Your  love  and  true  hertes  he  conveytid  aye; 
He  preched,  he  teched,  he  fliewid  the  right  way, 
Wherfore  ye  lyke  tyrantes  wode  and  way-warde, 
Nowe  have  him  thus  yflaine  for  his  rewarde. 

Ye  ought  to'haveremembridone  thing  fpecial, 
His  favour,  grace,  and  his  magnificence ; 
He  was  your  prince  borne,  and  lorde  ovir  all, 
Howe  be  it  ye  toke  him  in  fmal  reverence  ; 
He  was  ful  meke  in  fuffring  your  offence, 
Nerthelefs  ye  devoured  him  with  one  aflent, 
As  hungry  wolves  doth  the  lambe  innocent. 

Where  was  your  pite,  'o  peple  mcrcileffe  ! 
Arming  your  felfe  with  falflied  and  trefon, 
On  my  I.orde  ye  have  ftiewid  your  wodeneffe, 
Like  no  men  but  beftis  without  refon  ; 
Your  malyce  he  fufFrid  for  the  fefon  : 
Your  paine  wol  come,  ne  thinke  it  nat  to  flacke  ; 
Man  wthout  mercy  of  mercy  Jhal  lacke. 


0  traitours  and  maintainirs  of  madneffe  I 
Unto  your  foly'  I  afcribe  al  my  paine. 

Ye  have  me  deprived  of  joye  and  gladneffb 
So  deling  with  my  Lorde  and  foveraine  ; 
Nothing  ne  fhulde  I  nede  thus  to  complaine 
If  he'  had  lived  in  pece  and  tranquillite 
Whom  ye  have  flaine  through  your  iniquite. 

Fare  wel, your  nobleneffe  that  fomtime  did  raine  J 
Farewel  your  worfhip,  your  glory,  and  fame  ! 
Hereaftir  to  lyve  in  hate  and  difdaine 
Marvaile  ye  not;  for  your  trefpace  and  blame 
Unto  fliame  is  tournid  al  your  gode  name  : 
Upon  you  now  wol  wOndir  every  nation 
As  peple  of  a  mofl;  vile  reputation. 

I'hefe  wickid  wretchis,  thefe  hounde?  of  hel. 
As  I  have  tolde  plaine  here  in  this  fentence, 
Were  not  content  my  dere  love  thus  to  auel, 
But  yet  they  muft  embefile  his  prefence. 
As  I  perceive  ;  by  covert  violence 
They  have  him  conveied  to  my  difplefure, 
For  here  is  lafte  but  nakid  fepulture  : 

Wherfore  of  trouth  and  fightfull  judgement, 
That  ther  malice  againe  maye  be  acquited, 
Aftir  my  verdite  and  avifcment. 
Of  falfe  murdre  they  fliullin  be  endited, 
Of  theft  alfo,  which  fiial  not  be  refpited. 
And  in  al  hafle  they  flial  be  hanged  and  drawe ; 
I  wol  my  felfe  plede  this  caufe  in  the  lawe. 

Alas  !  yf  I  with, a  trewe  attendaunce 
Had  ftyl  abiddin  with  my  Lord'is  corfe. 
And  kept  it  ftil  with  trev/e  perfeveraunce, 
Than  had  nat  befal  this  woful  devorfe ; 
But  as  for  my  paine  welcome,  and  no  force  : 
This  flial  be  my  fonge  where  fo  er  I  go, 
Departing  is  the  grounde  of  al  my  wo. 

1  fe  right  wel  now  in  my  painis  fmcrte 
There  is  no  wounde  of  fo  grevous  dolour 
As  is  the  wounde  of  my  careful  herte; 
Sithin  I  have  lofte  thus  my  paramour 

Al  my  fwetneffe  is  tournid  into  four ; 
Mirthe  to  my  herte  nothing  ne  maie  convey 
But  he  that  bereth  therof  bothe  locke  and  key. 

The  joye  excellent  of  bliffed  Paradife 
Maye  me,  alas  !  in  no  wife  re-comforte, 
Songe  of  angel  nothing  n)ay  me  fuffife. 
As  in  min  herte  nowe  to  make  difporte ; 
Al  I  refufe  but  that  I  might  reforte 
Unto  my  love,  the  wel  of  godeiihede. 
For  whofe  longing  I  trowe  I  flial  be  ded. 

Of  painful  labour  and  tourment  corpo'ral 
I  ne  make  therof  none  excepcion, 
Painis  of  hel  I  wol  paffe  ovir  al 
My  love  to  finde  in  myne  affeccion  ; 
So  grete  to  him  is  my  deledlacion, 
A  thoufande  timis  martrid  wolde  I  be 
His  bleflid  body  ones  if  I  might  fe. 

About  this  worlde,  fo  large  in  all  compace, 
I  fhal  not  fpare  to  renne  my  life  during, 
My  fete  alfo  fiiall  not  reft  in  one  place 
Tyl  of  my  love  I  may  here  fome  tiding, 
For  whofe  abfence  my  handis  nowe  I  wring  ; 
To  thinke  on  him  cefe  flial  nevir  my  minde  ; 
O  gentlU  Jefu !  where  fhal  I  the  finde  ? 
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JeruMem  I  wol  ferche  place  fro  place, 
Sion,  the  Vale  of  Jofaphath  alfo, 
And  if  I  fmde  him  not  in  al  this  fpace 
By  Mount  Olivet  to  Beth'any  woll  I  go; 
Thefe  waies  wol  T  wandir  and  many  mo, 
Nazaretfi,  Bethleem,  Mountana  Jude  ; 
No  traVaile  fhal  me  paiue  him  for  to  fe. 

Hisbliflid  face  if  I  might  fe  and  finde 
Berche  I  wolde  every  colle  and  countrey. 
The  fardift  parte  of  Egypt  or  hote  Inde 
Shu'dc  be  to  me  but  a  iitil  journey. 
Howe  is  he  thus  gone  or  takin  away  ! 
If  1  kne  ve  the  ful  trouth  and  certente 
Yet  from  this  care  rclefid  might  I  be. 

lato  wildiineffe  i  thinke  beft  to  go, 
Sithe  I  can  no  more  tidinges  of  him  here,' 
There  may  I  my  lyfe  ledin  to  and  fro, 
There  may  I  dwel  and  to  no  man  apere  ; 
To  towne  ne  village  woll  I  not  come  nere ; 
Alone  in  wodes,  in  rocke^,  and  in  caves  depe, 
I  may  at  mine  owne  will  both' waile  and  wepew 

Myn  eyin  twaine  vv'ithoutin  variaunce 
Shai  nevir  cefe,  I  promife  faithfully, 
There  for  to  vvepin  with  gret  aboundaunce 
Byttir  teris  renmng  incelTauntly, 
The  whiche  teris  raedlid  ful  petoufly 
W:th  the  very  blode  cr  ftiall  renne  aJTo, 
Expremag  in  mine  bert  the  grevc5us  wo. 

Worldeiy  fode  and  fulienaunce  (  defire  none, 
Soche  living  as  I  finde  fc>ch  wol  I  take, 
Rotis  that  growin  on  the  craggy  ilone 
Shal  me  fufhfe,  witli  v/atir  of  tiie  lake  ; 
Than  thus  may  I  fay  for  my  Lord'is  fake, 
FuerUnt  mi/ji  lacrymte  mex 
In  dcfsrto panes, die  ac  noSle. 

My  body  to  clothe  it  makith  no  force, 
A  mourning  mantil  fhal  be  fufficient. 
The  grevous  woundis  of  his  pitous  corfe 
Shal  be  to  me  a  ful  royal  garnement, 
He  departid  thus  I.  am  beft  content ; 
His  croiTe  with  nailis  aiidfcourgis  withal 
Shal  be  my  thought  and  paine  efpccial. 

Thus  wol  I  live,  as  I  have  here  ytolde. 
If  I  may  any  longc  time  endure, 
But  I  fere  Doth  is  ovir  me  fo  bolde 
That  of  my  purpofe  I  can  not  be  lure  ; 
My  painis  encrefm  v/ithout  mefure, 
For  of  longe  lyfe  who  can  lay  any  refon  ? 
Al  thing  is  mortal,  and  hath- but  a  fefon. 

I  figh  ful  fore,  and  it  is  ferre  yfet  ; 
Myne  hert  I  fele  now  bledith  inwardly, 
Th -•  blody  teres  .1  may  in  no  wife  let ; 
Sithc  of  my  paine  I  finde  lao  remet'yc 
1  thank  God  of  al  if  that  I  nowe  dy  ■  ; 
His  will  perfourmid  I  holde  me  confent; 
Lly  foule  let  him  have  that  hath  it  me  lert, 

For  Icngir  to'  endure  it  'is  intollerable, 
My  woful  herte  is  infiamid  fo  huge, 
'i'hat  no  forow  to  myne  is  comparable, 
Sithe  of  my  minde  I  ne  fmde  no  refuge, 
Yet  I  him  require  as  a  rightful  ji-'ge 
To  devoide  IVo  me  tiiie  inwarde  foi  owe, 
I^cil  that  I  live  not  to  the  ncxte  s.orov/e. 


Within  mine  hert  is  impreflid  ful  fore 
His  royal  forme,  his  fhappe,  his  femelines. 
His  porte,  his  chere,  his  godenes  evirmore, 
His  noble  perfone,  with  al  gentilnes; 
He  is  tHe  welle  of  alle  parfitnes, 
The  very  Redemir  of  al  mankinde. 
Him  love  I  beft  with  herte,  and  foul^,  and  mlnde* 

In  his  abfence  my  painesful  bittir  be, 
Right  wel  I  may  it  fele  nowe  inwardely. 
No  wondir  is  though  they  hurte  or  lie  me, 
They  caufm  nae  to  crie  fo  rufuUy ; 
Myne  herte  oppreffed  is  fo  wondirfully 
Onely  for  him,  vv'hich  fo  is  bright  of  blc, 
Alas,  I  trowe  I  fhal  him  nevir  fe  I 

My  joye  is  tranflate  full  farrc  in  exile. 
My  myrthe  is  chaungid  into  paynis  colde  ; 
M/  lyfe  I  think  endurith  but  a  while  ; 
Anguillic  and  paine  is  that  that  I  beholde, 
Wherfore  my  handis  thus  I  wringe  and  folde; 
Into  this  grave  I  loke,  I  cal,  I  pray, 
Deth  remainith  and  life  is  borne  away. 

Now  muft  I  walk  and  wandir  here  and  there, 
God  wot  to  what  partis  1  fhal  me  drelTe, 
With  quaking  hert  wepinge  many  a  tere. 
To  feke  .out  my  love  and  all  my  fwetnes ; 
I  wolde  he  wyft  what  mortal  hevines 
About  min  herte  renewith  more  and  more, 
rti-m  v/olde  he  nat  kepe  pite  long  in  flore. 
Withoutin  him  I  may  not  longe  endure. 
His  love  fo  fore  workith  within  my  breft. 
And  er  I  wepe  b-efore  this  fepulture 
Sighing  ful  fore,  as  mine  herte  fholde  ybreft  j 
Daring  my  lyfe  I  fhal  obtaine  no  reft. 
But  mourne  and  wepe  where  that  evir  I  go, 
Making  complaint  of  al  my  mortal  wo. 
Faft  I  crie,  but  there  is  no  audience. 
My  comming  hidlr  was  him  for  to  plefe, 
My  foule  oppreft  is  here  with  his  abfence ; 
Alas,  he  lift  not  fet  mine  herte  in  efe  ! 
Wherfore  to  paine  my  felfe  with  al  difefe 
!  fhal  not  fpare  tyl  he  take  me  to  grace. 
Or  ellis  1  fhal  fterve  here  in  this  place. 

But  onis  if  that  I  might  with  him  fpeke 
It  were  al  my  joy,  with  parfite  plefaunce  ; 
So  that  I  might  to  him  myne  herte  breke 
1  fhuHe  anone  devoide  al  my  grevaunce. 
For  he'  is  the  bliffe  of  very  recreaunce; 
But  now,  alas  !  I  can  nothing  do  fo, 
For  in  ftede  of  joy  naught  have  1  but  wo. 
His  noble  corfe  within  min  hert'is  rote 
Depe  is  ygravid,  whiclie  llial  nevir  flake  ; 
Nowe  is  he  gon:",  to  what  place  I  ne  wote, 
I  mourne,  I  wepe,  and  al  is  for  his  fake  : 
Sithin  he  is  pafte  here  a  vowe  I  make 
With  hertely  promife,  and  therto  me  binde, 
Nevia-  to  cefe  til  that  I  may  him  finde. 
Unto  his  mothir  I  thinke  for  to  go, 
Of  lier  haply  fome  comforte  may  I  take ; 
But  one  thinge  yet  me  ferith  and  no  mo, 
Yf  that  I  any  mcncion  of  him  make 
Of  my  wordis  flie  wolde  trimble  and  quake  ; 
And  who  coude  her  blame,  flie  having  but  one  ? 
The  fonne  borne  away  the  motliir  wolmons. 
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Sorowis  many  hath  Ihe  uuTnd  trewly 
Sith  that  flie  firft  conceivid  him  and  bare, 
And  fevin  thinges  th.re  be  moil  fpecially 
That  drownith  her  Iiert  info.rowe  and  care, 
Yet  lo  !   in  no  wife  may:  the/  not  compare 
With  this  one  now,  the  whiche  if  that  flic  knew 
She  wolde  her  painis  everichone  rencwe.  . 

Gret  was  her  forowe  by  mennisfaiyng 
Whan  in  the  t.tmplc  Simeon  Julius 
Shewid  to  her  thcfe  wordis,  prophefiyng, 
Tuam  animam  fertraiijlh'it gladius ; 
Alfo  whan  HeroJe,that  tyraunt  furious, 
Her  childepurfuid  in  every  place;' 
For  his  hf-s  v/ent  neithir  mercy  ne  g«-.ice. 

She  mourtiid  fore  whan  that  flie  knewe  him  gone; 
Full  lo!ige  ihe  fought  or  flie  him  founde  ayen  ;  ' 
Whan  he  wfnt  to  deth  his  crofTe  him  upon 
It  was  to  her  fight  a  full  rewful  paine  ; 
Whan  he  hong  theron  betwene  thevis  twaine. 
And  the  fpere  unto  his  herte  thru  It  was  right. 
She  fwounid,and  tothe  grounde  there  ypight : 

Whan  ded  and  blody  in  her  lapp.^  lay 
His  blifled  body,  borhe  handes  and  fete  al  tore, 
She  cryid  out  and  faid.  Now,  welaway ! 
Thus  arayid  was  nevir  man  before  : 
Whan  hail  was  made  his  body  to  be  bore 
Unto  fepulture  here  for  to  remaine 
Unnethis  for  wo  flie  coude  her  fullaine. 

The  forowes  fevm  like  fwerdes  e7ery  one 
Hismothir's  herte  woundid  fro  fyde  to  fyde. 
But  if  fhe  knewe  her  fonne  thus  ygone 
Out  of  this  worlde  file  fliuld  with  deth  yride, 
For  care  Ihe  coude  nolengir  here  abide. 
Having  no  more  joy  nor  confolacioun 
Than  I  here  fl:anding  in  this  flacioun  : 

Wherfore  her  to  I'e  i  dare  natprefume; 
Fro  her  prefence  ••  wol  my  felfe  refraine ; 
Yet  had  I  levir  to  dye  and  confume 
Than  hi?  mothir  fliulde  have  any  more  paine, 
Nethelcs  her  fonne  I  wolde  fe  ful  faine; 
His  prefence  was  very  joye  and  fvvetnesi, 
His  abfence  is  hut  forowe'  and  beviueffe. 

■  There  is  no  more,  fith  I  may  him  nat  mete 
Whom  I  defire  above  al  othir  thing; 
Nede  1  mufl;  take  the  fouirwith  the  fwete, 
For  of  'his  noble  corfe  I  here  no  tiding  ; 
Ful  oftin  I  crie,  and  my  handis  wring. 
Myne  herte,  alas !  relentith  al  in  paine, 
Whiche  woi  ybraliin  both  fmewe  and  vaine. 

AIjs,  howe'  unliappy  was  this  woful  hour 
Wherin  is  thus  mifpendid  my  fervice!_ 
For  min  entent  and  eke  my  true  labour 
To  none  ?ffedte  may  come  in  any  wife; 
Alas  !   I  tbinke  if  he  do  me  difpife. 
And  lifl;  not  take  my  hmple  cbfervaunce, 
I'here  is  no  more,  but  deth  is  my  nnaunce. 

I  have  him  called, _/£<:/  non  refpondet  mihi, 
Wherfore  my  mirth  is  tournid  to  mourning  ; 
O,  my  dere  Lord  !  quid  mall  feci  tlbl. 
That  me  to  coraforte  I  finde  no'  erthly  thing  ? 
Alas!  have  companion  ofmycriyng; 
Yf  fro  VSX?.  faclcm  tuam  abfcandh 
There  is  no  more  but  conj'umere  mc  vh, 

Vol.  I. 


Within  myne  hert  is  groundid  thy  figure. 
That  al  this  world'is  horrible  tourment 
May'  it  not  afwage,  it'  is  fo.  without  mefure, 
It  is  fo  brenning,  it  is  fo  fervent  : 
Remembir,Lorde,  I  have  ben  diligent 
Evir  the  to  pleie  onely  and  no  mo; 
Myne  herte  is  with  the  where  fo  er  I  go. 

Therl'ore,  my  dcrc  darling!  trahcirit:  pojl  te. 
And  lette  nte  not  ftandin  thus  defolate  ; 

^njci  non  cjl  qui  confjleiur  }j/e, 

Myne  herte  for  the  is  io  difconfalate. 
My  paines  alfo  nothing  me  moderate  ; 
Nowe  if  it  lift  the  to  fpelce  with  me'  alyve 
Come  in  haft  ;  ray  herte  afondir  will  rive. 

To  the  I  pr«ir,  lo  !  my  pore  fervice. 
The  for  to  plefe  aftir  mine  owne  entent ; 
I  ofTre'  here,-as  in  devout  facrifice. 
My  boxe  replete  with  precious  oyntment, 
Myf.e  eyin  twaine  weping  fuflicient, 
Myne  herte  with  anguifhe  fulfilled  is,  alas  ! 
My  foule  eke  redy  for  love  out  to  pas. 

Naught;  ellis  have  I  the  to  plefe  or  pay. 
For  if  min  herte  were  golde  or  precious  ftone 
It  fnulde  be  thine  without  any  delay, 
W'th  hertely  chere  ttiou  fliukle  have  it  anone, 
Why  fulTrifl;  thou  me  than  to  ftande  alone  ? 
Thou  haft  I  trowe  my  weping  in  difdaine, 
Or  els  thou  knowift  nat  what  is  my  paine. 

If  thou  withdraw?  thy  noble  daliaunce 
For  ought  that  evir  I  difplend  the, 
Thou  knowcft  right  wel  ;■:  is  but  ignoraunce, 
And  of  no  knowlege  for  a  ccrtainte  ; 
If  r  have  oiFendid,  Lorde,  forgive  it  me  ; 
Giadde  I  am  for  to  make  ful  repentaunce 
Of  all  thing  that  hath  ben  to  thy  grevaunce, 

Myne  herte,  alas  !  fwelhth  within  my  brefl, 
So  fore  oppreft  with  anguiflie  and  with  payne, 
That  al  to  pecis  forfotiie  it  v/ol  breft 
But  if  I  fe  thy  blyffid  corfe  againe  ; 
For  lyfe  ne  deth  I  cun  nat  me  refraine  :    •:/,.; 
If  that  thou  make  dL'i-y  thou  maift  be  fure 
Myne  hert  wol  lepe  into  this  fepulture. 

Alas,  my  Lorde,  why  fareft  ihou  thus  with  me  ! 
My  tribuiacion  yet  have  in  minde; 
Where  is  thv  mercy  ?  where  is  thy  pite  ? 
Whiche  evir  i  truilid  in  the  to  finde  : 
Sometime  thou  were  to  me  both  gode  and  kindej 
Lette  it  plefe  the  my  prayir  to  accept, 
Wliiche  with  my  tetis  I  have  here  bewept. 

On  metkou  oughtiil  to  have  very^routh, 
Sith  for  the  onely  is  ai  this  mourning. 
Fen"  fith  I  to  the'  plightid  iirftc  my  trouthe, 
I  nevir  varyid  with  djicording, 
y-Vnd  that  knowift  thou  beft  my  ownc  darlinr  I 
Why  conftralnift  thou  me  thus  for  to  wajle  ? 
My  wo  forfothe  can  the  nothing  availe. 

I  have  endurid  without  variaunce, 
R.ight  as  thou  knowPc,  thy'lovir  juft  and  trew, 
'With  hert  and  thought  aye  at  thyn  ordinaunce, 
I^yke  to  the  faphlre,  alwaye  in  one  hcAve  ; 
'I  nevir  woulde  chaungin  the  for  no  newe,: 
Why  withdrav/ift  thou  the  fro  my  prefence,' 
Sithins  al  my  thought  is  for  thine  apfence  J 
L  1 
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With  hert  inticr,  fwete  Lorde  !  I  crie  to  the, 

Of  al  my  willes,  lo  !  nowe  I  make  tlie  laft; 

Encline  thine  eres  to  my  peticioun, 

Right  in  this  place  wdthin  this  fepulture 

And  come  •velocitcr  exaudi  me ; 

I  wf)!l  he  buried  whan  I'm  ded  and  paft, 

Remembre  mine  hert'Is  difpoficioun,. 

.And  on  my  grave  I  -.vol have  this- fcripture,,, 

R  may  not  endure  in  this  condicioiin,. 

He.e  'within  rcptb  a  gojlly  creturc. 

Therfore  out  of  thefe  paines  libera  mc. 

Chrifis  true  lovir,  Mcfry  Magddla'ne, 

And  where  thou  ai'te  pnm  me  juxta  te. 

Whefi-^ierie  for  lo-vc ybrackc  in  pecis  tzva'fie. 

Let  me  beholde,  o  Jcfu  !  thy  blilTed  face^ 

Ye  vertuous  women,  teiidir-  of  nature. 

Thy  faire  thy  glorious  angeiike  vifa^^e  ; 

Fill  of  pite  and  of  eompafJion, 

Bowe  thine  eris  to<  my  complaint,  alas ! 

Reforte  1  pay  you  to  my  fepulture 

For  to  convey  me  out  of  this  wode  rage  : 

To  finge  m.y  dir-ge  with  grcte  devocion,- 

Alas,  my  Lorde  '  take  fro  me  this  dommage ; 

3hcwc  your  charite'  in  this  condicion  ; 

To  my  defire  for  mercy  condifcende, 

Sing-  with  pite  and  let  your  hertis  wepe, 

Bor  non  but  thon  may  my  grcvaiinceamendeo 

Kemembring  I-.m  ded,  and  layd  to  fTepe  : 

No%v  yet,  godc  Lorde  i  Ith'e  befedi  and  pray,, 

Than  whan  that  ye  bec;in  to  parte  me  fro. 

As-thou  raiiid  my  broth'ir  Lazarous 

And  endid  have  your  m.ourning-  obfarvaunccj 

From  deth  to  I'ife,  that  upon  thefoHrth  day 

Remembre  whei  e  fo  evir  that  ye  go 

€ame  ayen  in  body  and  ibule  pfecibus, 

Ahvay  to  ferche  andjiiak?  due  enquiraunce 

As  gret  a  thing  maift  thou  fliewe  unto  uS' 

Aftir  my  love,  mine  hert'Is  fuftinaunce. 

Of  thy  felf  by  pov/ir  of  thy  godhed 

Fn  every  tov/ne  and  m  every  village,. 

As  thou  dyd  of  himlyinge  inigrave  ded. 

If  ye  may  here  of  his  noble  ymage  ; 

Myne  hert  is  wronndid  with  thy  charite, 

And  if  it  happe  by  any  grace  at  lafte 

It  bren-ni-th,  it  flamith,  inccffauntly  ; 

That  ye  my  trcw  love  finde  in  any  cofl, 

eome,.niydere  Lorde  !  ad  aijwucindum-  me ; 

Say  that  his  Magdaleine  i-s  ded  and  parte. 

Nowc  Be  not  Ibnge,  my  paine  to  multiplicj 

For  his  pute  love  hatJi  yeldid  up  the  goft  ;.- 

Left  in  the  mene  time  1  departe  and  die  % 

Siiy  that  of  al  thhig  I  lovid  him  mofij 

In  thy  grace  I  put  hope  and 'confidence- 

Ar,d  that  I  ne  might  not  this  deth  efchewCsp 

To  do  as  plcuth  thy  magnificence... 

My  painis  fo  fore  dyd  evir  renewe. 

Flodis  of  dethe  ana  tribulacioim 

And  in  tokin  of  love  perpetual^. 

Into  my  foule  I  fele  entrid  ful  depe,. 

Whan  I.am- buried  in  this  place  prefent, 

Alas,  that  here'  is  no  confclacionn  ! 

Take  out  myne  hert,  the  very  rote  and  al. 

Evir  I  waiie,  evir  L  mourne  and  wepe,-. 

And  clcfe  it  within  this-  boxe  of  oyntmcntj^ 

And  forow  hath  woundid^myn  hert  ful  depe  r 

To  my  dere  love  make  therof  a  prefent. 

Q  dere  iove  !   no  marvaile  though  that  I. die, 

Sneiing  downe  with  wordis  lamentable 

SapH<z  ttiieinjixce  flint  mihi. 

Do  your  meffage,  fpeke  faire  and  tretable  5- 

M'undringe  in  this  place,  as  in  ■';vildlniefle5. 

Say  that  to  him  my  feilin  !  commende 

Ko  comforte  ha.ve  I  ne  yet  affuraunce, 

Athoufand  timis,  and -,vith  herte  fo  fre- 

D-.'folate  of  joys,  replete  v.'ith  faintneiTe, 

This  povir  tokin  fay  to  him  I  fende, 

No'  anfwere  receving  of  mine  enquiraunce. 

Piefith  his  godenefle  to  take  it  in  gre. 

li'Iyne  herte  alfogrevid  with  difplefaunce. 

It  is  his  owne  of  right,  it  is  hi.ji'e, 

"vVherfore  I  may  faye,  0  Dius,  Deus  ! 

Whiche  he  alkid  v\'han  he  faid  longe  before 

jylon  eft  dolor  Jlcut  dolor  vzeus. 

Gyve  me  thy  hert  and  I  defire  no  more. 

Myne  hert  expreffith  tpiod  dileximultmn^ 

Adue,  my  Lorde  i  my  love  fo  faire  of  face  J 

imay  nat  endure  aithoug;!!  1' wold  fainCj. 

Adue,  my  turtle  dove  fo  frefiae  of  hue  ! 

Fo r  now  folmn  fiiperefi  fcp ii kh  r  :i  v; ,. 

Adue,  my  mirthe  !  adue,  al  m.y  folace  1 

I  know  it  right  wel.by  my  bnge.  paine, 

Adue,  alasi'  my  Saviour  Lorde  Jefu  1 

And  thus  for  love  1  may  not  life  fuftaine  ;■- 

Adue,  the  gcntillift  that  er  I  knewe  ! 

But,  o  my  God  •  I  mufe  what  aylith  the,.. 

Adue,  my  moft  excellent  paramour  ! 

f^n'-d Jic  rcpenie priscJjiHas  tiie. 

Fairir.  than  rofe,  fwetir  than  iylly  flour  I 

Alas  !  I  fe'  it  wil  none  othirwife  be, 

Adue,  my  hope  of  plefure  eternal  I 

Nowe  muil;  1  Uike  my  leve  fur  evirmore, 

My  lyfe,  my  welth,  and  my  profperite  ! 

M'lus  fore  paine  hath  almoft  difcomnte  uic, 

Mine  herte  of  golde,  my  perle  oriental  I 

My  love's  corfe  1  can  in  no  wife  reflore ; 

Myne  adamant  of  parfite  charite  ! 

Alas  to  this  wo  that  er  I  was  l)i?re  ! 

My  chefc  refuge  and  my  felycite  ! 

li'-rc  at  this  torabe  noWe  muft  1  die  and  flarire, 

My  com.forte  and  my  recrcacioun  ! 

Deth  is  aboutin  my  hert  forto,  carve. 

Farewel,  my  perpetual  falvacioun  ! 

My  tdf anient  I.  wolbegin  to  make; 

Faicwel,  mine  emperour  celefliari 

To  God  the  Fathir  my  foule  !  conimende. 

And  moft  beautiful  prince  of  al  manlLinde !' 

To  Jefu  my,  love,  that  died.for  my  fake, 

Adue,  ray  Lord  1  of  hert  mofte  lyberal ! 

My  iierte  and  :'.!  botli  !  gyve  and  yfende, 

Earewel,  my  fwetift  bothe  fouk  and  rr.iade  ! 

In  whofidere  love  my  Jyie  ymakith  eude,..- 

So  loving  a  fpoufe  flaal  I  neviitilnde  ! 

My  body  alio  to  this  monument 

Adue,  my  foveraine,  very  gentilman  ! 

I  kcrc  'h^^\ti\\j  bothe  boxc  aad  oyntenient. 

Farcwcl,  dcre-hexte  !  as  hertely  as  I  can. 

i'. 

THE  LAMENTACidN 
Thy  wordes  eloquentc  flowinge  in  fwetneffe 
Shal  no  more,  alas !  my  minde  recomforte, 
Wherfore  my  life  muft  ende  in  bittirneffie, 
For  in  this  worlde  (hal  I  ni!vir  reforte 
To  the,  whiche  was  mine  hevinly  difporte; 
I  fe,  alas  !   it  wol  none  bthir  be  : 
Nowe  farcwel,  the  grounde  of  al  dignite  ! 

Adue,  the  fairifl;  that  evir  was  bore ! 
Alas,  I  may  nat  fe  your  bleffid  face  ! 
Nowe  wclaway  that  I  fhal  fe  no  more 
Thy  bleffid  vifage,  fo  replete  with  grace, 
Wherin  is  printid  my  parfite  foiace  I 


OF  MAR.1E  MAODALEINE. 

Adue,  mine  hcrt'is  rote  and  al  for  evct ! 
Nowe  farith  wel,  I  mult  from  the  difcever ! 

My  foule  for  anguifhe  is  nowe  ful  thrullyj 
I  faint,  I  faint,  right  fore  for  hevines ; 
My  Lorde,  my  fpoufe !    cur  m:  derdiquljli  ? 
Sitli  I  for  the  fufTre  al  this  diftreffe 
What  caufith  the  to  feme  thus  mcrcilcffe  ? 
Slth  it  the  plefeth  of  me  to  make  an  cnd-s 
In  mamis  tuas  my  fpifite  1  ctommende. 
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THE    FLOURE    AND    THE   LEAFE. 


WRITTEN  BY  GEOFFERY  CHAUCER. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

A  gentlewoman  out  of  an  arbour  in  a  grove  feeth  a  great  company  of  knights  and  ladies  in  a  dance 
upon  the  green  grafs,  the  which  being  ended,  they  all  kneel  down  and  do  honour  to  the  dfiifie,  feme 
to  the  Flower,  and  fome  to  the, Leaf  :  afterward  this  gentlewoman  learneth  by  one  of  thefe  ladies 
the  meaning  hereof,  which  is  this ;  they  which  honour  the  Flo%ver,  a  thing  fading  with  every 
blafl:,  are  fuch  as  look  after  beauty  and  wordly  pleafurc,  but  they  that  honour  the  Leaf,  which 
abideth  with  the  root  notwithftanding  the  frofts  and  winter  ftorms,  are  they  which' follow  virtue 
sind  during  qualities,  without  regard  of  worldly  refpeAs, 


"When  that  Phoebus  his  chair  of  gold  fo  hie  ' 
Had  whirlid  up  the  fterrie  llcy  aloft, 
And  in  the  Bole  was  entrid  certainly, 
When  Ihourisfote  of  rain  dcfcendid  foft, 
Caufing  the  ground  fele  timis  and  oft 
Up  for  to  give  many  an  wholefome  air, 
And  every  plain  was  yclothid  faire 

With  newe  grcne,  and  makith  fmali  flours 
To  fpringin  here  and  there  in  field  and  mede. 
So  very  gode  and  wholefome  be  the  fliours, 
That  they  renewin  that  was  old  and  dcde 
In  wintir  time,  and  out  of  every  fede 
Springith  the  herbe,  fo  that  every  wight 
Of  this  fefon  wexith  richt  glade  and  licht ; 

And  I  fo  glade  of  the  fefon  fwete, 
Was  happid  thus  ;  upon  a  certain  night 
As  I  lay  in  my  bed  flepe  full  unmete 
Was  unto  me,  but  why  that  I  ne  might 
Reft  I  ne  will,  for  there  n'as  erthly  wight 
[As  I  fuppofe]  had  more  of  hertis  efe 
Than  I,  for  I  n'ad  fickneffe  nor  difefe; 
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Wherefore  1  mervaile  gretly  of  my  fel£ 
That  I  fo  long  withoutin  flcpe  lay, 
And  up  ]  rofe  thre  houris  af;;ir  twelfe. 
About  the  fpringing  of  the'gladfome  day. 
And  on  I  put  my  gear  and  mine  aray, 
And  to  a  plefaunt  grove  I  gan  to  pas 
Long  or  the  bright  fonne  uprifm  was, 

Iq  which  were  okis  grete,  ftreight  as  a  line, 
Undir  the  which  the  grafs  fo  freflie  of  hew 
Was  newly  Iprong,  and  an  eight  fote  or  nine 
Every  tre  well  fro  his  fellow  grew. 
With  brauncliis  brode  ladin  with  levis  new. 
That  fprongin  out  agen  the  fonne  Ihcne, 
Some  very  rede,  and  Ibme  a  glad  light  grere, 

Which  [as  me  thought]  was  a  right  plefaunt 
And  eke  the  birdis  fongis  for  to  here  [fight ; 

M^ould  have  rejoifid  any  erthly  wight, 
And  I,  that  couth  not  yet  in  no  manere 
Herin  the  nightingale  of  all  the  yere. 
Full  bufdy  herk'nid  with  hert  and  ere 
If  I  her  voice  perceve  could  any  where  : 
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And  at  the  laft  a  path  of  litil  brede 
I  found,  that  gretly  had  not  ufid  be, 
For  it  forgrowin  was  with  grafs  and  wedc, 
That  well  unnethis  a  wight  might  it  fe ; 
Thought  I,  this  path  fome  whidir  doth  parde ; 
And  fo.  I  foilowid  till  it  me  brought 
To  a  right  pkfaunt  herbir  wel  ywrought. 

Which  that  benchid  was,  and  with  turfis  new 
Freflily  turvid,  whereof  the  grene  grafs 
Sofmall,fo  thick,  fo  fhort,fo  frefli  of  hew, 
That  moft  like  to  grene  woU  wot  I  it  was; 
l^he  hegge  alfo,  thatyedin  in  compas, 
And  clofid  in  alle  the  grene  herbere, 
With  fycamor  was  fet  and  eglatere 

Within,  in  fere  fo  well  and  cunningly, 
That  every  braunch  and  lefe  grew  by  mefure 
Plain  as  a  bord,  of  an  height  by  and  by ; 
T  fe  nevir  a  thing  [I  you  enfure] 
So  well  ydone,  for  he  that  toke  the  cure 
It  for  to  make  [I  trowe]  did  all  his  peine 
To  make  it  pas  all  tho  that  men  have  feine. 

And  fhapin  was  this  herber  rofe  and  all 
As  is  a  pretty  parlour,  and  alfo 
The  hegge  as  thick  as  is  a  callil  wall, 
That  who  that  lift  without  to  fcond  or  go, 
Thogh  he  wold  all  dr-.y  pryin  to  and  fro 
He  fliould  not  fe  if  there  were  any  wight 
Within  or  no,  but  one  within  well  might 

Perceve  all  tho  that  yoin  there  without 
Into  the  field,  that  was  on  every  fide 
Cover'd  with  corn  and  grafs,  that  out  of  doubt 
Tho  one  would  fekin  all  the  worlde  wide 
So  rich  a  felde  could  not  be  efpyde 
Upon  no  coft,  as  of  the  quantity. 
For  of  alle  gode  thing  there  was  plenty. 

And  I,  that  all  thefe  plefaunt  lightis  fe, 
Thought  fuddainly  I  felt  fo  fwete  an  air 
Of  the  egicntere,  that  certainly 
There  is  no  h«rt  [I  demejin  fuch  difpair, 
Ne  yet  with  thoughtis  froward  and  contraire 
So  overlaid;  but  it  fhould  fone  have  bote 
If  it  had  onis  feit  this  favour  fote. 

And  as  I  flode  and  caft  afide  mine  eye 
I  was  ware  of  the  fairift  medler  tre 
That  evir  yet  in  all  my  life  I  fe, 
As  full  of  bloffomis  as  it  might  be, 
Therein  a  goldfincli  leping  pretily 
From  bough  to  bough,  and  as  him  lift  he  ete 
Here  and  there  ofbuddis  and  flouris  fwete. 

And  to  the  herbir  fide  was  adjoyning 
This  fairift  tre  of  which  I  have  you  told, 
And  at  the  laft  the  bird  began  to  fing 
[Whan  he  had  etin  what  he  etin  would] 
So  pafling  fwetely  that  by  many  fold 
It  was  more  plefaunt  than  I  couth  devife  ; 
And  whan  his  fong  was  endid  in  this  wife 

The  nightingale  with  fo  mcry  a  note 
Anfvverid  him,  that  alle  the  wode  yrong 
So  fodainly,  that  as  it  were  a  fote 
]  ftode  aftonied,  and  was  with  the* fong 
Thorow  ravifliid,  that  till  late  and  long 
I  ne  wift  in  what  place  I  was  ne  where, 
Ayen  methought  flie  fong  e'en  by  mine  ere  : 


Wherefore  I  waited  about  bufily 
On  cv.}ry  fide  if  I  her  might  fe, 
And  at  the  laft  I  gan  full  well  efpy 
Where  fhe  fate  in  a  frefli  grene  laury  tre, 
On  the  furthir  fide  evin  right  by  me, 
That  gave  fo  pafling  a  delicious  fmell. 
According  to  the  eglantere  full  well; 

Whereof  I  had  lo  inly  grete  plefurcj 
As  methought  1  furely  ravifhid  was 
Into  Paradife,  wherein  my  defire 
Was  for  to  be,  and  noferthir  to  pas 
As  for  that  day,  and  on  the  fot^;  grafs 
I  fat  me  down,  for  as  for  mine  entent 
The  birdis  fong  was  more  convenient 

And  more  plefaunt  to  me  by  many  fold 
Than  mete  or  drink,  or  any  othir  thing. 
Thereto  the  herbir  was  fo  frefli  and  cold. 
The  wholfome  favours  eke  fo  comforting, 
That  [as  I  demid]  fith  the  beginning 
Of  the  worlde  was  nevir  feen  er  than 
■So  plefaunt  a  ground  of  none  erthly  man. 

And  as  I  fat  the  birdis  herkening  thus, 
Methought  that  I  herd  voicis  fuddainly, 
The  moft  fwetift  and  moft  delicious 
That  evir  any  wight  I  trow  trewly 
Herdin  in  ther  life,  for  the  aimony 
And  fvirete  accord  was  in  fo  gode  mufike 
That  the  voicis  to  angels  moft  were  like. 

At  the  laft  out  of  a  grove  evin  by 
[That  v/as  right  godely  and  plefaunt  to  fight] 
I  fe  where  there  came  finging  luftily 
A  world  of  ladies,  but  to  tell  aright 
Ther  beauty  grete  lyith  not  in  nry  might, 
Ne  ther  array  ;  nevirthelefs  I  fhall 
Tell  you  a  part,  tho'  I  fpeke  not  of  all ; 

The  furcots  white  of  velvet  well  fitting 
They  werin  clad,  and  the  femis  eche  one, 
As  it  werin  a  mannir  garniftiing, 
Was  fet  with  emeraudis  one  and  one 
By  and  by,  but  many  a  riche  ftone 
Was  fet  on  the  purfilis  out  of  dout 
Of  collours,  fleves,  and  trainis,  round  about ; 

As  of  grete  perils  round  and  orient, 
And  diamondis  fine  and  rubys  red. 
And  many  othir  ftone  of  which  I  went 
The  namis  now ;  and  everich  on  her  hede 
A  rich  fret  of  gold,  which  withoutin  drede 
Was  full  of  ftately  rich  ftonys  fet, 
And  every  lady  had  a  chapelet 

On  ther  hedis  of  braunchis  frefli  and  grene, 
So  wele  ywrought,  and  fo  marveloufly, 
That  it  v/as  a  right  noble  fight  to  fene. 
Some  of  laurir,  and  fome  full  plefauntly 
Had  chapelets  of  wodebind,  and  fadly 
Some  of  agnus  caftus  werin  alfo, 
Chaplets  frefli ;  but  there  were  many  of  tho 

That  dauncid  and  eke  fong  full  fobirly, 
But  all  they  yede  in  maner  of  conipace  ; 
But  one  there  yede  in  mid  the  company 
Sole  by  herfclf ;  but  all  follow'd  thfe  pace 
That  fhe  kept,  whofe  hevinly  figured  face 
So  pleiaunt  was,  and  her  wele  fhape  perfon. 
That  of  beauty  ftie  pafl;  them  everichone, 
L  liij 
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And  more  richly  tcfeen  by  manyfold 
.■  he  was  alfo  in  every  manir  thing- ; 
Upon  her  hede  full  pkfaunt  to  behold 
A  coron  of  go'd  rich  for  any  king, 
Abraunch  of  agnus  caftus  eke  bering 
.  In  her  haad,  and  to  my  fight  trewily 
She  lady  was  of  all  the  company  ; 

And  ilie  began  a  roundell  luftily 
That  Sus  lefoyk  de  tieri  may  men  call 
Sint:  55°  i7ion  jal\  cxur  tji  eiidormy. 
And  than  the  company  anfvverid  all, 
With  voicis  fwete  entunid  and  fo  frriall, 
That  methoiight  it  the  fvvetcfl,  melody 
That  evir  I  herd  in  my  life  fothly. 

And  thus  they  all  canie  dauncing  and  finging 
Into  the  middis  of  the  medc  echope 
Before  the  hevbir  where  1  was  fitting, 
And  God  wot  J  thought  I  was  well  bigone, 
For  than  I  might  svife  them  one  by  one 
Who  fairifl  was,  who  bell  could  dance  or  ^irt^^ 
Or  who  moll:  womanly  v/as  in  all  thing. 

They  had  not  dauncid  but  a  little  throw 
When  that  I  herd  not  fer  of  fodainly 
So  grete  a  noife  of  thundering  trumpis  blow 
As  though  it  {hould  have  departid  the  fkie, 
And  aftir  that  within  a  while  I  fie 
From  the  fame  grove  where  the  ladies  came  out 
Of  men  of  armi^  coming  fuch  a  rout 

As  all  men  on  erth  had  ben  afferpblid. 
On  that  place  well  horfid  for  the  nonis, ' 
feterlng  fo  faft  that  all  the  erth  tremblid ; 
But  for  to  fpeke  of  richis  and  ftonis, 
And  men  and  horfe,  I  trow  the  large  wonis 
of  Pretir  John,  ne  all  his  trefory, 
Might  not  unneth  have  bought  the  tenth  party. 

Of  their  array  v.'liofo  lift  to  here  more,  ' 
I  fliall  reherfe  fo  as  \  can  a  lite, 
Out  of  the  grove  that  I  fpeke  of  before 
i  fe  come  firft,  all  in  their  clokis  white, 
A  cumpany  that  wore  for  ther  delite 
Chapelets  ffefh  of  okis  ferial 
But  nev.'ly  fprong,  and  trum^pets  were  they  all ; 

On  every  trump  hanging  a  brode  banncre 
Of  fine  tartariuOT,  full  richly  bete, 
Every  trumpet  his  lord'is  armisbere 
About  ther  neckis,  with  grcte  perils  fete, 
Collaris  brode,  for  cofl  they  wou'd  not  lete. 
As  it  would  feem,for  ther  fcochons  echone 
Were  fet  about  with  many  a  precious  ftone  5 

Ther  horfis  harneis  was  all  white  alfo; 
And  aftir  them  next  in  one  company 
Camin  kingis  at  armis  vmd  no  mo, 
In  clokis  of  white  cloth  with  gold  richly, 
Chapl'ets  of  grene  on  ther  beds  on  hye, 
The  crownis  that  they  on  ther  fcotchons  here 
Were  fet  with  perl,  and  ruby,  and  faphere. 

And  eke  grete  diamondis  many  one  ; 
But  all  ther  horfis  harneis  and  other  gere 
Was  in  a  futc  according  everichone, 
As  yc  have  herd  the  forefaid  trumpets  were. 
And  by  feming  they  were  notliing  to  lere, 
And  ther  guiding'  they  did  lb  manirly  ; 
AT-,^  aftir  them  canie'a  gret  company 
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Of  heraudeis  and  purfevauntis  eke, 
Arrayid  in  clothis  of  white  velvet, 
And  hardily  they  v/ere  nothing  to  feke 
How  they  on  them  {houldin  the  harneis  fet. 
And  every  man  had  on  a  chapelet, 
Scotchonis  and  eke  horfe  harneis  in  dede 
They  had  in  fute  of  them  that  'fore  them  yede. 

Next  after  thefe  appere  in  armour  bright, 
All  fave  ther  hedis,  femely  knightis  nine, 
And  every  clafp  and  nail,  as  to  my  fight, 
Of  ther  harneis  v/ere  of  red  gold  fo  fine. 
With  cloth  of  gold,  and  furrid  with  ermine, 
Were  the  tappouris  of  their  ftedis  flrong. 
Both  wide  and  large,  that  to  the  ground  did  hong; 

And  every  bofs  of  bridle  -^nd  paitrel 
That  they  had  on  weis  worth,  as  I  would  wene, 
A  thovifand  pound;  and  on  ther  hedis  well 
Dreflid  were  crounis  of  the  laurir  grene, 
The  beft  ymade  that  evir  I  had  fene; 
And  every  knight  had  aftir  him  riding 
Thre  henchmen,  ftill  upon  him  awaiting; 

Of  Vt'hich  every  (firft)  on  a  fhort  trunchon 
His  lord'is  helnitt  bore  fo  richly  dight 
That  the  worll  of  them  v/as  worth  the  ranfouiie 
Of  any  king ;  the  lecond  a  fnield  bright 
Bare  at  his  back  ;  the  thred  barin  upright 
A  mighty  fpere,  full  {harp  ygrcund  and  kens. 
And  ev  ry  child  ware  of  levis  grene 

A  frelli  chap'let  upon  his  hairis  bright ; 
And  clokis  white  of  iiije  velvet  they  were, 
Ther  fledis  trappid  and  arayid  right. 
Without  difference  as  ther  lordis  Were; 
And  aftir  them  on  m^ny'  a  frefli  courfere 
1  here  came  of  armid  knightis  fuch  a  roui 
That  they  befprad  the  large  field  about ; 

And  all  they  werin,  aftir  ther  degrees, 
Chappeletsnew,  or  made  of  laurir  grene. 
Or  fome  of  oke,  or  fome  of  othir  trees, 
Some  in  ther  hondis  barin  boughis  fhene. 
Some  of  laurir,  and  fome  of  okis  bene. 
Some  of  hawthorne,  and  fome  of  the  wodebiad. 
And  many  mo  which  I  have  not  in  mind. 

And  fo  they  came  ther  horfe  frefaiy  ftirring 
With  bloudy  fownis  of  ther  trompis  loud  ; 
Theie  fe  I  many'  an  uncouth  difguifing 
In  the  array  of  thilke  knightis  proud  ; 
And  at  the  Lift  as  evenly  as  they  coud 
They  toke  ther  place  in  middis  of  the  mcde. 
And  every  knight  tumid  his  horiis  hede 

To  his  fclovv,  and  lightly  laid  a  fpere 
Into  the  reft,  and  fo  juftis  began 
On  ev'ery  part  aboatin  here  and  there  ;         [man, 
Some  brake  his  fpere,  fome  threw  down  horfe  and 
About  the  felde  aftray  the  fledis  ran  ; 
And  to  behold  their  rule  and  govirnaunce 
I  you  enfure  it  was  a  grete  plefaunce. . 

And  fo  the  jullis  iaft:  an  hour  and  more. 
But  tho  that  crownid  were  in  laurir  grene 
Did  win  the  prife  ;  their  dintis  were  fo  fore 
That  there  was  none  agenfi  them  might  fullene, 
And  the  jufting  alle  was  left  off  dene  ;  '       ' 

And  fro  tlier  horfe  the  nine  alight  anon. 
And  fo  did  a:^l  the  remnaunt  everichcae. 
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And  forth  they  yede  togidir  twain  and  twain, 
That  to  behold  it  was  a  worthy  fight. 
Toward  the  Ijuliea  on  the  grene  plain, 
That  fong  and  dauncid,  as  I  faid  now  right ; 
The  ladies  as  foneas  they  godely  might 
They  brakin  off  both  the  fong  and  the  dauncc, 
And  yede  to  mete  them  with  full  glad  fcnibla'uncc  : 

And  every  lady  tokc  full  Avomanly 
By  the  bond  a  knight,  and  fo  forth  they  yede 
Unto  afaire  lanrir  that  ftodefall  by, 
With  levis  laid,  the  boughis  of  grete  biedej 
And  to  my  dome  ther  nevir  was  indede 
A  man  that  Iiad  fene  half  fo  faire  a  tre, 
For  undirneth  it  tlvere  might  well  have  be 

An  hundrid  perfons  at  ther  own  plefauncc 
Shadowid  fro  the  hete  of  Phcebus  bright. 
So  that  they  fliouldin  have  felt  no  grevaunce 
Neithir  for  rain,  ne  haile,  that  them  hurt  might"; 
The  favour  eke  rejoice  would  any  v/ight 
That  bed  be  fick  or  melancholious. 
It  was  fo  'Very  gode  and  vertuous. 

And  with  gretc  rev'rence  they  enclinid  Iott 
Unto  the  tre  fo  fote  and  fair  of  hew^ 
And  aftir  that  within  a  litil  throw 
They  all  began  to  fing  and  daunce  of  nevi''^ 
-Some  fong  of  love,  fome  plaining  of  untreWj 
Environing  the  tre  that  ftode  upright, 
And  evir  yede  a  lady  and  a  k.night. 

And  at  the  laft  I  cafl  mine  eie  afide. 
And  was  v,'are  of  a  lufty  csmpany 
That  canie  roming  out  of  the  felde  wide^ 
And  bond  in  hond  a  knight  and  a  lady, 
The  ladies  all  in  furc-otes,  that  richly 
Purfilid  were  with  many  a  rich  fbone. 
And  every  knight  of  grene  v/are  mantlis  an, 

Embroulid  wele,  fo  as  the  furcots  were. 
And  everlch  had  a  chapelet  onh.erhed, 
[Which  didriglit  v.^cle  upon  thefnining  here] 
Makid  of  godely  flouris  white  and  red, 
Theknightis  eke  that  they  inhondeled 
In  fute  of  them  ware  chapiets  everichone, 
And  before  them  went  minftrels  many  one. 

As  harpis,  pipis,  lutis,  and  liiutry , 
Alie  in  grene,  and  on  ther  hedis  bare 
Of  diverfe  flouris  made  full  craftily, 
All  in  a  fute,  godely  chapiets  tii-ey  ware. 
And  fo  d^-uncing  into  the  mede  they  fare, 
In  mid  the  which  they  found  a  tuft  that  wars 
All  ovirfprad  with  flouris  in  compas, 
Whereto  they  enclined  everichone 
With  grete  reverence,  and  that  full  hunibly.; 
And  at  the  laft  there  tho  began  anou 
A  lady  for  to  fing  righi;  womanly 
A  bargaret  in  prii-ifrng  the  daifie, 
For  (as  methought)  among  her  nolis  fwete 
She  J^Lid  Si  douce  tjl  la  Margarde  .' 

I'hen  they  all;  anfwerid  her  in  fere 
,So  pafhngiy  well  and  fo  pk-fauntly, 
That  it  was  a  moil  blisfull  noife  to  here  ; 
But  I  'not  how  it  happid,  fodainly 
As  about  none  the  fonn  fo  fervently 
Waxe  bore  that  the  pretty  tendir  floures 
Iiad  loft  the  beauty  of  thcu-  fi-cih  cullours. 


For  fhronke  with  hete  the  ladies  eke  to  Lrent, 
That  they  ne  will  where  they  them  might  beftoWj 
Theknighti'S  fwck,for  lack  of  (hade  nie  Iheiit, 
And  afirr  that  Vi^ithin  a  litil  throw 
The  wind  began  fo  fturdily  to  blow 
That  down  goth  all  the  fiowris  everichone, 
So  that  in  all  the  mede  there  laft  not  one, 

Save  fuch  as  fuccoured  were  among  the  levds 
Fro  every  llerme  that  mighte  them  affaile, 
■Grov/ing  undir  the  heggis  and  thick  greves ; 
A.nd  aftir  that  there  came  a  ftorme  of  haile 
And  rain  in  fere,  fo  that  withoutin  faile 
The  ladies  ne  the  knightis  n'ade  o'  thred 
Dry  on  them,  fo  drooping  v/et  was  ther  wede. 
And  when  the  ftorme  was  clene  paffid  awaj 
Tho  in  tlie  white,  that  ftode  undir  the  tre. 
They  felt  nothing  of  all  the  grete  affray 
That  they  in  grene  without  had  in  ybe; 
To  them  they  yede  for  routh  and  for  pite, 
Them  to  comfort  aftir  their  grete  difefe, 
So  fain  they  were  the  helpleffe  for  te  efc. 

Than  I  was  ware  how  one  of  them  in  grene 
Had  on  e  coron  rich  and  wdll-fittinp-. 
Wherefore  I  demid  well  flie  was  a  quene 
And  tho  in  grene  on  her  were  awaiting ; 
The  ladies  then  in  whitethat  were  coming 
Towardia  them,  a-nd  thelmightis  in  fere, 
Eegan  to  conifort  them  and  make  them  chere. 

The  quene  in  white,  that  was  of  grete  beauty^ 
Toke  by  the  honde  the  quene  that  was  in  oreEf^j 
And  feide-,  Suftir^  I  have  grete  pity 
Of  your  anPxOy  and  of  your  trou\)lous  terte 
Wherein  ye  and  your  company  have  bene 
So  long,  alas  I  and  if  that  it  you  plefe 
To  go  with  me  I  ftiall  do  you  the-efe 

In  al  the  plefure  that  I  can  or  may ; 
Whereof  that  othir,  l^umbly  as  fhe  might, 
Thanl-id  her,  for  in  right  evil  array 
She  was  with  ftorme  and  hete  I  you  beliight"" 
And  every  lady  then  anen  right 
That  were  in  white  one  of  them  toke  in  grene 
£y  the  hond,  v/hich  when  the  knightis  had  fene 

In  like  manir  eche  of  them  tcrke  a  knitrht 
Clad  in  the  grene,  and  forth  with  them  they  fare 
To  an  hegge,  where  that  they  anon  right 
To  makin  thefe  juftis  they  would  not  fpare 
Boughis  to  hew  down,  and  eke  trees  to  fquare, 
Whetewith  they  made  them  ftately  firis  grete 
To  dry  ther  clothis,  that  were  wringing  wete  : 

And  aftir  that  of  herbis  that  there  grew 
They -made  for  bliftirs  of  the  fonne  brenniog 
Ointmentis  very  gode, wholfome  and  new, 
Where  that  they  yede  the  fick  faft  anointingj 
And  aftir  that  they  yede  about  gadring 
Plefant  faladis,  which  they  made  them  etc 
For  to  refrefhe  ther  grete  unkindely  hete. 
The  lady  of  the  Lefe  then  ganto  pray 
■Her  of  the  Floure  [for  fo  to  my  feming 
They  fhonid  be  callid  as  by  ther  array  I 
To  foupe  with  her,  and  eke  for  any  thingf 
That  flic  ftiould  with  her  all  her  peplil  bringe. 
And  file  ayen  in  right  godely  manere 
Thankith  her  faft  of  hermoft  frendly  cbefe,, 
^  1  ifii 
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Saying  plamely  that  flie  would  obay 
With  all  her  hert  all  her  commandement ; 
And  then  anon  without  lengir  delay 
The  lady  of  the  Lefe  hath  one  yfent 
To  bring  a  palfray  aftir  her  intent, 
Arrayid  wele  in  fair  harneis  of  gold, 
Tor  nothing  lackid  that  to  him  long  {hold  : 

And  aftir  that  to  all  her  company 
She  made  to  purvey  horfe  and  every  tiling 
That  they  nedid,  and  then  full  haftily 
Even  by  the  hcrbir  where  I  was  fitting 
They  pallid  all,  fo  merrily  fmging 
That  it  would  have  comfortid  any  viright  : 
But  then  I  fe  a  pnfling  wondir  light. 

For  then  the  nightingale,  that  all  the  day 
Had  in  the  laurir  fete,  and  did  her  might 
The  whille  fcrvice  to  fing  longing  to  May, 
All  fodainly  began  to  take  her  flight. 
And  to  the  lady  of  the  Lefe  forthright 
She  flew,  and  fet  her  on  her  hand  Ibftly, 
Which  was  a  thing  I  mervail'd  at  gretly. 

The  goldfinch  eke,  that  fro  the  medlar  tre 
Was  fled  for  hete  unto  the  bufnis  cold, 
Unto  the  lad)'  of  the  Flowre  gan  fie. 
And  on  h:?r  hond  he  fet  him  as  he  wold, 
And  plefauntly  his  wingisgan  to  fold. 
And  for  to  fing  they  peine  them  both  as  fore 
As  they  had  do  cf  all  the  day  before. 

And  fo  thefe  ladies  rode  forth  a  grete  pace, 
And  all  the  rout  of  knightis  eke  in  fere ; 
And  I  that  had  fene  all  this  wondir  cafe 
Tliought  that  I  would  affay  in  fom.e  manere 
To  knpw  fully  the  troiith  of  this  mattere. 
And  wli^it  they  were  that  rode  fo  plefauntjy  : 
And-when  they  were  the  hcrbir  paflid  by 
I  dreft  me  forth,  and  happid  mete  anon 
A  right  fair  lady.  I  do  you  enfure. 
And  flie  came  riding  by  her  felf  alone, 
Alle  in  white,  with  femblaunce  full  demure  ; 
1  her  falucd,  bad  her  gode  avinturc 
Moce  her  b?fall,  as  I  coud  mofl  humbly. 
And  fhe  anfwered,  My  ddughtir,  gramercy  ! 

Madame,  q^uoth  1,  if  that  I  durit  enquere 
<pf  you,  I  wold  fain  of  that  company 
Wit  what  they  be  that  pafiLd  by  this  harbere. 
And  file  ayen  anfwerid  right  frendly, 
3Vl}'  doughtir,  all  tho  tliat  paflid  hereby 
In  white  clothing  be  fcivants  evcrichone 
Unto  the  Lefe,  and  I  my  felf  am  one. 

Se  ye  not  her  that  crownid  is  (quod  flic) 
Alle  in  white.'  Madame,  then  quod  I, Yes. 
That  is  Dian,  goddefs  of  C.hafrity, 
And  for  bicaufe  that  flie  a  maidin  is 
Into  her  hond  the  branch  fhe  berith  this 
That  agnus  caflus  men  call.propirly  ; 
And  all  the  ladies  in  her  company 

Which  ye  i'e  of  that  herb    chap  lets  were 
3e  fuch  ashan  alwey  kept  maidinhede. 
And  all  they  that  of  iaurir  chaplets  ber(? 
Be  fuch  as  hardy  were  in  maniy  dede,  ' 
Vidtorious,  name  which  ncvir  ma;  be  dede 
And  all  they  v^^ere  fo  worthy  of  their  honde 
In  tlieir  time  that  no  one  might  them  withllonde ; 
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And  tho  that  were  chapelets  on  ther  hede 
Of  frefh  wodcbind  be  fuch  as  nevir  were 
To  f.ove  untrue  in  word,  in  thought,  ne  dede. 
But  ay  (ledfaft,  ne  for  plefance  ne  fere, 
Tho  that  they  ftiulde  th^r  hertis  all  to  tere, 
Woud  never  flit,  but  evir  were  fledfafl; 
Till  that  ther  livis  there  affundir  braft. 

Now,  fair  Madam  !  quod  I,  yet  woud  I  pray 
Your  ladifliip  [if  that  it  mightin  be] 
That  I  might  knowe  by  fome  manir  of  wey, 
Sithin  that  it  hath  likid  your  beaute 
The  trouth  of  thefe  ladies  for  to  tell  me, 
What  that  thefe  kniglitis  be  in  rich  armour, 
And  what  tho  be  in  grene  and  were  the  Flour, 
And  why  that  fome  did  rev'rence  to  the  tre, 
And  fome  ur)to  the  plot  of  flouris  fair  ? 
With  right  gode  wil,  my  doughtir  fair  !  quod  flie, 
y)ith  your  delire  is  gode  and  debonaire  : 
I'ho  nine  crounid  be  very  exeniplaire 
Oi  all  honour  longing  to  chivalry, 
And  thofe  certain  be  clept  The  Nine  Worthy 

'Which  tliat  ye  may  fe  liding  all  before, 
That  in  tier  time  did  many'  a  noble  dede. 
And  for  ther  worthinefs  full  oft  have  bore 
The  crown  of  laurir  levis  on  ther  hede. 
As  ye  may  in  your  olde  bokis  rede. 
And  how  that  he  that  wa*  a  conqueror 
Had  by  laurir  alwey  his  moll;  honour  : 

And  thp  that  barin  bowes  in  ther  hond 
Of  the  precious  laurir  fo  notable 
Be  fuch  as  were  [I  woU  ye  undirftond] 
Moft  noble  Knightis  of  The  Round  Table, 
And  eke  the  Doufeperis  honourable. 
Which  they  here  in  the  fign  of  viilory. 
As  witnefs  of  ther  dedis  mightily  : 

like  ther  be  Knightis  old  of  the  Gartir, 
That  in  ther  timis  did  right  worthily, 
And  the  honour  they  did  to  the  laurir 
Is  for  by  it  they  have  ther  laud  wholly, 
Ther  triumph  eke  and  martial  glory, 
Which  unto  them  is  more  perfite  riches 
I'han  any  wight  imagin  can  or  geffe  ; 
For  one  Leie  givin  of  that  noble  tre 
To  any  wight  that  hath  done  worthily 
[An  it  be  done  fo  as  it  ought  to  be] 
is  more  honour  than  any  thing  erthly, 
Witnefs  of  Rome,  tiiat  foundir  was  truly 
Of  allknighthode  and  dedis  marvelous. 
Record  I  take  of  Titus  Livius. 

And  as  for  her  that  crounid  is  in  grene,, 
It  is  Flora,  ef  thefe  fiouris  goddeffe, 
j  And  all  that  here  on  her  awaiting  bene 
It  are  fuch  folk  that  lovid  idleneffe. 
And  not  delite  in  no  kind  befinelTe' 
But  for  to  hunt,  and  hawke,  and  pley  in  medes. 
And  many  othir  fuch  like  idle  dedes. 

And  for  the  grete  delite  and  the  plefaunce 
T.  hey  have  to  the  Flour,  and  fo  reverently 
They  uiito  it  doin  fuch  obeifaunce. 
As  ye  may  fe.  Now,  fair  Madame  [  quod  I 
[If  I  durft  alk]  what  is  the  caufe  and  why' 
That  knightis  have  the  enfigne  of  honour 
Rathiv  by  the  Lefe  than  by  the  Flour  I 
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Sothly,  doughtir,  quod  flie,  this  is  the  trouth, 
For  knightes  evir  fliould  be  perfevering 
To  feke  honour  without  feintife  or  flouth. 
Fro  wele  to  bettir  in  all  manir  thing, 
In  fign  of  which  with  levis  ay  lafling 
They  be  rewardid  aitir  ther  degre, 
Whofe  lufty  greiie  may  not  appairid  be, 

But  ay  keping  ther  beauty  frefh  and  grene. 
For  ther  n'is  no  ftorme  that  may  them  deface, 
Ne  hail  nor  fnowe,  ne  wind  nor  frollis  kene, 
Wherfore  they  have  this  propirty  and  grace  ; 
And  for  the  Flour  within  a  litil  Ipace 
Wollin  be  lo(t,  fo  fimple  of  nature 
They  be  that  they  no  grevtiunce  may  endure  : 

And  every  florme  woU  blowe  them  fone  away, 
Ne  they  lafle  not  but  for  a  fefon. 
That  is  the  caufe  [the  very  trouth  to  fay] 
That  they  may  not  by  no  way  of  refon 
Be  put  to  no  fuch  occupacion. 
Madame,  quod  I,  with  all  mine  whole  fervife 
I  thank  you  now  in  my  mod  humble  wife ; 

For  now^  I  am  afcertaiu'd  thoroughly 
Of  every  thing  I  defirid  to  knowe, 
I  am  right  glad  that  I  have  faid,  fothly, 
Ought  to  your  plefure,  (if  ye  will  me  trow.) 


Quod  (lie  ayen.  But  to  whom  do  ye  owe 
Your  fervice,  and  which  wollin  ye  honour 
[Pray  tell  mc]  this  year,  the  I^efe  or  the  Flour? 

Madam,  quod  I,  although  I  left  worthy. 
Unto  the  l^efe  I  ow  mine  obfervaunce. 
That  is,  quod  fhe,  right  well  done  certainly. 
And  I  pray  God  to  honour  you  advaunce. 
And  kcpe  you  fro  the  wickid  remembrauncc 
Of  Maiebouch  and  all  his  cruiltie, 
And  all  that  gode  and  wellcondition'd  be; 

For  here  I  may  no  lengir  now  abide, 
But  I  muft  follow  the  grete  company 
That  ye  may  fe  yondir  before  you  ride ; 
And  forthwith  as  I  couth  moft  humily 
I  tokc  my  leve  of  her,  and  fhe  gan  hie 
Aftir  them  as  faft  as  evir  fhe  might, 
Ajid  I  drow  homeward,  for  it  was  nigh  night. 

And  put  all  that  1  had  fene  in  writing, 
Undir  fupport  of  them  that  lufl  it  rede, 
O  little  boke  !  thou  art  fo  unconning. 
How  darft  thou  put  thy  felf  in  prees  for  drede  i 
ft  is  wondir  that  thou  wexift  not  rede, 
Sith  that  thou  woft  full  lite  who  fhall  behold 
Thy  rude  langage  full  boyftoufly  unfold. 
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With  timerous  Kerte  and  trembling  hand  of  drede, 

Of  cunning  nakid,  bare  of  eloquence. 

Unto  the  flour  of  port  in  womanliede 

I  write,  as  he  that  none  intelligence 

Ofmetris  hath  ne  flouris  of  fentence, 

Saufe  that  me  lift  my  writing  to  convey 

In  that  I  can  to  plefe  her  high  nobley. 

The  blofomes  frefii  of  Tubus  gardein  fote 
Prefent  thei  not,  my  mattir  for  to  borne, 
Poemes  of  Virgile  takin  Tiere  no  rote, 
Ne  crafte  of  Galfride  may  not  here  fojourne; 
"Why  n'am  I  cunning  ?  'o  well  maie  I  morne 
For  lacke  of  fcience,  that  I  can  nat  write 
Unto  the  princes  of  my  lyfe  aright  1 

No  term.es  are  digne  unto  her  excellence. 
So  is  file  fpronge  of  noble  ftripe  and  high  ; 
A  world  of  honour  and  of  reverence 
There  is  in  her,  this  will  1  teftifie  : 
Caliope,  thou  fiftir  wife  and  fly. 
And  thou  Minerva !  guide  me  with  thy  grace, 
That  langage  rude  my  mattir  not  deface. 

Thy  fugir  dropis  fwete  of  Helicon 
DilHl  in  me,  thou  gentle  Mufe !  T  praye, 
And  the  Melpomene  I  cal  anone 
Of  ignoraunce  the  mifte  to  chace  awaye, 
And  geve  me  grace  fo  for  to  write  and  faie 
That  ihe  my  lady  of  her  worthineffe 
Accept  in  gre  this  litilThort  treteffe. 

That  is  entitled  thus,   The  Courts  of  Lov:  ,• 
And  ye  that  ben  metriciens  me  excufe, 
I  you  befeche,  for  Venus  fake  above. 
For  what  I  nicne  in  tliis  ye  nede  not  mufe; 
And  if  fo  be  my  lady  it  refufe 
For  lake  of  ornate  fpcche,  I  wolde  be  wo 
That  I  prefume  to  her  to  writin  fo. 


*  This  bnok  is  an  imitatitm  of  The  Rptnaurt  of  the 
Rofe,  (hewing  that  all  are  fubjett  to  love,  what  imiieili 
merits  foever  to  the  contrary,  contairiiiif;  alio  thole  zo 
ftatutes  that  are  tu  be  obrervsu  in  The  Court  ot  Love. 
Urry. 


But  my  entente  and  all  my  bufy  cure 
Is  for  to  write  this  treteffe  as  I  can, 
Unto  my  lady  liable,  true,  and  fure, 
Faithful  and  kind,  fith  firfte  that  fhe  begas, 
Me  to  accept  in  fervice  as  her  man; 
To  her  be  al  the  plefure  of  this  boke. 
That  when  her  like  flie  may  it  rede  and  loke. 

When  I  -was  yong,  at  xviii  yere  of  age, 
Lufty  and  light,  defirous  of  plefaimce, 
Approching  on  full  fade  and  ripe  corage, 
Love  artid  me  to  do  my  obfervaunce 
To  his  eftate,  and  done  him  obeifaunce, 
Commaundinge  me  The  Court  i)f  Love  to  fc, 
A  lite  beSde  the  Monnte  of  Cithere  ; 

There  Citherca  goddeffe  was  and  quene, 
Honourid  highly  for  her  majefle, 
And  eke  her  fonne,the  mighty  god  I  wene, 
Cupid  the  bli-nd,  that  for  his  dignlte 
A  M.  lovirs  worlliipp  on  ther  kne  ; 
There  was  I  bid  in  paine  -of  deth  to  pere 
By  Mercury  the  vv'ingid  meffingere  : 

So  than  1  w^nt  by  llrange  and  fcrre  countreeSjj 
Enquiringe  aye  what  coafte  had  to  it  drewe 
The  Court  cf  Love,  and  tjiidirward  as  bees 
At  laft  [  fe  the  peple  gan  pnrfue  ; 
Anon  me  thought  fome  wight  was  ther  that  knew 
Where  that  the  Court  was  holdin  ferre  or  nie. 
And  aftir  than  ful  fafte  I  ganne  me  hie. 

Anon  as  I  them  ovirtoke  J  faid, 
Heile,  frendis  1   whethir  purpofc  ye  to  wend  ? 
For  fotl},  (quod  one)  that  anfwered  lyche  a  maid. 
To  Lovis  Courte  now  go  we,  gentil  frend  ! 
Where  is  that  place,  (quod  I)  my  fclowe  hend? 
At  Citheron,  gir,  faide  he,  without  doute, 
The  kinge  of  Love,  and  al  his  noble  route, 

Dwelling  within  a  cafiil  rially. 
So  than  apace  I  journid  forth  amonge  ; 
And  as  he  faide  fo  fond  I  there  truly,  ' 
For  I  bshelde  the  toiirig  high  widlh-onge. 
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And  liigh  plnaclis  large  of  hight  and  longe, 

With  plate  of  gold  befpred  on  every  fide, 

And  precious  floncs,  the  flone  werke  for  to  hide. 

No  faphirc  of  Inde,  no  ruble  riche  of  price. 
There  lackid  then,  nor  eraeraude  fo  grene, 
Balis  Turkis,  ne  thing  to  my  devife 
That  may  the  caftil  makiu  for  to  Ihene, 
Ail  was  as  bright  as  Ilerrcs  in  wintir  bene, 
And  Phoebus  ilione  to  make  his  pece  ao-eine 
for  trefpas  done  to  high  eftatis  twcine  : 

Venus  and  Mars,  the  god  and  goddelTe  clere, 
When  he  them  founde  in  armis  cheinid  fafte, 
Venus  was  than  ful  fad  of  herte  and  chere, 
Eat  Phoebus  bemis,  ftreight  as  is  the  niafce. 
Upon  the  caftil  ginnith  he  to  caft 
I'o  plefc  the  lady,  princes  of  that  place, 
In  figne  he  lokith  aftir  Lov'is  grace  : 

For  thev  n'is  god  in  heven  or  hel  iwys 
But  he  hath  ben  right  foget  unto  Love, 
Jove,  Plulo,  or  what  fo  ever  he  is, 
Ne  creature  in  erth  or  yet  above, 
Of  this  the  revers  may  no  wight  approve; 
But  furthirmore  the  caftill  to  defcrie 
"Yet  fawe  I  nevir  none  fo  large  and  hie, 

For  unto  heven  it  flretchith  I  fuppole, 
Within  and  out  depeintid  wondirly. 
With  many'  a  thoufand  daify  rede  as  rofe, 
And  white  alfo,  this  fawe  I  verily, 
But  what  tho  deifis  might  do  fignifie 
Can  I  not  tel,  faufe  that  the  quen'is  fioure 
Alcefte  it  was,  that  kept  ther  her  fojoure 

Which  undir  Venus  lady  was  and  quene. 
And  Admete  kyng  and  foverain  of  that  place. 
To  whom  obeied  the  ladies  gode  xix, 
With  many'  a  thoufand  othir  bright  of  face, 
And  young  men  fele  came  forth  with  Infli  pace. 
And  agid  eke,  ther  homage  to  difpofe, 
But  wiiat  they  were  I  could  not  well  difclofe. 
Yet  nere  and  nere  forth  in  I  gan  me  drefTc 
Into  an  halle  of  noble  apparaile, 
With  arras  fpred  and  cloth  of  gold  I  gefle. 
And  othir  filke  of  efyir  availe ; 
iJndir  the  cloth  of  ther  efiate,  fauns  faile. 
The  king  and  quene  there  fat,  as  I  beheld  ; 
It  paffid  joye  of  Helife  the  feld., 

There  faintis  have  ther  cominge  and  reforte 
To  feen  the  kinge  fo  rially  befene 
In  purple  clad,  and  eke  the  quene  in  forte, 
And  on  ther  heddis  fawe  I  crounis  tweine 
With  ftonis  fret,  fo  that  it  was  no  paine 
V/ithoutin  mete  and  drinke  to  fland  and  fe 
The  king'is  honor  and  the  rialte. 

And  for  to  trete  of  ftatis  with  the  king, 
That  ben  'of  counfell  chefe,  and  v/ith  the  quene  ; 
The  king  hadDaungir  nere  to  him  flandmg. 
The  quene  of  Love  Difdain,  and  that  was  fcne, 
For  by  the  faith  1  fhal  to  God  I  wene 
Was  nevir  ftraungir  none  in  her  degre 
Than  was  the  quene  in  caftinge  of  her  eye. 

And  as  I  flode  perceving  her  aparte. 
And  eke  the  bemi?  lliininge  of  her  eyen, 
Me  thought  they  werein  fcapin  lyche  a  darte, 
Sharpe  a:id  perfege^  fmale  and  ilrci^ht  as  -4  lir.e. 


And  al  her  here  it  Ihonc  asgoldc  fo  fine, 
Dislhivil,  crifpe,  doune  hanging  at  her  backe 
A  yard  in  length,  and  fouthely  than  I  fpake  : 
O  bright  Regina  !  who  made  the  io  faire  \ 
Who  made  thy  colour  vermelct  and  white  ? 
Wher  wonneth  the  god.  hov7  far  above  the  eyre  ? 
Grete  was  his  crafte,  and  grete  was  his  delite; 
Now  murvil  I  nothing  that  ye  do  hight 
The  quene  of  Love,  and  occupie  the  place 
Of  Cithare  :  now,  fwcte  lady  !  thy  grace. 

In  mewit  fpake  [,  fo  that  nought  aftertc 
By  no  condlcion  word  that  might  be  hard, 
But  in  my  inward  thought  {  gan  adverte, 
And  oft  1  faid  My  wit  is  dul  and  hard, 
For  with  her  beautie  thus  God  wot  I  ferde 
As  doeth  the  man  yravifhid  with  fight. 
When  I  beheld  her  criftal  eyen  fo  bright, 

No  refpeile  havyng  what  was  befle  to  done, 
Till  right  anone  beholding  here  and  there 
I  fpied  a  frend  of  mync,  and  that  ful  fone, 
A  gentil  woman,  was  the  chambirere 
Unto  the  quene,  that  hote  as  ye  fhall  here, 
Philobone,  that  lovid  al  her  life ; 
Whan  fhe  me  fey  flic  led  me  forth  as  bh'fe,  i 

And  me  demaundid  how  and  in  what  wife 
I  thithir  come,  and  v/hat  my  erand  was  ? 
To  fene  the  Courte  (quod  1)  and  althe  guife. 
And  eke  to  fue  for  pardon  and  for  grace. 
And  mercy  alke  for  al  my  grete  trefpaffe ; 
That  I  none  erile  come  to  The  Court  of  Love 
^oryeve  me  this,  ye  goddis  al  above. 

That  is  well  faid  (quod  Philobone')  in  dede; 
But  were  ye  not  affomoned  to  appere 
By  Mcrcurius,  for  that  is  al  my  drede? 
Yes,  geutill  feire !   (quod  I)  now  am  1  here. 
Ye,  yet  what  tho  though  that  be  true,  my  dere  \ 
Of  your  fre  v/il  ye  fhuld  have  come  unfente, 
For  ye  did  not  I  deme  ye.v.nll  be  (hente  : 

For  ye  that  reigne  in  youth  and  luftines, 
Pampired  with  efe,  and  jalous  in  your  age. 
Your  dutie  is,  as  far  as  I  can  geffe. 
To  Lovis  Courte  to  dreffin  your  viage 
Ajfone  as  Nature  makith  you  fo  fage 
That  ye  may  knoxu  a  niuoman  from  a  fivan. 
Or  luhan  your  fate  is  groivhi  halfe  a  fpan. 

But  fithe  that  ye  by  wilful  negligence 
This  xviiiyere  hath  kept  yourfelfe  at  large 
The  gretir  is  your  trefpas  and  offence. 
And  in  your  neck  you  mote  here  all  the  charge^ 
For  bcttir  were  ye  ben  withoutin  barge 
Amidde  the  fe  in  tenipefl  and  in  rayne 
Then  bidin  here  receving  wo  and  pain 

That  ordeined  is  for  foche  as  them  abfente 
Fro  Lovis  Courte  by  yeris  long  and  fele ; 
I  ley  my  life  ye  fliai  ful  fone  repente, 
For  Love  wil  reive  youre  coloure,  luft,  and  lielci 
Eke  ye  muft  baite  on  many'  an  hevy  melc : 
No  force  iwis,  I  ftired  you  longe  agon 
To  drawe  to  Courte,  quod  litil  Philobon ; 

Ye  flial  wel  fe  how  rough  and  angry  face 
The  king  of  Love'  will  fliewe  when  ye  him  fe ; 
By  myn  advife  knele  down  and  aflce  him  grace, 
Efchiwing  peril  and  adverfite, 
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For  wel  I  wot  it  wolle  none  othir  be  : 
Comforte  is  none  ne  council  to  your  efe, 
"Why  wil  ye  then  the  king  of  Love  difplefe  ? 

O  mercie,  God  I   (quod  iche)  I  mc  repent, 
Caitife  and  wretche,  in  hert,  in  wil,  and  thought, 
And  aftirthis  fraalbe  mine  whole  entent 
To  ferve  and  plefe,  how  dere  that  love  be  bought ; 
Yet  fith  I  have  mine  owne  penaunce  ifought 
With  humble  fpirite  fhal  I  it  receve. 
Though  that  the  king  of  Love  my  life  bereve  ; 

And  though  that  fervent  Lov'is  qualite 
In  me  did  nevir  worche  truly,  yet  I 
With  al  obeifaunce  and  humilite. 
And  benigne  herte,  flial  fcrve  him  til  I  die  ; 
And  he  that  lord  of  might  is  grete  and  hie 
Right  as  him  lift  me  chaftice  and  corre(5le, 
And  punifhe  me,  with  trefpacethus  enfeeSte. 

Thefe  wordis  faid,  flie  caught  me  by  the  lap, 
And  led  me  furth  in  til  a  temple  round, 
Eothe  large  and  wide,  and  as  my  bleffid  hap 
And  gode  avinture  was  right  fone  I  founde 
A  tabernacle  reifid  from  the  grou.ide 
Where  Venus  fat  and  Cupid  by  her  fide. 
Yet  half  for  drede  I  can  my  vifage  hide ; 

And  eft  againe  I  lokid  and  behelde, 
Seing  ful  fundry  peple  in  the  place 
And  miflir  foike,  and  fome  that  might  not  v/elde 
Ther  limmis  wele  me  thought  a  woundir  cafe, 
The  temple  fhone  withwdndowes  al  of  glaife 
Bright  as  the  day,  with  manie'  a  faire  ymage, 
_And  there  I  fe  the  frefhe  Quene  of  Carthage, 

Dido,  that  brent  her  beautc  for  the  love 
Of  fals  iSneas,  and  the  weimenting 
Of  htr  Anelida,  true  as  turtil  dove  ■ 
To  Arcite  fals  ;  and  there  was  in  peinting 
Of  many'  a  prince  and  many'  a  doughty  king 
Whofe  martirdom  was  fhewsd  about  the  walles, 
And  how  that  fele  for  love  had  fuffrid  falies. 

But  fore  I  was  abafhid  and  aftonied 
Of  al  tho  folke  that  there  were  in  that  tide. 
And  than  I  alldd  where  they  haddin  woned  ? 
In  divers  couitis,  (quod  flie)  here  befide  : 
In  fondrie  clothing  mantilwife  full  wide 
They  were  arraied,  and  did  ther  facrifice 
Unto  the  god  and  goddeffe  in  ther  guife. 

Lo,  yondir  folke  (quod  (he)  that  knele  in  blewe, 
They  were  the  colour  ay  and  evir  fhal. 
In  figne  they  were  and  cvir  wil  be  true, 
V/ithoutin  chaunge,  and  fouthely  yondir  all 
That  ben  in  blak,  with  mourning  crie  and  call 
Unto  the  goddes,  for  ther  lovis  bene 
Some  fcrie,  fom  dede,fom  al  to  flierpe  and  kene. 

Yea,  than,  (quod  I)  what  done  thefe  preflis  here, 
Nonnis,  and  hermites,  freris,  and  all  tho 
That  fit  in  white,  in  ruffet,  and  in  grene  ? 
f  orfothe  (quod  Ihe)  they  waihn  of  ther  wo. 
O  mercie,  Lord  !  may  they  fo  come  and  go 
Frely  to  Court,  and  have  foche  libertie  ? 
Yea,  men  of  eche  condicion  and  degre. 

And  women  eke,  for  truly  there  is  none 
Txception  made,  ne  nevir  was  ne  may; 
'I'his  Cpurte  is  ope  and  fre  for  everichone; 
The  king  of  Love  Jie  wil  not  fay  them  nay ; 


He  takith  al  in  pore  or  riche  array 
That  mekely  fewe  unto  his  excellence 
With  al  ther  herte  and  al  ther  reverence. 

And  walking  thus  aboute  with  Philobone 
I  fe  where  come  a  meflengere  in  hie  [anone 

Streight  from  the  king,  whiche  let  commaundc 
Throughout  the  Courte  to  make  an  ho  and  crie, 
All  new  come  folke  abide  ;  and  Vv'ote  ye  why  ? 
The  king'is  luft  is  for  to  feen  you  fone  : 
Come  nere  ;  let  fe  ;  his  wil  mote  nede  be  done. 

Than  gan  I  me  prefent  tofore  the  king 
Trembling  for  fere,  with  vifage  pale  of  hewe, 
And  many'  a  lovir  with  mc  was  kneling, 
Abafhed  fore,  til  unto  the  time  they  knewe 
The  fentence  yeve  of  his  entent  full  trew  • 
And  at  the  laft  the  king  hath  me  behold 
With  flerne  vifage,  and  feid.  What  doth  this  olde, 

Lhus  ferre  yftope  in  yeris,  com  fo  late 
Unto  the  Courte  ?  For  fothe,  my  liege,  (quod  I) 
An  hundrid  tyme  I  have  ben  at  the  gate 
Afore  this  tyme,  yet  coude  I  ner  efpie 
Of  myne  acqueintaunce  eny  in  mine  eye. 
And  Sbantefajlnes  away  me  ganne  to  chace, 
But  now  I  nie  fubmitte  unto  your  grace. 

Wei,  al  is  pardoned,  with  condicion 
That  thou  be  trew  from  hensforth  to  thy  might, 
And  fervin  Love  in  thine  entencion  ; 
Swere  this,  and  than  as  ferre  as  it  is  right 
Thou  fhalte  have  grace  here  in  my  quen'is  fight. 
Yes,  by  the  faith  1  owe  your  crown  I  fvvere. 
Though  Detli  therfore  me  thirlith  with  his  fpere. 

And  whan  the  kinge  had  fene  us  everychons 
He  let  ccmrnaunde  an  officir  in  hie 
To  take  our  faith,  and  fnew  us  one  by  one 
The  ftatutes  of  the  Courte  full  befily  : 
Anon  the  boke  was  leide  before  ther  eye, 
To  rede  and  fe  what  thing  we  muit  obferve 
In  Lovis  Courts  till  that  we  dye  and  Iterve. 

And  for  that  I  was  lettrld  there  I  red 

The  ftatutes  whole  of  Lovis  Courte  and  hall. 

The  firfte  ftatute  that  on  the  boke  was  fpred 

Was  to  be  true  in  thought  and  dedis  al 

Unto  the  king  of  Love,  the  lorde  ryall. 

And  to  the  quene  as  faithful  and  as  kinde 

As  I  coude  thinke  with  herte,  and  will,  and  minde. 

The  feconde  ftatute  fecretly  to  kepe 
Council  of  Love,  not  blowing  every  where 
Al  that  I  knowe,  and  let  it  finke  and  fiete  ; 
It  may  not  fowne  in  every  wight'is  ere, 
Exihng  flaundir  ay  for  dred  and  fere. 
And  to  my  lady  whiche  I  love  and  ferve 
Be  true  and  kinde,  her^ace  for  to  deferve. 

The  thirde  ftatute  was  clerely  Vv-rit  alfo, 
Withoutin  chaunge  to  live  and  die  the  fame, 
Nqnc  othir  love  to  take  for  Vifele  nc  wo, 
For  blinde  delite,  for  erneft  nor  for  game. 
Without  repent,  for  laughing  or  for  grame. 
To  bidin  flii  in  ful  perfeveraunce ; 
Al  this  was  whole  the  king'is  ordinannce. 

The  fourth  ftatute  to  purchace  er  to  here 
And  ftirin  folke  to  love,  and  betin  fire 
On  Venus  aui;er  here  aboute  and  theri^j 
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And  preche  to  them  of  Love  and  hote  defire, 
And  tel  how  Love  wil  quitin  wel  ther  hire  ; 
This  muft  be  kept ;  and  loth  me  to  difplefe 
If  Love  be  wroth  paffe,  for  therby  is  efc. 

The  V.  ftatute  not  to  be  daungirous 
If  that  a  thought  would  rcve  me  of  my  flepe, 
Nor  of  a  fight  to  be  ovir  fquemous, 
And  fo  verely  this  ftatute  was  to  kepe, 
To  turne  and  wallowe  in  my  bed  and  wcpc 
When  that  my  lady  of  her  cruiltie 
Would  from  her  herte  exilin  al  pite. 

The  VI   llatute  it  was  for  me  to  ufe 
Alone  towandir  voide  of  company. 
And  on  my  lad'is  beautie  for  to  mufe. 
And  to  thinkin  no  force  to  live  or  die. 
And  eft  again  to  thinke  the  remedy 
How  to  her  grace  I  might  anon  altain, 
And  tel  my  wo  unto  my  foveraine. 

The  Vil.  ftatute  was  to  be  pacient 
Whethir  my  lady  joyful. were  or  wroth, 
For  wordis  glad  or  hevy  diligent, 
Whedir  that  flie  me  heldin  lefe  or  loth, 
And  hereupon  I  put  was  to  mine  othe 
Her  for  to  ferve  and  lowely  to  obey, 
And  fhewe  my  chere  ye  xx  fith  aday. 

The  VIIL  ftatute,  to  my  rememberaunce, 
Was  for  to  fpeke  and  pray  my  lady  dere 
With  hourely  labour  and  gret  entendaunce 
Me  for  to  love  with  al  her  herte  entere. 
And  me  defire  and  make  me  joyful  chere, 
Right  as  file  is  furmotming  every  faire. 
Of  beautie  wel,  and  gentil,  debonaire. 

The  IX.  ftatute,  with  lettris  writ  of  golde. 
This  was  the  fentence,  how  that  I  and  al 
Shulde  evir  dred  to  be  to  ovirbolde 
Her  to  difplefe,  and  truly  fo  I  fnal, 
But  ben  content  for  al  thing  that  may  fa-1, 
And  mekely  take  her  chafiifcment  and  yerde, 
And  to  ofiende  her  evir  ben  aferde. 

The  X.  ftatute  was  cgally  to'  difcerne 
Eetwenc  the  lady'  and  thine  abilite, 
And  thinke  thy  felfe  arte  nevir  like  to  yerne 
By  right  her  mercy  nor  of  equite. 
But  of  her  grace  and  womanly  pite, 
For  though  thy  felfe  be  noble  in  thy  ftrene 
A  thoufande  folde  more  nobil  is  thy  quene. 

Thy  liv'is  lady  and  thy  fovtiraine, 
That  hath  thin  herte  all  whole  in  govu-naunce, 
Thou  maieft  no  wife  it  takin  to  difdaine 
To  put  the  humble  at  her  ordinaunce, 
And  give  her  fre  the  reine  of  her  plefaunce, 
For  L'lbertie  is  thing  that  ivomen  lake. 
And  truely  els  the  niattir  is  acroke. 

The  XI.  ftatute  thy  fignis  for  to  knowa 
With  eye  and  fingir,  and  with  fmilis  fofte. 
And  lowe  to  couche,  and  alwaie  for  to  fliowe 
For  drede  of  fpyis  for  to  winkin  ofte. 
But  fecretly  to  bryng  a  figh  alofte, 
And  eke  beware  of  ovir  moche  reforte, 
for  that  para'venture  fpillith  all  thy  fport. 

The  XII.  ftatute  remembir  to  obfeive. 
For  all  the  paine  thou  haft  for  love  and  wo 
iik.ll  is  to  lite  her  raercie  to  deferve  ; 
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Thou  muften  then  thinke  wher  er  thou  ride  or  go, 
And  mortall  woundis  fiuTre  thou  alfo, 
All  for  her  fake,  and  thinke  it  well  befette 
Upon  tliv  love,  for  it  maie  not  be  bette. 

The  XIII.  ftatute  whilome  is  to  thinke 
What  thing  maie  beft  thy  ladle  like  and  plefe. 
And  in  thine  hert'is  botome  let  it  finkc ; 
Some  thing  devife,  and  take  for  it  thine  efe. 
And  fende  it  her,  that  maie  her  herte  appefe, 
Some  herte  or  ryng,  or  lettir  or  devife, 
Or  precious  ftone  ;  but  fpare  not  for  no  price. 

The  XIV.  ftatute  eke  thou  flialt  affaie 
Firmely  to  kepe  the  mofte  parte  of  thy  life  ; 
Wiflie  that  thy  ladie  in  thine  armis  laie. 
And  nightly  dreme  thou  haft  thy  nighte's  herte's 
Swetly  in  armis,  ftrainyng  her  as  blife,  [wife 

And  when  thou  feeft  it  is  but  fantafie 
Se  that  thou  fing  not  ovir  merily  ; 

For  To  mochcjoye  hath  ofte  a  ivofull  ende  ; 
It  longith  eke,  this  ftatute  for  to  holde. 
To  deme  thy  ladie  evirmore  thy  frende. 
And  thinke  thy  felf  in  no  wife  a  cocolde ; 
In  every  thyng  flie  doeth  but  as  fhe  ftiould  : 
Conftrue  the  beft,  beleve  no  talis  newe. 

For  Many'  a  lye  is  tolde  that  femeth  full  true  ; 

But  thinke  that  fiie,fo  bounteous  and  faire, 
Coud  not  be  falfe  ;   imagine  this  algate ; 
And  think  that  tonges  wickid  would  her  appaire, 
Slanderyng  her  name  and  worfliipfull  eftate, 
And  lovirs  true  to  fettin  at  debate ; 
And  though  thou  feeft  a  faute  right  at  thine  eye 
Excufe  it  blive,  and  glofe  it  pretilie. 

The  XV.  ftatute  ufe  to  fwere  and  ftare,, 
And  counterfeite  a  lefyng  hardily 
To  fave  thy  ladle's  honour  every  whare, 
And  put  thy  felf  to  fightin  boidily ; 
SaJe  file  isgode,  vertuous,  and  ghoftiy, 
Clere  of  entent,  and  herte,  and  thought,  and  will  j 
And  argue  not  for  refon  ne  for  fkill 

Againe  thy  ladle's  plefure  ne  entent. 
For  Love  will  not  be  counterpleted  in  dede  ; 
Sale  as  flie  faieth,  then  fiiak  thou  not  be  fiienf. 
The  iroijae  is  •white.  Ye,  truly  fo  I  rede. 
And  aye  what  thing  that  fhe  the  will  forbede 
Efcliue  al  that,  and  give  her  foverainte  ; 
Her  appetite  folowe  in  all  degre. 

The  XVI.  ftatute  kepe  it  if  thou  maie. 
Seven  fith  at  night,  thy  ladie  for  to  plefe, 
And  feven  at  midnight,  fe'vcn  at  morow  dale,, 
And  drinke  a  caudill  erely  for  thine  efe  : 
Doe  this,  and  kepe  thine  hedde  from  all  difefe. 
And  winne  the  garlande  here  of  lovirs  all 
That  evir  tame  in  Court  or  evir  fiiall. 

Full  fewe  think  I  this  ftatute  hold  and  kepu. 
But  truely  this  my  refon  giveth  me  fele 
That  fome  lovirs  fliould  rather  fall  afiepe 
Then  take  on  hand  to  plefe  fo  oft  and  wele: 
There  laie  none  othe  to  this  ftatute  adele. 
But  kepe  who  might  as  gave  him  his  corage  : 
Now  get  this  garlande  luftie  folke  of  age, 

Now  will  who  maie  ye  luftie  folke  of  youth,. 
This  garlande  frefh,of  flouris  red  and  white, 
Purple  ai^dbiewe,  and  colours  fell  ur.couthj. 
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And  I  fliall  croune  Kim  kyng  of  all  delite. 

In  all  the  Courte  there  was  not  to  my  fight 

A  lovir  true  that  he  ne  was  adrede 

When  he  expreffe  hath  herd  the  ftatute  rede. 

The  XVII.  ftatute,  when  age  approcheth  on, 
And  luft  is  iaied,  and  all  the  fire  is  queint, 
As  frefhly  then  thou  fhalt  begin  to  fonrie 
And  dote  in  love,  and  all  her  image  paint 
In  thy  rernembraunce  till  thou  gin  to  faint^ 
As  in  the  firfl:  fefon  thyne  herte  began, 
•And  her  defire,  though  thou  ne  male  ne  can 

Peiforme  thy  livyng  adluell  and  luft. 
Regiftir  this  in  thyne  remcmberaunce 
Eke,  when  thou  maift  not  kepe  thy  thing  from  rufl 
Yet  fpeke  and  talke  of  plefeunt  daliaunce, 
For  that  fliall  make  thyne  hcrt  rejoyce  and  daunce  ; 
And  when  thou  maieft  no  more  the  game  affaie 
The  ftatute  bidde  the  praie  for  them  that  male. 

The  XVIII.  ftatute  v/holy  to  cornmende 
To  plefe  thy  ladie  is,  that  thou  efchewe 
With  fluttifhneffe  thy  felf  for  to  offende  ; 
Be  joilife,  frefli,  and  fete  with  thingis  newCj 
Courtlic  with  manir,  this  is  all  thy  due, 
Gentill  of  porte,  and  lovyng  clcnlinefle  ; 
This  is  the  thing  that  likith  thy  maiftrciTe  ; 

And  not  to  wandir  liche  a  duliid  afle, 
Raggid  and  torne,  difguifid  in  araie, 
Ribaude  in  fpeche,  or  out  of  mefure  paffe,' 
Thy  bounde  excedyng  ;  thiake  on  this  aiwaie; 
For  Women  ben  of  tend'ir  hertis  aye, 
jind  lightly  fet  thir  plefure  In  a  place, 
When  thei  miflhiiikc  they  lightly  let  if  pajje. 

The  XIX.  ftatute  mete  and  drinke  forgete, 
Eche  othir  dale  fe  that  thou  fail  for  love, 
For  in  the  Courte  thei  live  withoutin  mete, 
Save  foche  as  cometh  from  Venus  al  above  ; 
Thei  take  none  hede  in  pain  of  grete  reprove 
Of  mete  and  drinke,  for  that  is  all  in  vaine, 
Onely  thei  live  by  fight  of  thcr  foveraine* 

The  XX.  ftatute.  laft  of  everichone, 
Enrolle  it  in  thyne  liert'is  privite, 
To  wring  and  waile,  to  turne,  and  figh,  and  grone. 
When  that  thy  ladic  abfent  is  from  the, 
And  eke  renewe  the  wordis  all  that  fhe 
Eetwene  you  twain  had  faid,  and  all  the  cherc 
That  the  hath  made  thy  liv'is  lady  dcre. 

And  fe  thyne  herte  in  quietc  ne  in  reft 
Sojourne  totyme  thou  feen  thy  ladie  elte. 
But  where  flie  won,  by  fouth,  or  eft,  or  weft, 
With  all  thy  force  now  fe  it  be  not  lefte ; 
Be  diligent  till  tynic  thy  life  be  refte 
in  that  thou  maieft  thy  ladie  for  to  fc  ; 
This  ftatute  was  of  old  ar.tiquite. 

An  ofticir  of  high  audfhorite, 
YclepJd  Rigour,  made  us  fwere  anone  J 
He  n'as  corrupt  with  parciaiite. 
Favour,  prayir.  ne  gold  that  clerely  fhone. 
Ye  ftiali  (quod  he)  now  fwerln  her  echone, 
Both  yoimg  and  old,  to  kepe  in  that  thei  male 
The  ftatutes  truely  aftir  this  dale. 

O  God !  thought  I,  hard  is  to  make  this  oth?. 
But  to  my  powir  lliall  I  them  obferve  ; 
In  all  this  -vvorlde  n'as  mattir  halfe  fo  lothe 
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To  fwere  for  all,  for  though  my  body  fterve 
I  have  no  might  them  wboly  to  obferve. 
But  herkin  now  the  cace  how  it  befell ; 
Aftir  my  othe  was  made,  the  trouthe  to  tell, 

1  tournid  levis,  lokyng  on  this  boke, 
Whel-e  othir  ftatutes  were  of  women  ftien<7. 
And  right  forthwith  Rigour  on  me  gan  loke 
FtiUangirlv,  and  faied  unto  the  quene 
I  traitour  was,  and  chargid  me  let  ben  ; 
There  male  no  man  (qutid  he)  the  ftatute  knoTiye 
That  long  to  woman,  hie  degre  nelowe. 

In  fccrete  wife  thei  kepin  ben  full  clofe, 
Thei  foune  echone  to  liberie,  my  ft  ende; 
Plefaunt  thei  be,  and  to  ther  own  purpofe  ; 
There  wote  no  wight  of  them  but  God  and  fende^ 
Ne  naught  fiiall  wit  unto  the  world'is  ende  ; 
The  quene  hath  yeve  me  charge,  in  pain  to  die, 
Nevir  to  rede  ne  feen  them  with  rnyne  eye  : 

For  men  fhall  not  fo  nere  of  counfaill  ben 
With  womanhode,  ne  knowin  of  ther  guife, 
Ne  what  thei  think,  ne  of  ther  wit  th'  engine  i 
I  me  report  to  Salomon  the  v/ife, 
And  migh  tie  Sampfon  which  begilid  thrifc 
With  Dalia  v/as,  he  wot  that  in  a  throwe 
There  male  no  man  ftatute  of  women  knowe  j 

For  it  pera' venture  m^aie  right  fo  befall 
That  thei  be  bounde  by  Nature  to  difceve, 
Aad  fpinne  and  wepe,  and  fugre  ftrew  on  gal. 
The  herte  of  man  to  raviflie  and  to  reve. 
And  what  thcr  tonge  as  ftiarpe  as  fvi'ctde  or  gleve; 
It  male  betide  this  is  ther  ordinauncs, 
So  muft  thei  lowlie  doen  ther  obfervaunce, 

And  kepe  the  ftatute  yevin  them  of  Kinde, 
Of  foche  as  Love  hath  yeve  'hem  in  ther  life  ; 
Men  male  rot  iveie  ivhy  turniih  emery  ivind. 
Nor  waxin  vidfe,  nor  ben  inquifitife 
To  knowe  fecrete  of  maide,  widowe,  or  wife. 
For  thei  ther  ftatutes  have  to  them  referved. 
And  nevir  man  to  knowe  them  hath  deferved. 

Now  dreffeyou  forth,  the  god  of  Love  you  guidcj 
CHiod  Rigour  then,  andfeke  the  temple  bright 
Of  Citherea,  goddes  here  befide  ; 
Befeche  her  by  the  influence  and  might 
Of  all  her  vertue  you  to  teciie  aright 
How  for  to  ferve  your  ladies  and  to  plefe. 
Ye  that  ben  fped,  and  fet  your  herte  in  efe ; 

And  ye  that  ben  unpurveied,  pray  her  eke 
Comforte  you  fone  with  grace  and  defti'jiie. 
That  ye  may  fet  your  hert  there  ye  male  like, 
In  foche  a  place  that  it  to  Love  maie  be 
Honotir,  and  worftiip,  and  felicitie. 
To  you   for  aie.  Now  goeth  by  one  affent. 
Graunt  mercie,Sir.  (quod  wc)  and  forthweWent 
Devoutly,  foft  and  efie  pace,  to  fe 
Venus  the  goddes  image  all  of  golde,_ 
And  there  wx  found  a  thoufand  on  ther  kne. 
Some  freflie  "and  faire,  fome  dcdly  to  beholde. 
In  f  tndrie  mantils  new,  and  fome  wer  olde, 
Sonie  paintid  were  with  flamis  red  as  fire, 
Outward,  to  fticWe  ther  inward  hotc  defire. 

With  dolefull  chcrc,  full  fek  ia  ther  complaint^, 
Cried,  '  Ladie  Venus!  rewe  upon  our  fore  ■ 
"  Receive  our  bilks,  with  teris  all  bedreint  ' 
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"  We  male  not  wepe,  there  is  fio  more  in  ftore, 
"  But  -wo  and  pain  us  frettith  more  and  more  ; 
"  Thou  blifTcfull  planet !  lovirs  flerre  fo  fhene, 
"  Have  routh  on  us  that  figh,  and  careful  ben  ; 

"  And  punifhe,  ladie,  jrrcvoufly,  we  praie, 
"  The  falfe  untrue  with  counterfeite  plefaunee 
"  That  made  ther  othe  be  true  to  live  or  deie; 
"  With  chere  affurid  and  with  countinaunce, 
"  And  falfly  now  thei  fotin  .Lov'is  daunce 
"  Barain  of  routh,  untrue  of  that  thei  faicd, 
"  Now  that  ther  lufl  and  plefure  is  alaid. 
*'  Yet  efte  againe  a  thoufande  milion, 
*'  Rejoycing  love,  ledyng  ther  hfe  in  bliiTe, 
"  Thei  faid,  Venus,  redreffe  of  all  divifion, 
*'  Goddes  cternell,  thy  name  heryed  is, 
"  By  lovirs  bonde  is  knit  all  thing  iwis, 
"  Beft  unto  bell,  the  yerth  to  watir  wanne, 
"  Birde  unto  birde,  and  woman  unto  man. 
"  This  is  the  life  of  jcye  that  we  ben  in, 
"  Refemblyng  life  of  hevenly  paradife  ;. 
"  Ijove  is  elixir  aie  of  vice  and  finne, 
"  Love  makith  hert'is  luflie  todevife  ; 
"  Honour  and  grace  have  thei  in  every  wife 
"  That  ben  to  Lov'is  lawe  obedient ; 
"  Love  makith  folke  benigne  and  diligent, 

"  Aie  fiery  ng  them  todredin  vice  and  fllame  ; 
"  In  ther  degreit  maketh  them  honourablej 
"  And  fwete  it  is  of  Love  to  here  the  name, 
"  So  that  his  love  be  faithful),  true,  and  {table  ; 
♦'  Love  prunith  hym  to  femin  amiable, 
"  Love  hath  no  faute  there  it  is  cxercifed, 
"  But  fole  with  them  that  have  all  love  difpifed. 

'^  Honour  to  the,  celelliall  and  clere 
"  Goddes  of  Love,  and  to  thy  celfitude, 
"  That  yevefl  uslight  foferre  dounefrom  thy fpere, 
"  Perfying  our  hertis^with  thy  pulchritude  ; 
"  Comparifon  none  of  fimilitude 
"  Male  to  thy  grace  be  made  in  no  degre, 
"  That  hafi  us  fet  with  Lnve  in  unitie.^ 

"  Grete caufe have  wre  topraifetbynaraeand.the, 
"  For  thorough  the  v/e  live  in  joye  and  bliffe  ; 
"  Bleffid  be  thou,  mode  fov^raine  to  fe  ! 
"  Thy  holy  Cour te  of  gladneffe  maie  not  milTe ; 
"  A  thoufand  fith  we  may  rejoyce  in  this, 
"  That  we  ben  thine  with  herte  and  all  yfere, 
"  Enfiamid  with  thy  grace  and  hevenly  fere." 

Mufyng  of  tho  that  fpakin  in  this  wife 
I-  me  bethought  in  my  rememberaunce 
Myne  orifbn  right  godely  to  devife, 
And  plefauntly  with  hert'is  obeifau-nce 
Eefeche  the  goddes  voidin  my  grevaunce, 
For  I  loved  eke,  faufe  that  I  will  no  where, 
Yet  doun  I  fet,  and  faied  as  ye  Ihall  here  x 

Fairifl  of  all  that  evir  were  or  be, 
Licour  and  light  to  penfife  creature, 
Myne  v/hole  afiiaunce  and  my  ladie  fre, 
My  goddes  bright,  my  fortune,  and  my  ure  ^ 
I  yeve  and  yelde  my  herte  to  the  full  fure. 
Humbly  hefechyng,  ladie,  of  thy  grace 
Me  to  oeftowin  fome  bleffid  plaie. 

And  here  I  vowe  me  faithfull,  true,  and  kind. 
Without  oifence  of  mutabilitie, , 
Hua^ibly  to  fcrve  while  I  have  wit  ajid.  mind, 


Myne  whole  affiaunce  anJ  my  ladie  fre, 
In  thilke  place  there  ye  me  figne  to  be  ; 
And  fith  this  thing  of  newe  is  yeve  me,  aie 
To  love  and  ferve  nedely  mull  I  obeie. 
Be  merciable  with  thy  fire  of  grace. 
And  fixe  mine  herte  there  beautie  is  and  routfc. 
For  bote  I  love  ;  determine  in  no  place, 
Saufe  only  this,  by  God  and  by  my  trouth 
Troublid  I  was  \vith  flombir,  flepe,  and  ilouthj 
Tliis  othir  night,  and  in  a  vilioun 
I  fe  a  woman  romin  up  and  doune 

Of  mcnc  ftature,  and  femely  to  behold?, 
Li  flie  and  frefli,  demure  of  countinaunce, 
Yong  and  well  fhap,  with  here  that  fhone  as  goldffj 
With  eyen  as  criftail,  fercid  %vith  plefaunee, 
And  fhe  gan  flirie  mine  herte  a  lite  to  daunce^ 
But  fodainlie  ihe  vanilhe  gan  right  there  • 
Thus  I  maie  faie  I  love  and  wote  not  where,- 

For  what  flie  is  ne  her  dwellyng  I  n'ot. 
And  yet  I  fele  that  love  diftreinith  me, 
Might  iche  her  knowe,  that  would  I  faine  GodvFet^ 
Serve  and  obeye  with  all  henignitie, 
And  if  that  othir  be  my  dellinie, 
So  that  no  wife  I  {hall  her  nevir  fe. 
Then  graunt  me  her  that  bell  maie  likin  me^ 

With  glad  rejoyce  to  live  in  perfite  hele, 
Devoide  of  wrathe,  repent,  or  variaunce. 
And  able  me  to  doe  that  maie  be  wele 
Unto  my  ladie  with  hertc's  hie  plefaunee  ; 
And,  mightie  goddes  1  through  thy  purviauncc 
My  wit,  my  thought,  my  luft,  and  love,  fo  guid? 
That  to  thine  honour  I  maie  me  provide 

To  fet  mine  hert  in  place  there  I  maie  likcy 
And  gladly  ferve  with  all  affeccion  ; 
Grete  is  the  pain  which  at  mine  hert  doth  fticke 
Till  I  be  fped  by  thyne  eleccion ; 
Hclpe,  ladie  goddes  !  that  pofTelTion 
r  might  of  her  have  that  in  all  my  life 
I  clepin  fhal  my  quene  and  hert'is  wife; 

And  in  the  Courte  cf  Love  to  dwell  for  aic 
My  will  is,,  and  doin  the  facrifice. 
Daily  with  Diane  eke  to  fight  and  fraie, 
And  holdin  werre,  as  might  will  me  fuffice  3. 
That  goddes  chafte  I  kepin  in  no  wife 
To  ferve ;  a  figge  for  all  her  chailite  ! 
Her  lawe  is  for  religioufite,. 

And  thus  gan  finifli  prayir,  laude,and  prelctj 
Whiche  that  I  yove  to  Venus  on  my  kne, 
And  in  myne  herte  to  pondir  and  to  peice 
I  gan  anone  her  image  fre{he  beautie  ; 
Heile  to  that  figure  fwete,  and  heile  to  the,- 
Cupide  !  (quod  I)  and  rofe  and  yede  niy  weie  % 
And  in  the  t-emple  as  I  yede  I  feie 

A  Ihrine  furmountyng  all  in  ftonis  riche. 
Of  whiche  the  force  was  plefaunee  to  mine  eye,^ 
With  diamonde  or  faphire  nevir  liche 
I  have  none  feen,ne  v^^rought  fo  wondirlie; 
So  when  I  met  with  Philobonc  in  hie 
-I  gan  demaunde  whofe  is  this  fepulture  ? 
Forfothe,  (quod  flie)  a  tendir  creature 

Is  Ihrinid  there,  and  Pitie  is  her  name;. 
She  fawe  an  egle  v/reke  hym  on  a  flie, 
And  plucke  l\is  v/ing,  and  eke  him,  in  his  game^ 


S4% 


THE    COURT    OF   LOVE. 


And  ten Jir  hcrte  of  thafhatli  made  her  die  ; 
Eke  fhe  would  wepe  and  moume  right  pitouily 
To  feen  a  lovir  fiiffre  grete  diflrelTe ; 
In  all  the  Courte  n'is  none,  as  I  do  gefie 

That  coud  a  lovir  half  fo  well  availe, 
Ne  of  his  wo  the  torment  or  the  rage 
Alkin,  for  he  was  fure'withoutin  fade 
That  of  his  grief  fhe  coud  the  hete  afwage  ; 
In  flede  of  Pitie  fpedith  hote  Corage 
The  mattirs  all  of  Courte;  now  fhe  is  dedde 
I  me  reporte  in  this  to  womanhedde;  •  [pray 

Forweile,  and  wepe,  and  eric,  and  fpeke,  and 
Women  would  not  have  pitie  on  thy  plaint, 
Ne  by  that  mene  to  efe  thine  herte  convaie. 
But  the  recevin  for  therowne  talent, 
And  faie  that  Pitie  caufith  them  confent 
Of  reuth  to  take  thy  fervice  and  thvf  paine, 
In  that  thou  maieft,to  plefe  thy  fovcraine. 

But  this  is  counfaijl,  kepe  it  fecretly, 
(Quod  file  ;)  I  n'olde  for  all  the  v/orlde  about 
The  quene  of  I>ove  it  wlft,  and  witte  ye  why  ? 
For  if  by  me  this  mattir  fpringin  out 
In  Courte  no  lengir  fhould  I  out  of  doubt 
Dwellin,  but  fhame  in  all  my  life  endry  : 
Now  kepe  it  clofe  (quod  fhe)  this  hardily. 

Well,  all  is  well  :  now  fliall  ye  feen,  fhe  faied, 
The  fairifl  ladie  undir  fonne  that  is  : 
Come  on  with  me  ;  demene  you  lich  a  malde 
With  fhamefafl  drede,  for  ye  fhall  fpeke  ywts- 
With  her  that  is  the  mirrour,  joie,  and  bliffe, 
But  fomwhat  flraunge  and  fad  of  her  demene 
She  is  :  bev/are  your  countinaunce  be  fene. 

Not  ovirlight,  ne  recheleffe,  ne  to  holde, 
Ne  malaperte,  ne  rennyng  with  your  tong, 
For  fhe  will  you  obeifai  and  beholde. 
And  you  demaunde  why  ye  wer  hens  fo  long 
Out  of  this  Courte,  without  refort  emong; 
And  Rouall  her  name  is  hote  aright, 
Whofe  herte  is  yet  yyevin  to  no  wight. 

And  ye  alfo  ben,  as  I  undirHonde, 
With  Love  but  light  avauncid  by  your  vrorde  ; 
Might  ye  by  hap  your  fredom  makin  bond. 
And  fall  in  grace  with  her,  and  wele  accojde. 
Well  might  ye  thanke  the  god  of  Love  and  lord, 
For  fhe  that  ye  fawe  in  your  dreme  appere 
To  love  foche  one  what  are  thei  then  the  nere  ? 

Yet  wote  ye  v^hat  ?  as  my  rememberaimce 
Me  yevith  nowe,  ye  faine  where  that  ye  faie 
That  yc  with  Love  han  nevir  acquaintaunce 
Save  in  your  dreme  right  late  this  Othir  dale ; 
Why,  yes  parde,  my  life  that  darft'I  laie 
1'hat  ye  were  caught  upun  an  hetii  when  I 
Sawe  you  complain  and  figli  full  pitoufly; 

Within  an  herbir  and  gardein  faire. 
Where  flowirs  growe  and  herbis  vertuous. 
Of  whiche  the  favour  fwete  was  and  the  eire, 
There  were  your  felf  full  hote  and  amorous  ; 
Ywis  ye  ben  to  nice  and  daungirous  ; 
I  would  ye  now  repent  and  love  fome  newe. 
Naie,  by  my  trothe,  I  faied,  I  nevir  knewe 

The  godcly  wight  whofe  I  flial  be  for  aye, 
Guide  lAe  the  Lorde,  that  love  hath  made  and  me : 
But  forthe  we  went  into  a  chambre  gaie 


There  was  Rofiall,  womanly  to  fe, 
Whofe  flremis,  fotill  perfyng  of  her  eye,       ^   ^ 
Mine  hert  gan  thrill  for  beatie  in  the  ftout^ae? 
Alas  (quod  I)  who  hath  me  yeve  this  wounde! 

And  then  I  drede  to  fpeke  till  at  the  lafle 
I  grete  the  ladie  reverently  and  wele, 
When  that  my  figh  was  gone  and  ovirpafte. 
And  doune  on  knees  full  humbly  gan  I  knele, 
Befechyng  her  my  fervent  wo  to  hele, 
For  there  I  toke  full  puipofe  in  my  mynde 
Unto  h^r  grace  my  painfull  herte  to  bynde. 

For  if  I  Riall  all  fully  her  difcrive 
Her  bed  was  rounde  by  compaffe  of  Nature, 
Her  eere  as  gold,  fhe  pafud  all  on  live, 
And  li^lie  forehed  had  this  creature, 
Wiih  livelilhe  browis,  flavve  of  colour  pure, 
Betwene  the  which  was  mene  dilTcveraunce, 
From  every  browe  to  fiiewin  a  diftaunce  ; 

Her  nofe  direfted  llreght,  and  even  as  line. 
With  forme  and  fhape  thereto  convenient, 
In  which  the  godis  miikewhite  path  doth  fhine, 
And  eke  her  eyen  ben  bright  and  orient 
As  is  the  fraatagde,  unto  my  judgement, 
Or  yet  thefe  fterris  hevenly  fmall  and  bright. 
Her  vifage  is  of  lovely  rede  and  white  ; 

Her  mouthe  is  fhort,  and'fhitte  in  litil  fpace, 
Flamyng  fomdele,  not  ovir  redde  I  mene. 
With  pregnaunt  lips,  and  thicke  to  kilTe  percace. 
For  lippis  thinne,  not  fat,  but  evir  lene, 
They  ferve  of  naught,  they  be  not  worth  a  bene,  ■ 
For  if  the  baffe  ben  full  there  is  delite  ; 
Maxlmian  truely  thus  doeth  he  write. 

But  to  my  purpofe  ;  I  faie  white  as  fnowe 
Ben  all  her  tethe,  aud  in  ordir  thei  ftonde 
Of  one  flature,  and  eke  her  breth  I  trowe 
Surmountith  all  odours  that  er  I  founde, 
In  fweteneffe,  and  her  body,  face,  and  honde, 
Ben  fharply  ilendir  fo  that  from  the  hedde 
Unto  the  fote  all  is  but  womanhedde. 
1  holde  my  pece  of  othir  thingis  hidde  ; 
Here  fhal  my  foule  and  not  my  tongbewrie  ; 
But  how  fhe  was  arraied,  if  ye  me  bidde. 
That  fhall  I  well  difcovir  you  and  faie  ; 
A  bende  of  gold  and  iilk  full  frefhe  and  gaie. 
With  her  intreffe  ybroudirid  full  wele. 
Right  fmothly  kept,  and  fhinyng  every  dele;  ' 

About  her  neckc  a  flower  of  frefli  devife, 
With  rubies  fet  that  luflie  were  to  fene. 
And  file  in  goune  was  light  and  fommir  wife, 
Shapin  full  wele,  the  colour  was  of  grene. 
With  aureat  fent  aboute  her  fidis  clene. 
With  divers  flonis  precious  and  riche  ; 
Thus  was  fhe  raied,  yet  fawe  I  nerher  lighe  i 

For  if  that  Jove  had  this  ladie  yfeine, 
Tho  the  faire  Califto  ne  Alcmena 
Thei  nevir  haddin  in  his  armis  leine, 
Ne  he  had  lovid  the  faire  Europa, 
Ye,  ne  yet  Danae  ne  Antiopa. 
For  all  ther  beautie  ftode  in  Rofiall- 
She  femid  lich  a  thyng  celeftiall, 

In  bountie,  favour,  porte,  and  fmiiiineffc 
Plefaunt  of  figure,  mirrour  of  delite  "  * 
Gracisus  to  feen,  rote  of  all  gcntilneffe 
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With  angell  vifage,  laflie,  redde,  and  white  ; 
There  was  not  lackj  faufe  Daungir  had  aiite 
This  godely  freihe  in  rule  and  govirnaunce, 
And  fomdele  ftraunge  ftie  was  for  her  plefaunce. 

And  truly  fone  I  toke  my  leve  and  went 
When  ftic  had  me  enquirid  what  I  was, 
For  more  and  more  impreflin  gan  the  dent 
Of  Lov'is  darte  while  I  behelde  her  face. 
And  efte  againe  I  come  to  fekin  grace, 
And  up  I  put  my  bill  with  fentance  clere 
That  foloweth  aftir ;  rede,  and  ye  fhall  here : 

O,  ye  freflle  lovelie  !  of  beautie  the  rote, 
That  Nature  hath  formid  fo  wele,  and  made 
iPrinces  and  quene,  and  ye  that  nlaie  do  bote 
Of  all  my  langoure  with  your  wordis  glad, 
Ye  woundi  J  me,  ye  made  me  wo  beftad ; 
Of  grace  red'reffe  my  mortal)  grefe,  as  ye 
Of  all  my  harme  the  very  caucir  be. 

Now  am  I  caught,  and  unware  fodainly, 
\Vith  perfaunt  flremis  of  youreyin  clere, 
Subje<3:c  to  ben  and  fervin  you  nlekely. 
And  all  your  man,  ywis,  my  ladle  dere ! 
Abidyng  grace,  of  whiche  I  you  requere, 
That  merclleffe  ye  caufe  me  not  to  fterve, 
But  guerdon  me  liche  as  I  maie  deferve  5 

For  by  my  trothe  the  dayis  of  my  breth 
I  am  and  will  be  your  in  will  aild  herte, 
Pacient  arid  mcke  for  you  to  fuffir  deth 
If  it  require  ;  now  rue  upon  my  fraerte 
And  this  1  fwere,  [  rievir  fhall  out  fterte 
From  Lov'is  Courte  for  none  stdverlite. 
So  ye  would  rue  on  my  diftreiTe  and  me. 

My  deftinie,  my  fate,  and  houre,  I  bliffe, 
That  have  rhe  fet  to  ben  obedient 
Onely  to  you,  the  floure  of  all  ywis ; 
I  truft  to  Venus  nevir  to  repent, 
For  evir  redy,  glad,  and  diligent, 
Ye  fhall  me  finde  in  fervice  to  your  grace 
Till  deth  my  life  out  of  my  body  rafe. 

Humble  unto  your  excellence  fo  digne 
Enforcing  aye  my  wittis  and  delite 
To  ferve  and  plefe  with  glad  herte  and  benigne, 
And  ben  as  Troilus,  Troie's  worthie  knight, 
Or  Antonie  for  Cleopatra  bright^ 
And  nevir  you  me  thinkis  to  renay  ; 
This  fhall  I  kepe  unto  myne  endyng  day. 

Enprint  my  fpeche  in  your  memoriail 
Sadly,  my  princes,  falve  of  all  my  fere ! 
And  thinke  that  for  I  would  becomin  thrall, 
And  ben  your  owne,  as  I  have  faied  before, 
Ye  muft  of  pitie  cherifhe  more  and  more 
Your  man,  and  tendir  aftir  his  deferte. 
And  give  hym  corage  for  to  ben  experte  : 

For  where  that  one  hath  fet  his  herte  on  fire. 
And  findith  ueithir  refute  ne  plefaunce, 
Ne  worde  of  comforte,  Deth  will  quite  his  hire ; 
Alas  that  there  ne  is  none  allegaunce 
Of  all  ther  wo  !  alas  the  gretc  grevaunce 
To  love  unloved  !  but  ye,  my  ladie  dere! 
In  other  wife  maie  governe  this  matere. 

Truly  gramercie,  frende  !  of  your  gode  will, 
And  of  your  profir  in  your  humble  wife^ 
But  for  your  fervice  take  and  kepe  it  flill : 
Vol.  I. 
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And  vvher  ye  faie  I  ought  you  well  to'  cherifhe. 
And  of  your  grefe  theremedie  devife, 
I  knowe  not  why  ;  1  n'am  acquaintid  well 
With  you,  ne  wote  not  fothly  where  ye  dwell. 

In  art  of  love  I  write  and  fongis  make, 
That  maie  be  fong  in  honour  of  the  kyng 
And  queue  of  Love,  and  then  I  undirtake 
He  thTvt  16  fadde  fliail  then  full  mery  fyng^ 
And  dangirous  not  ben  in  every  thyng : 
Befeche  I  you  but  feen  my  will  and  rede, 
And  let  your  anfwere  put  me  otit  of  drede. 

What  is  your  name  ?  reherfe  it  here,  I  praie  j 
Of  wbens  and  where,  of  what  condicion, 
That  ye  ben  of  :  let  fe ;  come  of  and  falc  ;  - 
Faine  would  I  knowe  your  difpoficion  : 
Ye  have  put  on  your  old  entencion, 
But  whatc  ye  mene  to  ferve  me  1  ne  wote, 
Saufe  that  ye  faie  ye  love  me  woundir  hote; 

My  name,  alas  my  h  erte !  why  makes  thou  flraunge  ? 
Philogenet  1  cal'd  am  ferre  and  nere. 
Of  Cambrige  clerke,  that  nevir  thinke  to  chaunge 
Fro  you,  that  vl^ith  your  hevenly  flremis  clere 
Raviflie  myne  herte  and  ghoft,  and  all  in  fere  : 
Since  at  the  firft:  I  write  my  bill  for  grace 
Me  thinke  I  fe  feme  mercie  in  your  face. 

And  what  I  mene,  by  God  that  al  hath  wrought  j 
My  bille  now  makith  final  mencidn. 
That  ye  ben  ladie  in  myne  inward  thought 
Of  all  niyne  herte  withoutin  ofFencion, 
That  I  befle  love,  and  have  fith  I  begon 
To  drawe  to  Courte ;  lo  then  what  might  I  faie  I 
1  yeld'e  me  here  unto  your  high  nobleye ; 

And  if  that  I  offende,  or  wilfully 
By  pompe  of  herte  your  precept  difobaie, 
Or  doen  againe  your  wille  unfkilfully. 
Or  grevin  you  for  ernefl  or  for  plaie, 
Correfte  ye  me  right  fharply  then  1  praie, 
As  it  is  feen  unto  your  womanhede. 
And  rewe  on  me,  or  els  I  n'ambut  dede. 

Naie,  God  forbcde  to  feffe  you  fo  with  grace, 
And  for  a  word  of  fugrid  eloquence 
To  have  compaffion  in  fo  lityl  fpace  ' 
Then  were  it  tyme  that  fome  of  us  wer  hens  5 
Ye  Ihall  not  finde  in  me  foche  infolence  : 
Aye,  what  is  this  !  maie  ye  not  fufFre  fight  ? 
How  maie  ye  loke  upon  the  candill  light, 

That  clere  is  and  hottir  then  is  myne  eye? 
And  yet  ye  faied  the  bemis  perfe  and  frete. 
How  fhall  ye  then  the  candill  light  endrie? 
For  well  wotte  ye  that  hath  the  fharpir  hete  t 
And  there  ye  bidde  me  you  corredl  and  bete 
If  ye  offende  ;  naie,  that  maie  not  be  doen  ; 
There  come  but  few  that  fpedin  here  fo  fone, 

Withdrawe  your  eye,  withdrawe  from  prefens 
Hurte  not  your  felf  through  foly  with  a  loke;  [eke; 
I  would  be  fory  fo  to  make  you  ficke ; 
A  woman  fliould  bev/are  eke  whom  fhe  toke  : 
Ye  beth  a  clerke,  go  ferchin  wel  my  boke 
If  any  women  ben  fo  light  to  winne  : 
Naie';  abide  a  while  tho  ye  were  all  my  kinne  ; ' 

So  fone  ye  maie  hot  win  myne  hert  in  truth; 
The  guife  of  Court  will  feen  your  ftedfaftneffe. 
And  as  you  doen  to  have  upon  you  reutli; 
M  m 
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Your  owne  deferte  and  lowly  gentilneffe 
That  will  reward  youjoye  for  hevineffe, 
And  the-  ye  waxin  pale,  and  grene,  and  dede. 
Ye  mufte  it  ufe  a  while  withoutin  drede, 

And  it  accept,  and  grutchin  in  no  wife  : 
But  wheras  ye  me  haflily  defire 
To  bene  to  love,  me  thinke  ye  be  not  wife  ; 
Cefc  of  your  language,  cefe  I  you  requere. 
Tor  he  that  hath  this  xx  yere  bene  here 
May  nat  optaine  ;  than  marvaile  1  that  ye 
33e  now  fo  bold  of  love  to  trete  with  me. 

A,  mercy,hert !  my  lady  and  my  love, 
ISiy  rightwife  princeffc  and  my  lyv'is  guide  ! 
ISIowe  may  I  plein  to  Venus  al  above 
That  routhles  ye  me  gave  this  wounde  fo  wide  : 
What  have  I  done  ?  why  may  it  not  betide 
That  for  my  trouthe  I  may  recevid  be  ? 
Alas  than  your  daungir  and  cruikie  ! 
L      In  woful  hoiire  1  gote  was,  welawey ! 
In  woful  hour  fuftirid  and  yfedde, 
3n  woful  hour  yborne,  that  I  ne  may 
iVTy  fuplicacion  fwetely  have  yfpedde  ; 
The  frofty  grave  and  cold  mufte  be  my  bcdde 
Withoute  ye  lift  your  grace  and  mercy  fhewe, 
Death  with  his  axe  fo  ^afte  on  me  doth  hewe. 
.  ■  So  grete  difefe  and  in  fo  litil  while, 
"So  litil  joy  that  felte  I  nevir  yet. 
And  at  my  wo  Fortune  ginnith  to  fmyle. 
That  nevir  erft  I, felte  fo  harde  a  fitte  ; 
Confoundid  ben  my  fpirites  and  my  witte 
Til  that  my  lady  take  me  to  her  cure 
Whiche  Ilovebefte  oferthely  creature. 

But  that  I  like  that  may  I  not  come  by. 
Of  that  1  plain  that  have  I  habondaunce; 
Sorov.-e  and  thought  they  fit  me  wondir  nye ; 
JVle  is  withhold  that  might  be  my  plefaunce  ; 
Y'et  turne  again  my  worldly  fuffifaunce, 

0  lady  bright !  and  faufe  your  faithful  true, 
And  or  I  die  yet  ones  upon  me  rewc. 

With  that  I  fell  in  founde  and  dede  as  ftone, 
With  coloure  flaine  and  wanne  as  afhe  pale. 
And  by  the  hande  fhe  caught  me  up  anon  ; 
Avlfe  !  (quod  fhe)  what,  have  ye  dro'nkin  dwale  ? 
Why  flepin  ye  ?  it  is  no  nitirtale. 
Now,  mercy,  fwete  !  (quod  1)  iwis  alTraied. 
What  thing  (quod  fhe)  hath  made  you  fo  difmaied  ? 

Now  wote  I  wel  that  ye  a  lovir  be. 
Your  hew  is  witneffe  in  this  thing,  flie  faid ; 
Yf  ye  werefecret  ye  might  knowe  (quod  fhe) 
*•  "ujrteife  and  kinde  all  this  fhuld  be  aleide  ; 
And  now,myne  hcrte  !  al  that  1  have  miflcid 

1  fhal  amend,  and  fet  your  herte  in  efe. 
That  worde  it  is  (quod  1)  that  doth  me  plefc. 

But  this  I  charge,  that  ye  the  ftentiskepe, 
And  breke  them  not  for  floth  nor  ignoraunce ; 
With  that  fhe  gan  to  fmile  and  laughin  depe. 
Ywis  (quod  I)  1  will  do  your  plefaunce ; 
I'he  xvi  ftatute  doth  me  grete  grevaunce, 
But  ye  muft  thatreleffe  or  modifie. 
J  graunte,  (quod  Ihe)  and  fo  I  wil  truly. 

And  foftely  than  her  coloure  gan  appeire 
As  rofc  fo  red  throughout  her  vifage  al, 
Whcrfore  me  thinke  that  it  'is  according  here 


That  fhe  of  right  be  clepid-  Rofial.  . 

Thus  have  1  wonne  with  wordis  gret  and  fmal 
Some  godely  worde  of  her  that  I  love  beft. 
And  truft  ftie  fhall  yet  fette  mine  herte  in  reft. 

Goth  on,  fhe  faid  to  Philobone,  and  take 
This  man  with  you,  and  ledt  him  al  aboute 
Within  the  Courte,  and  fhewe  him  for  my  fake 
What  lovirs  dwel  within,  and  al  the  route 
Of  oflicirs,  for  he  is  oute  of  doute 
A  ftraungir  yet.    Come  on,  (quod  Philobone) 
Philogenet,  with  me  nowe  muft  ye  gon. 

And  ftalking  fofte  with  efy  pace  I  fawc 
Aboute  the  king  yftondin  environ 
Attendaunce,  Diligence,  and  ther  felow 
Forthirir  Afperauncc,  and  many  one, 
Dred  to  offende  there  ftode,  and  not  alone, 
For  there  was  eke  the  cruil  adverfarye. 
The  lovirs  fo,  that  cleped  isDifplefure, 

Whiche  unto  me  fpake  angrily  and  felle, 
And  faid.  My  lady  me  difTevin  fhall ; 
Troweft  thou  (quod  fhe)  that  al  that  fhe  did  tell 
Is  true  ?  nay,  nay,  but  undir  bony  gall 
■J'hy  birth  and  hers  thei  be  nothing  egal ; 
Cafte  of  thine  herte  for  all  her  wordis  white, 
For  gode  faith  fhe  lovith  the  but  alite  ; 

And  eke  remembre  thine  habilite 
May  not  compare  with  her,  this  wel  thou  wot. 
Ye,  than  come  Hope,  and  faid.  My  frende,  let  be, 
Beleve  him  not ;  Difpaire  he  ginnith  dote. 
Alas,  (quod  I)  here  is  both  cold  and  bote  ! 
The  tone  me  biddith  love,  the  todir  nay, 
Thus  wote  I  not  what  me  is  bcft  to  fay  ; 

But  wel  wote  I  my  lady  grauntid  me 
Truly  to  be  my  wound'is  remedy  ; 
Her  gentilneffe  may  not  infedlid  be 
With  doubleneffe,  thus  trufl  I  til  I  die  ; 
So  caft  1  voide  Difpairib  company. 
And  takin  Hope  to  council  and  to  frende.    •  ■■ 
Yea,  kepe  that  wel  (quod  Philabonc)  in  minde. 

And  there  befide,  within  a  bay  window^e, 
Stod  one  in  grene  ful  large  of  bred  and  length, 
His  herd  as  black  asfethirs  of  the  crow. 
His  name  wasLuft, of  wo  undir  might  andftrengtb, 
And  with  Delite  to  argue  there  he  thinkth, 
For  this  was  alway  his  opinion 
That  love  was  ftnne,  and  fo  he  hath  begonne. 

To  rcfon  fafte,  and  ledge  audorite. 
Nay,  (quod  Delite)  Love  is  a  vertue  clere 
And  from  the  foule  his  progrcffe  holdith  he; 
Blinde  appetite  of  Luft  doth  oftin  ftere. 
And  that  is  iinne,  tor  rcfon  lackith  there. 
For  thou  doeft  think  thyneighbour'swife  towinne. 
Yet  thinke  it  wel  that  love  may  not  be  fmne  : 

For  God  and  feint  they  love  right  verily, 
Voide  of  al  fynne  and  vife,  this  know  I  wel! ; 
Affeccion  of  fieflie  is  fmnc  truly. 
But  vtrray  love  is  vertue,  as  1  fele. 
For  verray  love  may  freile  dcfire  ackele, 
For  love  is  love  withoutin  any  fmne. 
Npwc^flint,  (quod  Lufte)  thou  fpekeft  not  worth  a 
And  there  I  left  them  iu  thcr  arguing      [plnnc^ 
Roming  ferthir  into  the  caftil  wide, 
And  iu  a  cornir  Licr  ftode  talkins: 
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i)f  Icfings  {'aft  with  Flatery  there  befide ; 
He  laid  that  women  were  attire  of  pride, 
And  men  were  founde  of  nature  variaunte, 
And  coulde  be  falfe  and  (hewin  beau  femblaunt. 

Than  Flatiry  beipake,  and  faid,  Iwia, 
Se,  fo  Ihe  goth  on  patius  faire  and  fete, 
It  doth  right  well  ;  what  pretty  man  is  this 
That  romith  here  ?  now  truly  drink  ne  mete 
Nede  I  not  have,  mine  herte  for  joye  doth  bete 
Him  to  beholde,  fo  is  he  godely  i'reflie, 
It  femeth  for  love  his  herte  is  tendre'  and  nesflr:. 

This  is  the  Courte  of  lufly  folke  and  glad, 
And  wel  becometh  ther  abite  and  arraye  j 
O  !  why  be  fom  fo  fory  and  fo  fadde, 
Complaining  thus  in  blak,  and  white,  and  gray  ? 
Freris  they  ben  and  monkis  in  gode  fay  : 
Alas  for  routh !  gret  dole  it  is  to  fene 
To  fe  them  thus  bewaile  and  fory  bene. 

Se  how  they  crie  and  wring  ther  handis  whit 
For  they  fo  fone  went  to  rclfgion. 
And  eke  the  nonnes  with  vail  and  wimple  plight 
I'her  thought  that  th^y  ben  in  confufion  : 
Alas  !  they  fain  we  fain  perfeccion 
In  clothis  wide  and  lacke  our  libertie, 
Eut  al  the  finne  mote  on  our  frendis  be  : 

For  Venus  vvote  we  wold  as  faine  as  ye. 
That  bene  attirid  here  and  wel  befene, 
Defyrin  man,  and  love  in  our  degre 
Ferme  and  faithful,  right  as  ywold  the  quene  : 
Our  frendis  wicke,  in  tendir  youth  and  grene, 
Ayenft  our  will  made  us  religious, 
That  is  the  caufe  we  mourne  and  wailin  thus. 

Then  faide  the  monke  and  freris  in  the  tide, 
Wel  may  we  curfe  our  abbis  and  our  place. 
Our  ftatutes  fharpe  tofing  in  copis  wide, 
Chaftely  to  kepe  us  oiite  of  Lov'is  grace,     • 
And  nevir  to  fele  comforte  ne  folace, 
Yet  fuffre  we  the  hete  of  Lovis  tire, 
And  aftir  othir  happly  we  defire. 

O  Fortune  courfid  !  why  nowe  andwherfore 
Haft  thou,  they  faid,  berafte  us  libertie, 
Sithe  Natute  yave  us  inftrument  in  llore, 
And  appetite  to  love  and  lovirs  be  ? 
"Why  mot  we  fuffer  foche  adverfite 
Diane  to  ferve  and  Venus  to  refufe  ? 
Ful  oftin  fythe  this  matier  doth  us  mufe. 

We  ferve  and  honour  fore  ayenfte  our  will 
Of  Chaftite  the  goddcs  and  the  quene ; 
Us  lefir  were  with  Venus  bidin  ftil, 
And  have  reward  for  Love,  and  foget  bene 
Unto  thefe  women  courtely,  freftie  and  fliene. 
Fortune  !  we  curfe  thy  whele  of  variaunce, 
Ther  we  were  wel  thou  revift  our  plefaunce. 

Thus  leve  I  them  with  voice  of  plaint  and  care 
In  raging  wo  criyng  fulpitoufly; 
And  as  I  yede  ful  nakid  and  ful  bare 
Some  I  beholde  loking  difpiteoufly. 
On  Povirte  that  dedly  caft  ther  eye, 
^nd  Welaway  they  cried,  and  were  not  faine, 
For  they  ne  might  ther  glad  defire  attaine. 

For  lacke  of  richefie  worldly  and  of  gode 
They  banne,  and  eurfe,  and  wepe,  and  fain  Alas ! 
That  poverte'  hath  us  hent  that  whilom  ilode 


At  hert'is  efc,  and  fre,  and  in  gode  c-afe, 
But  now  we  dare  not  Ihevv  our  felfc  in  place, 
Nc  us  embolde  to  dwel  in  company 
There  as  our  hert  wold  love  right  faithfully. 

And  yet  againewarde  fhrikid  every  nonnc, 
The  pange  of  love  fo  ilrainith  them  to  crie  ; 
Nowe  wo  the  time  (quod  they)  that  we  be  boun ! 
This  hateful  ordre  nife  wil  doen  us  die. 
We  figh  and  Ibbbe,  and  bleding  inwardly, 
Fretiag  our  felfe  with  thought  and  hard  complaintj 
That  nye  for  love  we  waxm  wode  and  faint. 

And  as  I  flode  beholding  here  and  there 
I  was  ware  of  a  forte  ful  languifhing, 
Savage  and  wilde  of  loking  and  of  chere, 
Ther  manteilles  and  tlier  clothis  ey  tering,     , 
Aud  ofte  they  were  of  Nature  complaining. 
For  they  ther  membirs  lackid  fote  and  hand. 
With  vifage  wry,  and  blinde  I  undirlland. 

They  lackid  fliap  and  beautie  to  preferre 
Them  felf  in  love,  and  laid  that  God  and  Kind- 
Hath  forgid  them  to  worlhippin  the  llerre 
Venus  the  bright,  and  leftin  al  behinde 
His  othir  werkis  clene  and  oute  of  minde. 
For  othir  have  ther  full  fliappe  and  beautie. 
And  we  (quod  they)  ben  in  deformite. 

And  nye  to  them  there  was  a  company 
That  have  the  Sullirs  waried  and  miflaide, 
I  mene  the  thre  of  fatall  Defline, 
That  be  our  werdis  ;  fodenly  abraide 
Oute  gan  they  crie  as  they  had  ben  affraied. 
We  curfe  (quod  they)  that  evir  hath  Nature 
Yformid  us  this  wofull  life  to'  endure. 

And  there  he  was  contrite  and  gan  repent, 
Confefling  whole  the  wounde  that  Cithere 
Hath  with  the  darte  of  hote  defire  him  fent. 
And  howe  that  he  to  Love  mufte  fubjedt  be. 
Than  held  he  al  his  fkornis  vanite,  " 

iVnd  faid   hat  lovirs  iede  a  bliflid  life, 
Yong  men  and  olde,  and  widowe,  maid,  and  wifcj. 

Bereve  me,  goddefie,  (quod  he)  of  thy  might 
My  fkornis  al  and  fkofhs  that  I  have,' 
No  powir  for  to  mockin  any  wight 
That  in  thy  fervice  dwel,  for  I  did  rave,- 
This  knowe  I  wel  right  now,  fo  God  me  fave,. 
And  I  flial  be  the  chief  polt  of  thy  faith. 
And  love  uphold,  the  revers  who  l"o  liiith. 

DiJJembh  ftode  not  ferre  from  him  in  trouthj. 
With  party  mantil,  party  hode  and  hofe, 
And  faid  he  had  upon  his  lady  routh. 
And  thus  he  wound  him  in  and  gan  to  glofe, 
Of  his  entent  full  double  I  fuppofe. 
And  al  the  worlde  he  faid  he  loved  it  wele, 
But  ay  me  thought  he  loved  her  nere  adele. 

Eke  Shamefujl.iejfe  was  there,  as  I  toke  hede, 
That  blulhid  rede,  and  daril  nat  ben  akiiowe 
She  lovir  was,  for  therof  had  fhe  drede; 
She  {lode  and  hing  her  vifage  downe  alowe. 
But  foche  a  tight  it  was  to  fene  I  trowe 
As  of  thefe  rofis  rody  on  ther  tialke, 
Ther  coud  no  wight  her  fpy  to  fpeke  or  talks,. 

In  Lov'is  arte  fo  gan  Ihe  to  abafiie, 
Ne  durft  not  uttir  al  her  privite, 
Many  a  ftripe  axid  many'  a  grevoufe  lafhe 
M  m  ij 
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She  gave  to  them  that  woldin  lovirs  be, 
And  hindered  fore  the  fimple  comi'nakie, 
That  in  no  wife  durft  grace  and  mercie  crave, 
tor  were  not  fhe  they  nede  but  alke  and  have  ; 

Where  yf  they  now  aprochin  for  to  fpeke, 
Than  EhamefaJineJJ's  rcturnith  thehi  again, 
'I'hcy  thinke  if  we  our  fecret  counfel  breke 
Our  ladies  wil  have  fcorne  on  us  certein, 
And  peravinture  thinkin  grete  difdain  ; 
Thus  Shcimi-fufljiijp  may  bringin  in  Difpeif  e  ; 
When  fhe  is  dede  the  todir  will  be  heirc. 

Come  forth  Avauntir,  now  I  ring  thy  bel ; 
1  fpied  him  fone  to  God  I  make  a  vowe; 
He  lokid  black  as  fendis  doth  in  hell. 
The  firlle  (quod  he)  that  evir  did  I  wowe 
Within  a  worde  ihe  come,  1  wotte  not  how, 
So  that  in  armis  was  my  lady  fre, 
And  fo  hath  ben  a  thoufande  mo  than  fhe 

In  England,  Britain,  Spain,  and  Picardie, 
Artois,  and  Fraunce,  and  up  in  Hie  Holande, 
In  Burgoine,  Naples,  and  in  Italye, 
Navarre,  and  Grece,  and  up  in  Hethin  lond ; 
Was  nevir  woman  yet  that  wolde  withflond. 
To  ben  at  commaundement  whan  I  wolde  ; 
I  lackid  neithir  filver  coigne  ne  gold  : 

And  there  1  met  with  this  eflate  and  that, 
And  here  I  brochid  her,  and  here,  I  trowe  : 
Lo  !  there  goeth  one  of  myn  ;  and  wotte  ye  what? 
Yon  freihe  attirid  have  I  leide  ful  lowe  ; 
And  foche  one  yondir  eke  right  wel  I  knowe  ; 
I  kep-te  the  flatute  whan  we  lay  ifere. 
And  yet  yon  fame  hath  made  me  right  gode  chere. 

Thus  hath  Avauntir  blowin  every  where 
Al  that  he  knoweth,  and  more  a  thoufande  fold  ; 
His  aunciflrie  of  kinne  was  to  Lier, 
For  firflc  he  makith  promife  for  to  hold 
His  ladis  council,  and  it  not  unfoldc, 
Wherfcre  the  fecrete  when  he  doth  unfliitte 
'fhan  lyith  he  that  all  the  worlde  maye  witte. 

For  falfmg  fo  his  promife  and  beheile 
1  wondir  fore  h^  hath  foche  fantafie  ; 
He  lackith  witte  I  trowe  or  is  a  belte, 
'I'hat  can  no  bette  himfelfe  with  refon  gay  ; 
By  mine  advice  Love  fhall  be  contrarie 
To  his  avaij,  and  him  eke  difhonoure, 
So  that  in  Courte  he  fhall  no  more  fojoure. 
Take  hede  (quod  flie  this  litil  Philobone) 
Where  Envie  rockith  in  the  cornir  yondc, 
And  fittith  derke,  and  ye  fhal  fe  anone 
His  lenebodie,  his  fading  face  and  honde; 
Him  felf  he  frettith,  as  I  undirftondc, 
Witneffe  of  Ovide  Metamorphofofe  ; 
1"he  lovir's  fo  he  is,  I  will  not  glofe  : 

For  where  a  lovir  thinkith  him  promote 
Envie  wil  grutche,  repining  at  his  wele  ; 
It  fwellith  fore  about  his  hertis  rote. 
That  in  no  wife  he  canne  not  live  in  hele; 
And  if  the  faithful  to  his  lady  flele 
Envie  will  noife  and  ringe  it  rounde  aboute, 
And  fey  moch  worfe  than  done  is  out  of  doute. 
And  Privie  Thought,  rejoyfmg  of  him  felfe, 
Stode  not  feire  thens  in  abite  mervilous; 
Yoji  is,  thought  Ij  feme  fpirite  or  fonie  elfc, . 


His  fotil  image  is  fo  curious ; 
How  is  (quod  I)  that  he  is  fhadid  thus 
With  yondir  cloth,  I  n'ot  of  what  coloure  ? 
And  nere  I  went,  and  gan  to  lere  and  pore. 

And  fainid  him  a  queftion  ful  harde ; 
Whate  is  (quod  f )  the  thing  thou  lovifl  beftcy     , 
Or  what  is  bote  unto  thy  painis  harde  ? 
Me  thinke  thou  livifl  here  in  gret  unreft, 
'J  hou  wandrift  aye  from  fouth  to  efl  and  wcfl^ 
And  eft  to  northe  :  as  ferre  as  I  canne  fe 
There  is  no  place  in  Court  may  holdin  the. 

Whom  folowefl  thou  ?  wher  is  thy  hert  ifet  ^ 
But  my  demaunde  afoile  I  the  require. 
Me  thought  (quod  he)  no  creature  may  let 
Me  to  ben  here  and  where  as  I  defire, 
For  whare  as  Abfence  hath  done  out  the  fire 
My  mery  thought  it  kindeleth  yet  againe. 
That  bodily  me  thinke  with  my  foveraine 

I  ftand,  and  fpeke,  and  laugh,  and  kiffe,  andhalfe. 
So  that  my  thought  comfortith  me  ful  oft ; 
I  think,  God  wote,  thsugh  al  the  world  be  falfe 
I  wil  be  true  ;  I  thinke  alfo  howe  fofte 
My  lady  is  in  fpeche,  and  this  on  loft 
Bringith  mine  herte  with  joie  and  gret  gladnelTe, 
This  privey  thought  alaieth  mine  hevineffe. 

And  whate  I  thinke  or  where  to  be  no  man 
In  al  this  erthe  can  tel  ywis  but  I, 
And  eke  there  n'is  no  fwalow  fwift  ae  fwan 
So  wight  of  wing,  ne  halfe  fo  yerne  can  file, 
For  I  canne  ben,  and  that  right  fodenly, 
In  heven,  in  hell,  in  paradife,  and  here, 
And  with  my  lady  whan  I  wil  defire. 

I  am  of  counfel  fcrre  and  wide  I  wots 
With  lorde  and  lady,  and  ther  privitie 
I  wotte  it  al,  and  be  it  bote  or  colde 
They  fhall  not  fpeke  without  licence  of  me  ; 
I  myne  in  foche  as  fefonable  be, 
For  iirfte  the  tbing  is  thought  within  the  hert 
Er  any  worde  oute  from  the  mouth  aflerte. 

And  with  that  word  Thought  bad  farewel  and 
Eke  furthe  went  I  to  fene  the  L'ourt'is  guife,  [yede; 
And  at  the  dore  came  in,  fo  God  me  fpede, 
Twenty  courteours  of  age  and  of  afhfe, 
Liche  high  and  brode,  and  as  I  me  advife 
l"he  Gold  in  Love  and  Ledin  Love  they  hight. 
The  tone  was  fad,  the  t'odir  glad  and  light. 

Yes,  draw  your  hert  with  all  your  force  and 
To  luftineffe,  and  ben  as  ye  have  feid,  [might 

And  thinke  that  I  no  drope  of  favour  hight, 
Ne  ner  had  unto  your  defire  obeide, 
Til  fodenly  me  thought  me  was  alfraied 
To  fene  you  waxe  fo  dede  of  countinaunce. 
And  Pite  bade  me  done  you  fome  plefaunce  ; 

Oute  of  her  flirine  fhe  rofe  from  deth  to  live. 
And  in  mine  ere  ful  privily  fhe  fpake. 
Doth  not  your  fervaunt  hens  away  to  drive, 
Rofial,  (quod  file)  and  than  mine  herte  brake. 
For  tendiriche,and  where  I  founde  moch  lackc 
In  your  perfone,  then  I  my  felf  bethought. 
And  laide  This  is  the  man  myne  herte  hath  fought. 

Gramei-cy!   Pite,  might  I  not  fuffice  " 

Toyeve  due  laude  unto  thy  fhrine  of  golde  I 
God  wotte  I  wold,  for  fith  that  ye  did  rifft  " 
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Prom  deth  to  live  for  me  1  am  behold 

To  thankin  you  a  thoiiland  tymis  toldc, 

And  eke  my  lady  Rdfial  the  fhene, 

Whiche  hath  in  comforte  fet  mine  herte  I  wene. 

And  here  I  make  myne  proteftacion, 
And  depely  fwere  as  mine  powir  to  bene 
Faithful,  devoide  of  variacion, 
And  her  forbere  in  angir  or  in  tene, 
And  fervlceable  to  my  woild'is  quene 
With  al  my  refon  and  intelligence, 
To  done  her  honour  high  and  reverence. 

I  had  not  fpoke  fo  fone  the  worde  but  fhe 
My  foverain  did  thanke  me  hertily. 
And  faid,  Abide,  ye  flial  dwelle  flill  with  me 
Till  fefon  come  of  May,  for  than  truly 
The  king  of  Love  and  al  his  company 
Shall  holde  his  fefte  ful  rially  and  welle ; 
And  there  I  bode  til  that  the  fefon  felle. 

On  May-day  whan  the  lark  began  to  ryfe 
To  matins  went  the  lufty  nightingal 
Within  a  temple  Ihapin  hauthorn  wife. 
He  might  not  flepe  in  all  the  nyghtirtale, 
But  Doming  labia  gan  he  crie  and  gale ; 
J[fy  lippis  opin,  lord  of  Love,  I  crie, 
And  let  my  mouth  thy  pratjing  noiv  beivrye. 

The  cgle  fang  Venite  bodies  al, 
And  let  usjoye  to  Love,  that  is  oure  helth. 
And  to  the  defke  anon  they  gan  to  fall, 
And  who  came  late  he  precid  in  by  flelth, 
Then  faied  the  faucon,  o^r  owen  hertis  welth, 
Domine  Dcmlnus  nojler,  1  wote 
Te  be  the  god  that  donne  us  brenne  thus  hole. 

Call  enarrant,  faid  the  popingay, 
Youi  might  is  told  in  heven  and  firmament, 
And  then  came  in  the  goldfinche  freflie  and  gay. 
And  faied  this  pfalme  with  hertely  glad  intent, 
Domini  ejl  terra,  this  Latin  intent 
The  god  oj  Lo-ve  hath  yerth  ingovirnaunce. 
And  than  the  wren  gan  fcippin  and  to  daunce ; 

Jube  Domine,  0  lorde  ofLo'ue  !  I  pray 
Commaunde  me  ivel  this  lejfon  for  to  rede. 
This  legende  is  of  al  that  woldin  dye 
Martirs  for  Love,  God  yefthf  foidis  fpede, 
And  to  the  Venus  finge  we  oute  of  drede, 
By  influence  of  al  thy  vertue  grete, 
Befeching  the  to  kepe  us  in  our  hete. 

The  feconde  leffon  robin  redebrefte  fang, 
Hail  to  the  god  and  goddes  of  our  lay  ! 
And  te  th<;  ledlorn  amorily  he  fprang. 
Hail,  (quod  he)  o  thou  frelhe  fefon  of  May ! 
Our  monith  glad  that  fingin  on  the  fpray. 
Hail  to  the  flouris.rede,  and  white,  and  blev/e, 
Whiche  by  ther  vertue  makith  our  lufi  new  ! 

The  thirde  leffon  the  turtil  dove  toke  up, 
And  therat  lough  the  mavis  in  a  fcorne, 
Jle  feidj  0  God !  as  rao,te  I  dine  or  fuppe 
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This  foliflie  dove  wll  gife  us  al  an  home, 
There  ben  right  here  a  M.  bettir  borne 
To  rede  this  leffon,  whiche  as  wel  as  he, 
And  eke  as  bote,  can  love  in  al  degre. 

The  turtil  dove  faid,  Wclcom,  welcom  May,- 
Gladfom  and  light  to  lovirs  that  ben  trewe, 
I  thanke  the  lord  of  Love  that  doth  purvey 
For  me  to  rede  this  leffon  al  of  dcwe. 
For  in  gode  foth  of  corage  I  purfue 
To  ferve  my  make  tyll  deth  us  muft  departe, 
And  than  T«  autem  fang  he  al  aparte. 

Te  Deum  amoris  fang  the  thruftil  cocke, 
Tuball  him  felf  the  firfle  mufician 
With  key  of  armony  coude  not  onlocke 
So  fwete  a  tewne  as  that  the  thruflil  can, 
The  lorde  of  Love  -we  praifin  (quod  he)  than, 
And  fo  done  al  the  foulis  grct  and  lite. 
Honour  we  May  in  fals  lovirs  difpite. 

Dominus  regnavif,  faid  the  pecocke  there, 
The  lord  of  Love,  that  mighty  prince  iwis. 
He  is  recemd  here  and  every  ivhere. 
Nowe  Jubilate  fang,  what  menith  this  ? 
Said  than  the  lynet,  Wekom  lord  of  blijfs. 
Oute  flerte  the  owle  with  BmeJicite .' 
What  menith  al  this  mery  fare  ?  (quod  he.) 

Laudate  fang  the  larke  with  voice  ful  ihril, 
And  eke  the  kight  0  adiiirabiU! 
This  quire  wil  throw  min  eris  pers  and  thril. 
But  what?  welcom  this  May  fefon  (quod he) 
And  honoure  to  the  lord  of  Love  mote  be, 
That  hath  this  fefte  fo  folempne  and  fo  hie  ; 
Atnen  faid  al,  and  fo  faid  eke  the  pie. 

And  forth  the  cockowe  gan  procede  anoti 
With  BenediBus  !   thanking  God  in  haft 
That  in  this  May  wode  vifite  them  echon, 
And  gladdin  them  al  while  the  feft  Ihal  lafl„ 
And  therwithal  a  laughtir  oute  he  brafte, 
I  thanke  it  God  tliat  I  lliuld  ende  the  forvg, 
And  al  the  fervice  whiche  hath  ben  fo  long. 

Thus  fang  they  al  the  fervice  of  the  fefte, 
And  that  was  done  right  erly  to  my  dome, 
And  furth  goth  al  the  Courte  both  moft  and  left 
To  fetche  the  flouris  frefli,  and  braunch,  and  blom 
Andnamelyhauthornbroughtbothpageandgrorc 
With  frefh  garlantis,  party  blew  and  white. 
And  than  rejoyfin  in  ther  grete  delite. 

Eke  eche  at  othir  threwe  the  flouris  bright 
The  prymerofe,  the  violete,  and  the  gold. 
So  than  as  I  beheld  the  roial  fight 
My  lady  gan  me  fodenly  behold. 
And  with  a  trewe  love  plitid  many'  a  folde 
She  fmot  me  through  the  very  herte  as  bliTO? 
And  Venus  yet  I  thanke  1  am  alive. 
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THE     REMEPIE     OF     LOVE. 

Tbi's  booh,  (akenfor  the  mojl  part  out  of  The  "Proverbs  of  Solomon,  is  a  warning  to  tah 
heed  of  the  deceitful  company  of  women, 
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Deyng  the  manyfolde  inconvenience 

Falling  by  unbrydlid  profperite, 

Whiche  is  not  temprjd  with  moral  prudence, 

Nothing  more  welthie  than  in  youth'is  frelte, 

Movid  I  am  bothe  of  right  and  equite 

To  youth'is  wele  fomwhat  for  to  endite 

Whereby  he  may  himfelfin  fafecondite. 

And  firfle  I  note  as  a  thinge  mofl;  noyous, 
And  unto  youth  a  grevotis  malady, 
Amongis  us  callid  love  encombrous, 
Vexyng  alway  yonge  peple  ftraungely, 
Oftin  by  force  it  caufith  'hem  to  dye, 
And  age  is  alfo  turmentid  by  Ipve, 
I  mene  bineth  the  girdle'  and  not  above. 

Wherfore  this  werke,  vhiche  is  right  laborous. 
For  age  me  nedith  nat  in  honde  to  take, 
'Yo  youthe  me  owith  to  be'  obfequious; 
3Sfowe  I  begin  thus  to  worke  for  his  fake, 
Whiche  may  the  fervence  of  love  aOake, 
To  the  lovir  as  a  mitigative, 
To  him  that  is  none  a  prefervative. 

That  mighty  lorde  whiche  that  me  govirneth, 
'Tis  Youthe  I  mene,  mefure  if  that  I  pace 
In  every  matir  whiche  that  him  con.cerneth  : 
Firfl,as  is  behoveful,  I  wol  afke  grace, 
And  forthyvithal  now  in  this  fame  place 
Er  I  begin  I  wol  ykncle  and  fay 
Thefe  fewe  wordis,  and  him  of  helpe  praye  : 

Thou  flouring  Youth,  whiche  haft  the  avauntage 
In  flrength  of  body,  in  lufle,  and  beaute, 
Alfp  a  precelling  halle  above  Age 
In  many'  a  finguler  commodite, 
Howe  be  it  one  thing  he  hath  beyonde  the 
To  thy  mofl  proflte  and  gretill  availe, 
Whiche  fhuld  the  conduit,  I  mene  fad  counfaile. 

And  yet,  gode  lorde,  of  a  prefumpcion 
1  n'il  deprave  thy  might  and  deite, 
I  lyve  but'undir  thy  proteiflion, 
I  am  thy  fubjetfte,  I  were  thy  lyverie,         ; 
For  thou  arte  groundc  of  my  profperite. 


And  frefliifl  flowlr  of  al  my  garlande, 
My  fingu'ler  aide,  as  I  well  undirflande. 

But  as  he  that  oweth  his  lorde  beft  fervi^e 
And  entire  faithe,  his  honour  to  fupporte. 
Right  fo  I  fpeke,  and  in  none  othir  wife  ; 
I  knowlege  my  felf  one  of  the  lefl  forte 
Of  thy  fervauntes,  to  our  eldirs  comforte, 
Drawe  fadde  counfaile  unto  the  if  thou  lifle. 
The  and  thy  powir  who  maie  then  refifle  ? 

Fie  on  Age,  I  fay,  undir  wordis  fewe, 
And  his  erroneous  opinion  I 
What  fpekifl  of  him  whiche  faieth  mofle  untrue 
All  youth  to  be  of  ill  difpoficion  ? 
Dampnith  us  all  without  excepcion. 
And  for  a  colerable  avauntage 
He  faieth  in  hym  reflith  all  counfaill  fage. 

Well  fothly  maie  fadde  counfaile  in  him  refl, 
But  yet  his  dedis  ben  full  ferre  therefro  ; 
He  maie  wel  fayin  with  our  parifhe  preft, 
Doith  as  1  faie  and  not  as  I  do  ; 
For  I  my  felfin  know  wele  one  or  two 
Well  flrickin  in  age  that  for  neighbourhedde 
Ywollin  to  ther  neighbours  wivisbedde. 

He  will  in  prefence  of  the  yonge  man 
Her  clippe  and  kifie,  ye,  and  her  doune  ylaie, 
And  to  blere  his  eye  thus  he  fayith  than, 
O  fuffre  yet  olde  Morell  for  to  plaie. 
Now  have  I  doin  that  I  can  or  maie  : 
Thus  he  fayith  her  hufband  for  to  queme, 
That  he  nor  no  man  fhouldin  not  mifdeme. 

In  worde  nor  dede  nedith  him  not  be  coie, 
It'is  impoflible  that  he  doe  amifTe  : 
If  the  yong  man  fpeke,  anon  he  faieth,  Bole, 
To  rebuke  age  befemeth  the  not  iwis  : 
And  thus  his  olde  face  aye  his  warrant^is  ; 
All  is  in  hym  but  fleight  and  fubtilte. 
And  ferre  from  right  refon,  I  tellin  the. 

And,  fliortly ,  Age  is  not  abovin  me  ; 
Age  is  impotent,  and  of  no  refiftence ; 
Age  unweldie  ne  maie  not  fight  nor  fie ; 
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What  werin  Age  witboutin  my  defence  ? 
Sad  counfaile  laicft,  Givith  hym  afliftence  ; 
Right  refon  is  frefliift  where  that  I  amc, 
Wherfore  in  thy  faiyng  thou  art  to  blame. 

Sith  refon  to  me  is  rathir  accompanied 
Then  unto  Age,  whiche  is  the  opinion 
Of  every  wife  man  not  to  be  denied, 
And  fith  fad  counfaile  procedith  of  refon. 
Sad  counfaile  in  me  hath  his  chefe  mancion  ; 
This  is  no  naie  ;  but  what  then  is  the  ende 
Of  this  thy  fuafion ;  what  doeft  entende  ? 

Age  to  compare  unto  thync  excellence       « 
I  n'ill  prefunie  hymfoto  dignifie, 
Ye  be  not  egall,how  he  it  Experience 
Hym  avauntageth,  for  ihe  mofte  certainly 
Hym  techith  what  thing  to  hym  is  contrary, 
And  ofte  to  fore  fe  'and  warily  efchewe 
Whiche  thou  nevir  affaidift  yet  nor  knewc. 

Experience  makith  a  man  mofte  certain 
Of  thing  erthly,  and  of  neceflite 
Sad  counfaile  requirith  certaintie  plain. 
So  ferre  to  movin  thus  whereto  nede  we  ? 
But  to  my  purpofe,  as  thou  commaundeft  me; 
Shortly  mine  entent  is  thus,  and  none  other, 
Under  thy  licence  to  counfaile  my  brother. 

How  ftiouldift  give  any  counfaile  fo  yong, 
Lacking  experience  ?  unto  thine  owne  fpeche 


1  report  mc,  I  wote  as  for  thy  tong 
I  Will  ferve  the  right  wcl,  but  than  for  to  tech 
1  double  me  left  that  thy  wit  woll  not  rcch  ; 
Youth  and  Experience  thou  faiil  be  not  convert^ 
How  Ihouldift  thou  then  teche  well  unexpcrt  ? 

Scripture  witniilith  that  God  will  oft  Ihitte 
Fro  the'  hie  wittid  man  and  Ihew  it  the  child, 
To  hym  I  mene  that  of  his  own;  witte 
Pr^ifumeth  not,  but  is  debonaire  and  milde; 
By  c<5unfaile  I  intend  vertue  to  bildc, 
W^hiche  of  myne  elders  part  have  I  borowcd, 
And  part  of  experience,  which  I'  have  forovved-  ' 

Well,  than,  if  it  be  as  thou  lettift  fare  ■''' 

Shewe  forthe  thy  dodlrine,  be  not  ought  agafte;., 
I  woll  the  fupporte ;   loke  thou  doe  not  fparc 
Maugre  Age,  although  that  he  frcte  or  gaaftc ; 
To  alke  Age  counfail  herein  were  but  waft  : 
Boldely  begin  ;  go  forthe  to  the  proceffe ; 
Fere  not,  fithlns  thou  art  of  fochc  furenelTc. 

Graunt  mercie,  lorde  !  fithin  it  the  doeth  like 
To  licence  me,  now  I  woll  and  dare  boldly 
Affaile  my  purpofe  ;  with  fcriptures  autentihe 
My  werke  woll  I  ground,  undirfet,  and  fortefie  i 
Afpire  my  ginnyng,  o  thou  wode  Furie 
AleiSlo,  with  thy  fuftirs  !  and  in  fpeciill 
To  the,  mother  of  Jeloufie,  Juno,  I  call. 
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T«is  werke  who  fo  fliall  fe  or  yrede 
Of  incongruite  do  me  not  impeche ; 
Ordinatelie  behoveth  me  firft  to  precede 
In  d^duccion  thereof,  right  as  the  leche 
His  paciente's  ficknes  oweth  firft  for  to  feche. 
The  which  knowen  medicin  he  fhould  aplie, 
And  fhortly  as  he  can  ftiape  remedie. 

Right  fo  by  counfail,  willing  the  to'  exhort, 
O  yong  man  profperous  I  which  doth  abounde 
In  thy  floures  of  lufte,  belongeth  on  the  fort, 
Me  firft  to  confidir  what  'is  rote  and  ground 
Of  thy  mifchefe,  whiche  is  plainlie  yfound 
Woman,  yfarcid  with  fraud  and  difceipt. 
To  thy  confufion  mofte  alledlive  baite. 

Flie  the  mifwoman  left  flie  the  difceve, 
Thus  faith  Salomon,  which  taught  was  fuUie 
The  falftied  of  women  in  his  dales  to'  conceve ; 
The  lips  of  a  ftrumpet  ben  fwetir  than  honie, 
Her  throte  fouplid  with  oile  of  fiatirie, 
How  be  it  the  ende  and  effe6le  of  all 
Bitterer  is  then  any  wormwode  or  gall. 

Flie  the  mifwoman  if  thou  love  thy  life  : 
Beware  of  the  ftraungir's  blande  eloquence  ; 
Straimgir  I  call  her  that  is  not  thy  wife  ; 


Of  her  bcasitie  have  no  concup ifccnce, 
Her  countiiiaunce,  pretendyng  benevo'lence^ 
Beware  her  fignes  and  eye  fo  amiable, 
Holde  it  for  ferme  thei  ben  difcevable. 

Lo,  here  an  enfamplc  what  women  be 
In  ther  fignis  and  continuance  fliortlie  ! 
I  woll  fhewin  the  how  loviris  thre 
Ylovid  one  woman  right  entirelie, 
Eche  of  them  knewe  othiri's  nialadie, 
Wherefore  it  was  all  ther  daily  labour 
Who  coud  approchin  next  in  her  favour. 

At  fondrie  fefons,  as  fortune  requireth, 
Severallie  thei  came  to  fc  her  welfare, 
But  ones  it  happinid  Tove  them  fo  fireth, 
To  fe  ther  ladie  thei  all  would  not  fpare ; 
Of  othir's  comyng  none  of  them  were  ware, 
Till  all  thei  mette  whereas  thei  in  o  place 
Of  ther  ladie  fawe  the  defiridface. 

To  fuppir  fet,  full  fmallie  thei  coude  etc; 
Full  .fobir  and  demure  iii  countinaunce, 
Tli^re  taried  none  of  'hem  for  any  mete, 
But  on  his  ladie  to  give  atteridauncc. 
And  in  fecrete  wife  fome  fignitiauncp 
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Of  love  to  have,  the  wliiche  percevyng  fhe 
I'etelie'  executid  thus  her  properte. 

In  due  fefon,  as  flie  alwaie  afpied 
Every  thyng  to'  execute  convenientlie, 
Her  one  lovir  firfl:  frendelie  fhe  eyed, 
The  fecond  fhe  offred  the  cuppe  fo  curtiflie, 
The  thirde  fhe  gave  a  tokin  fecretlie, 
Undirneth  the  borde  flie  trade  on  his  rote. 
Through  his  entraiHs  tilclid  the  herte  rote. 

By  your  leve,  might  I  here  afke  a  queftion 
Of  you  my  maiflirs  that  fewe  lov'is  trace. 
To  you  Hkely  belongeth  the  fplucion 
"Whiche  of  thcfe  thre  yflode  now  in  her  grace  ! 
Clerely  to  anf\yere  ye  would  afkg  long  fpacq, 
The  qiattir  is  doubtful!  and  opinable ; 
To'  afcertain  you  I  woll  my  fclf  enable. 

Of  the  forefayid  thre  my  felf  wa«  ope, 
No  man  can  anfwere  it  bettir  then  I ; 
Hertely  of  us  bilovid  was  there  none, 
But  Watt'is  packe  we  bare  all  by  and  by, 
Whiche  at  the  lafl  1  my  felf  gan  afpie, 
And  time  as  me  thought  then  I  left  the  dauncc  : 

0  thoughtfuU  herte,  gret  is  thy  grevaunce  ! 
Hence  fro  me  !  hence  !  that  me  for  to  endite 

Halpe  aie  here  afore,  o  ye  Mufis  Nine ! 
Whilom  ye  were  wont  be  mine  aide  and  light, 
My  penne  to  direft,  my  brain  to'  illumine  ; 
No  lengir,  alas  !  maie  I  fewe  your  dodlrine. 
The  frefhe  luflie  me.tirs  I  wont  to  make 
Have  ben  here  afore  I'  yttirlie  forfake. 

Come  hither  Erinnys,  and  ye  Furies  all 
Whiche  fer  ben  undre"  us  nigh  the  nethir  pole. 
Where  Pluto  rtignith,  o  kyng  Infernall!     ' 
Sende  out  thine  Arpies,  fepd  Anguiflie  and  Dole, 
Miferie  and  \Vo,  leve  ye  me  not  lole, 
Of  right  be  p refent  mufl  Fain  and  Turiiient. 
The  pale  Detfi  befemeth  hot  to  be  abfent. 

To  me  now  I  call  all  this  lothfome  fort 
Ivly  paines  t'  encrefe,  my  forowes  to  augment, 
lor  worthie'  I  am  to'  be  l^are  qi  all  comfort, 
Thus  fith  I  have  confumid  and  mifpent 
Not  oneiy  tny  daies  hut  fivefolde  talent 
That  my  Lorde  gave  me,  I  can  not  reeompence, 

1  maje  n'ot  to  dcrely'  abye  my  negligence. 

By  the'  path  of  penaunce  yet  woll  1  revert; 
To  the  well  of  grace,  mercie  there  to  fetche  ; 
Defpifift  not  God  the  nxeke  contrite  herte, 
pf  the  cocke  ctoyve,  alas  !  I  would  not  retche, 
And  yet  it  is  rtot  late  in  the'  feconde  wetche  : 
Mercie  fliall  I  pmchace  by  'inceffaunt  criyng. 
The  mercies  of  cur  Lorde  er  fhall  I  fy^g. 

But  well  may  ifl:  thou  waile,  wicjced  woman, 
iThat  ^hou  fhuldeft  d'fceve  thus  an  innocent ; 
In  reeompence  of  niy  finne,-  fo'  as  I  can^ 
To'  al  wol  I  make  and  leve  this  monument, 
Jn  fhewing  part  of  thy  falflied  is  myne  entent, 
For  all  were  to  mpche,  I  cann'ot,  well  I  wote, 
trhe  caufe  fhewith  plainly  hg  that  thus  wrote,  ' 

Ji  al  the  yerth  wer  parchment  fcribable, 
Spedicl  for  the  hande,  and  all  manir  wpde 
Wer  heyved  and  proporcioned  to  pennis  able, 
All  water  ynke  eithir  in  dainnie  or  flode, 
Every  man  being  a  parfite  fcribe  and  gode, 
The  curfidneffe  yet  and  defceipt  of  women  ' 
Coud  not  be  Ihewid  ]jy  the  menc  of  pennp^ 


I  flie  all  odious  refemblaunces ; 
The  devil'is  broqde  call  women  I  miglit. 
Whereby  man  is  encenfid  to  mifchauneea^ 
Or  a  ftjnkyng  rofe,  that  faire  is  in  fight, 
Or  dedly'  empoifon,  like  the  fugir  white, 
Whiche  by  his  fwetnefie  caufith  man  to  tail. 
And  fodainly  fleeth  and  bringeth  him  to'  his  lafl. 

It  'is  pot  my  manir  to  ufe  foche  langage, 
Put  this  my  do6trine  as  I  piaie  lawfullic 
i'  woll  wholly  grounde  \yith  audhoritie  fage, 
Willing  wifedome  and  vertue  edefie  : 
Wine  and  women  into  apoflafie 
Caufe  wifemen  to  fall;  what  is  that  to  faie? 
Of  wifedome  eaufe  them  to  forget  the  waie  : 

Wherefore  the  wifemen  doith  the  advifc. 
In  whofe  wordis  can  be  founde  no  iefyng, 
With  the  flraungir  to  fittin  in  no  wife 
Whiche  is  not  thy  wife ;  fall  not  in  chppyng 
With  her,  but  beware  eke  of  her  kifTyng, 
Kepe  with  her  in  wine  np  altercacion. 
Left  thyne  herte  fall  by  inclinacion. 

Maie  a  man,  thinkift,  hide  and  fafely  laic 
Fire  in  his  hofome  without  empairem«nt 
And  brenning  of.his  clothes  ?  or  whider  he  may 
Walke  on  hotte  eolis  his  fete  not  ybrente  ?        ' 
As  who  faith  naie,  and  whereby  is  mentc 
This  forefaied  proverbe  and  fimilitude. 
But  that  thou  ridde  the  plainly  to  denude 

From  the  flattirirs  forgettyng  her  gide, 
Thegide  of  her  youth,  1  mcne  Shamfaftnes, 
Whiche  fhould  caufe  her  maidinhed  to  abide. 
Her  Godd'is  behefte  eke  fhe  full  rechelefTe 
Not  retching  committeth  to  forgetfulnes, 
Neithir  Qod  ne  fhame  in  her  havyng  place; 
Nedis  mufl  foche  a  woman  lacks  grace. 

And  all  that  neighin  her  in  waie  of  fin 
To  toume  of  grace  fliall  lacke  the  influence, 
The  pathis  of  life  no  more  to  come  in, 
Wherefore  firfl  frende  the  with  Sapience, 
Remembriiig  God,  and  aftir  with  Prudence, 
To  thyne  ovime  wele,  that  fo  thei  may  the  kepe, 
Unto  thyne  herte  lefl:  her  wordis  crepe. 

In  his  boke  wheie  I  take  my  mofte  groufid, 
And  in  his  Proverhis,  fage  Salomon     ' 
Tellith  a  tale  v/hich  is  plainly  found 
In  the  five:h  chapter,  whedir  in  dede  don 
Or  mckely  feined  to  our  inftruccion 
Let  clerkes  determine,  but  this  am  I  fure, 
Moche  like  thyng  I  my  felf  have  had  in  urSi 

At  my  windowe,  faieth  he,  I  lokid  o<it, 
Faiie  yongi  peple  where  I  fawe  maay, 
Emong  'hem  all,  as  1  lokid  about. 
To  a  yong  man  fortuned  I  lent  tnyfie  eye, 
Eflraungid  from  his  minde  it  was  hhely;  ' 
By  the'  ftret^  at  a  cornir,' nigh  his  own  hops, 
He  went  about  with  eye  right  curious. 

When  that  the  dale  his  light  began  withdrawe. 
And  the  night  approchid  in  the  twinlight. 
How  a  woman  came  aad  met  hym  1  fawe 
Talking  with  him  undir  Iliade  pf  the  night ; 
Now  bleffid  be  God  (quod  fhe)  of  his  might 
Whiche  hath  fulfillid  myne  hert'is  defire       '* 
Aflaked  my  painis,  which  werehote  SsfiVe. 

And  yet  myne  au6thour,  as  it  is  gode  ikilL 
Tji  folpiye  I  muft  ^ell  her  araiment ;       ^' 
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^c  was  full  nice  foulis  like  to  fpill, 
As  nice  in  dountinaunce  yet  as  in  garmente, 
For  janglyng  (he  was  of  reft  impaciente, 
Wandiryng  ftill  in  no  place  {he  yftode, 
But  reftleffe  now,  and  now  out  forthe  flie  yode  : 
Now  in  the  hous  Ihc  was,  now  in  the  ftrete, 
Now  at  a  cornir  Ihe  ftandeth  in  awaite, 
jnccflauntly  bufie  her  praie  to  gete, 
To  bring  to  the  lure  whom  Ihe  doith  hite. 
Now  where  I  left  unto  my  mattir  ftraite 
I  woll  tournin  again,  how  {he  hym  met, 
Swetily  kiflid,  and  frendly  him  grette. 

With  wordes  of  curtlfie  many'  and  diverfe, 
Righfas  in  part  I  have  before  ytolde, 
Now  as  I  can  1  purpofe  to  reheife 
How  file  flattiring  faied  with  vifage  bolde, 
I  have  made  vowes  and  offringes  manifolde 
For  thy  fake,  o  myne  herte  !  o  my  love  dere  ? 
This  daie  I  thanke  God  all  performid  were ; 

Therefore  I  came  out  and  made  thus  aftcrte, 
Verie  defirous  your  welfare  to  fe ; 
Now  i  have  feen  you  plefid  is  myne  herte  ; 
In  faith  fliall  none  yhave  my  love  but  ye  ; 
As  true  as  1  am  to  you  be  t6  Bie  : 
1  praie  yoa  hertily,  dere  herte  1  come  home, 
No  nxan  fhould  be  to  nie  fo  much  welcome. 
And  in  gode  faithe,  the  fothe  for  to  faie, 
Your  comyng  unto  me  ran  in  my  thonght : 
Harke  in  youi:  ere  ;  my  bedde  frelhe  and  gaie 
I  have  behanged  with  tapettis  new  bought. 
From  Egypte  and  from  far  countries  ybrought, 
Steinid  with  many  a  luftie  frefhe  hewe, 
ExcedyRg  golde  or  jafpir  in  value  : 

My  charabir  is  ftrowed  with  mirre  and  ififenfe, 
With  fote  fav'oring  aloes  and  fmnamome, 
Brethyng  an  aromatike  redolence, 
Surmountyng  olibane  in  any  man's  dome  ; 
Ye  fliall  bitwene  my  breftes  reft  if  ye  come; 
L,et  us  now  have  our  defirid  halfyng. 
For  we  rnaie  fafe  be  till  in  the  mornyng. 

Myne  hofhand  is  not  at  home,  he  is  went 
Forthe  in  his  journey  a  farre  waie  from  hence, 
A  bagge  with  money  he  hath  with  hym  hcnt, 
As  hym  thought  nedefuil  was  for  his  expcnte  ; 
Unto  my  wordis  give  faith  and  credence  ; 
^ow  is  the  mone  yong  and  of  light  dnlle, 
Ere  he  come  home  it  woll  jje  at  the  fulle. 
And  thus  craftily  hath  fhe  hym  befette 
With  her  lime  rpdis,  and  pantir,  and  fnare. 
The  felie  foule  ycaught  hath  ill  her  nette. 
Of  her  fugrid  mouthe,  alas!  nothyng  ware; 
And  thus  is  hp  left  grac^leffe  and  bare 
Ofhelpe,  and  comfort,  and  ghoftly  fuccour, 
And,  furthirmore,  asfayith  myne  aucfthouf. 

As  a  beft  ledde  to  his  deth  doith  pantc 
This  yong  liian  folowith  her  in  that  ftounde, 
And  as  a  wanton  lambe  full  igflorante 
How  he  is  pulled  and  drawin  to  be  botinde 
Unto  the  tyme  he  hath  his  deth'is  wounde, 
And  like  a  birde  that  haftith  to  the  grin, 
Not  knowyng  the  perill  of  his  life  therein. 

Now,  gentle  fonne,  faith  Salomon,  take  hede. 
My  wordisin  thy  breft  kepe  and  makefafte, 
Let  her  not  thy  mynde  in  her  waies  miflcdcj 
^c  not  4eccvid,  lefith  not  <|hy  ta|lc, 
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Many  hath  fhe  woundid,  many  £oun«  cafte. 
Many  ftrong  men  by  her  hath  lofte  ther  breth  j 
Her  waies  are  waies  of  hell  ledyng  to  deth. 

And  in  this  lite  narracion  precedente 
The  womanne's  manifolde  gilte  I  attende, 
The  yonge  man,  alas,  hovvr  flie  hath  flient ! 
t)ifcevid  her  hufbande  her  own  next  frend  ; 
In  thefe  bothe  her  God  fhe  doith  offende ; 
To  breke  her  fpoufail  to  her  is  of  no  weight. 
Furdirmore  to  ftiew  woman's  craft  and  flcight, 

A  woman  at  her  dore  fate  on  a  ftall 
To  fe  folke  paffe  by  ftretes  of  the  cite. 
With  eye  and  countinaunce  eke  fhe  gan  call,^ 
If  there  be  any  pretie'  one  come  to  me, 
Comehithir  ye  piggis  nye,  ye  little  babe! 
At  laft  ftie  faied  to  a  young  man  hertleffe, 
Of  her  deceipt  unware  and  defenceleffe, 

Moche  fwetir,  flie  faith,  and  rnore  acceptable^ 
Is  drinke  when  it  is  ItoUin  privily 
Then  when  it'  is  taken  in  form  avowablej 
Bread  hiddin  and  gottin  jeoperdouflie 
Ymuft  nedis  be  fwete  and  femblablie ; 
Venifon  ftolin  is  aie  the  fwetir, 
The  ferthir  the  narowir  fet  the  bettir. 

And  whom  this  woman,  faith  Saloition,  fcftes 
The  yong  man  wotith  not  -Wrhom  fhe  doth  fedej 
Of  the  darke  depenelTe  of  hell  ben  her  geftes; 
Beware,  o  ytmg  man!  therefore  I  the  rede. 
And  how  be  it  chiefly  for  thy  gode  fpede 
This  werke  to  compile  I  have  take  in  charge 
I  muft  of  pitie  my  charif ie'  enlarge ; 

With  the  felie  man  whiche  is  thus  begileda 
Her  hufband  I  mene,  I  Wol  wepe  and  waile 
His  painfull  infof  tune,  whereby  reviled 
Caufiileffe  he  is,  nevir  to  Convaile  ; 
Every  man  yong  and  olde  woll  him  affaile 
With  wordes  of  occafion  With  the  loth  nanie. 
And,  alas,  gode  foule!  he  nothyng  to  blam«  : 

But  fhe  whiche  that  Coud  fo  ill  doe  and  Wol^^^ 
Hers  be  the  blame  for  her  foule  demerite. 
And  leve  that  opprobfious  name  Cuckold 
To  apropir  to  hym  as  in  difpite  : 
Ranfake  yet  we  woulditi  if  that  we  might 
Of  this  worde  the  true  ortographiq. 
The  verie  difcent  and  etymologic. 

The  well  and  grounde  of  the  firfte  invencion 
To  knowe  the'  ortographie  v?e  muft  derive, 
Whiche  is  Coke  and  Cold  in  compoficioBj 
By  refon  as  nigh  as  I  contrive,  ' 

Then  hovfr  it  is  wi'ittin  we  knowe  belive ; 
But  yet,  lo !  by  what  refon  and  what  grounde 
Ywas  it  of  thefe  two  wordis  compounde  ? 

As  of  one  caufe  to  give  very  judgement. 
The'  etynfiology  let  us  firfte  beholde ; 
Eche  lettir  an  whole  worde  doeth  reprefent. 
As  C  put  for  Colde,  and  O  put  for  Olde, 
K  is  for  Knave  ;  thus  divers  men  don  holde  : 
The  firfte  parte  of  this  name  we  have  yfounde, 
Let  us  ethimologife  the  fecounde. 

As  the  firfte  findir  mente  I  am  right  fure 
C  for  Calot,  for  Of  we  havin  O, 
And  L  for  Leude,  and  D  for  Demenure, 
The  craft  of  the*  enventour  ye  maie  fe,  io  I 
How  one  name  fignificth  perfonis  ty^o. 
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A  ColSe  Olde  Knave,  Cokcold  himfelf  wenyng, 
Ajid  eke  a  Calot  of  Leude  Demcnyng^. 

The  feconde  caufe  of  the'  impolicion 
Of  this  forefayid  name  was  jeloufie  : 
To  be  jeloiife  is  igretift  occafion 
To  be  cokcold  that  men  can  wel  afpie, 
And  tliough  the  paffian  be  very  firie, 
And  of  continuell  fervenre  and  hete, 
The  pacient  aye  fufFrith  colde  on  his  fete. 

And  who  that  'is  jelous  and  aye  in  a  drede 
'  Is  full  of  melancolie  and  gallie  ire; 
His  wiv'is  nofe  if  file  onis  miffetrede 
He  woU  cut  off,  ye,  and  he  woll  confpirc 
His  deth  who  evir  that  woll  her  defire, 
Whiche  (he  percevyng  braflith  ftreight  his  gall ; 
And  anone  his  grete  wodenefle  doith  fall. 

As  fone  as  (he  hath  knit  for  him  that  knot 
Kow  is  he  tame  that  was  fo  ramagious ; 
Mekely  fittith  he  doune  and  takith  his  lot ; 
Layid  ben  now  his  lokes  fo  furious, 
And  he  but  late  as  a  coke  batailous, 
Hote  in  his  quarell,  to  avenge  hym  bolde, 
Now  is  he  callid  bothe  Coke  and  Colde. 

This  faying,  to'  all  curtifie  diffonant, 
Which  yfemith  that  it. of  malice  grewe, 
til  this  rude  tretifs  I  ne  woll  not  plant 
As  parcill  thereof,  but  onely  to  fliewe 
The  opinion  of  the  talcatifc  flirewe, 
Whiche  in  ill  faiyng  is  ever  merie 
No  man  as  1 1    t!  ereof  fo  werie. 

But  I  as  parcill  of  this  my  lite  boke 
Woll  grafFin  in  fome  fadde  counfaill  wherby 
The  weddid  man,  if  that  he  daigne  to  loke 
In  it,  the  bettir  fhall  mowin  hym  gie, 
And  provide  for  his  faied  infortunie, 
Whiche  as  I  have  fayid  with  him  complalne 
I  woll,  as  partinir  of  his  grete  paine,  .    . 

As  mofte  expedient  unto  his  wele 
Iwoulde  that  all  jeloufie  were  abjedle, 
if  he  be  jelous  that  he  it  concele. 
And  in  his  labour  be  full  circumfpedle. 
To  knowe  her  waies  if  thei  femin  fufpeifte, 
And  not  for  to  breke,for  one  worde  brokin 
She  woll  not  miffe  but  flie  woll  be  brokin. 

Forbid  her  not  that  thou  n'oldift  have  don, 
For  loke  what  thyng  fo  e'ere  flie  is  forbod 
To  that  of  all  thyngis  flie  is  moft  prone, 
Namily  if  it  be  ill  and  no  gode  ; 
Till  it  be  executid  Ihe'  is  nigh  wode  : 
Soche  is  a  woman,  and  foche  is  her  fete ; 
Her  craft  by  craft  than  labour  to  defete. 

If  thou  hereaftir,  now  a  fingle  man, 
Shouldifl  be  jelous  if  thou  haddeft  a  wife, 
Weddc  not  but  if  thou  can  trufl  a  woman, 
For  els  fliouldifl;  thou  Icde  a  careful!  life ; 
That  thou  mofte  lothift  fliould  ybe  full  rife ; 
Yet  I  ne  will  gainfaie  matrimonie, 
But  Alellus  eji  nubere  quam  uri. 

That  is  to  faie,  Bettir  is  in  wedlocke 
A  wife  to  take,  as  the  churche  doith  kenne, 
Then  for  to  ben  undir  the  flefli'is  yoke. 
In  flefhlie  luftis  alwaie  foi;  to  brenne ; 
But,  as  I  fayid,  for  all  jelous  menne, 
So  thei  livin  chafle,  I  holde  it  laffe  ill 
TJiat  thei  oe  wsdde  not  than  them  felfin  fpilL 
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The  ilngle  man  whiche  that  Is  yet  to'weddtf,-  . 
And  not  the  weddid  man,  thus  I  arede, 
To  warne  hym  now  he  is  to  farre  yfpedde, 
It  is  all  to  late  hym  for  to  forbede. 
But  let  hym  take  as  for  his  owne  nede     . 
Soche  counfaile  as  is  hym  before  ytolde, 
Thefe  wordis  folowyng  eke  to  beholde. 

Thy  watir  to  kepe  the  wifeman  doth  techc, 
That  thou  in  no  wife  let  it  have  iffue. 
At  a  narowe  rifte  waie  it  woH  yfeche  ; 
And  femblablie  the  woman  that  'is  untrue 
To  give  her  fre  walke  in  all  wife  efchue ; 
If  flie  at  large,  not  at  thine  hande,  walke 
She  woll  the  fliamin,  thou  Ihalt  it  not  balkcfc, 

Weddid  or  fingle  thus  faith  the  wifeman, 
Her  which  that  both  daie  and  night  evirmore 
Lithe  in  thy  bofome,  wife  or  yet  lemraan, 
Love  not  to  hote,  lefl:  thou  repent  it  fore, 
Left  Ihe  the  bryngin  into  fome  ill  lore  : 
Thy  wife  not  to  love  yet  I  n'ill  fupport. 
But  that  thou  doe  not  thus  I  the  exhort. 

Lo  1  if  thou  love  her  love  thine  honeftie  ; 
Be  fhe  not  idill  for  what  woll  betide  ; 
If  Ihe  fit  idle'  of  very  neceflitie 
Her  minde  woll  ferchin  ferre  and  eke  wide, 
Namelie  if  flie  be  not  accompanide  : 
How  accompanied  ?  not  with  yonge  men. 
But  with  niaidinis  I  mene  or  women.  ' 

Maidin  fervauntes  be  right  convenient 
In  houfe  to  helpin  to  doe  her  fervice. 
In  whom  flie  maie  ufe  her  commanndement 
In  the  fefon  all  at  her  owne  device ; 
To  techin  'hem  gode  yeve  her  thine  advice 
To  make  them  hufwifis :  thus  bufinefie 
Maie  yet  refrainin  her  from  idleneffe. 

But  bid  not  her  that  thou  wolt  have  her  do, 
Of  thine  entent  that  might  be  a  lettyng, 
But  craftily  encourage  her  therto 
By  othir  menis,  as  by  comm.endyng, 
And  not  to  moche,  but  dailyng  mengyng 
Bothe  praife  and  blame,  and  in  thy  refon 
Firft  raife  wifily  the  place  and  fefon. 

Of  faithfull  will  and  herte  full  tender 
One  thing  I  call  into  rememberaunce 
Again  which  though  my  wit  be  to  flcnder 
Aftir  my  powir  and  my  fuffifaunce 
I  purpofe  to  makin  a  puryeiaunce, 
Sith  woniea  of  nature  ben  chaungeable, 
Frele,  and  not  ware,  alfo  difcevable. 

Be  it  that  thy  wife  be  cxcelleTitly  gode, 
That  none  be  bet  of  difpoficion, 
In  procelTe  of  time  flie  might  turn  her  mode 
By  fome  miffe-liver's  inftigacion  ;  \ 

Divers  men  to  thilke  occupacion 
Aplyin  daily  ther  mynde  and  eke  herte. 
From  ther  godeneffe  frele  women  to  perverts.     ' 

If  thou  afpie  any  fufpedt  perfon, 
Dravve  to  thy  wife,  beware  in  alle  wife ; 
To  hym  nqr  her  of  thy  fufpeccion 
Breke  not  one  worde  thoughthat  thine  herteagrlfei 
Kindle  iiojire  and  no  f moke  -woll  arife  ; 
Although  he  be  of  a  corrupt  entent 
She  peraventure  is  not  of  affent. 
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Ther  bethe  four  thingis  that  maketh  man  afole; 
Honour  firft  puttith  him  into  outrage, 
And  aldir  next  folitarie  and  fole  ; 
The  fecond  is  unwcldy  crokid  age  ; 


Women  alfo  bring  men  into  dotage  ; 
And  mighty  wine  in  many  divers  wife 
Diftemprin  folke  which  ben  yholdin  wiTa, 


YET  OF   THE   SAME, 


Ther  ben  four  thingis  caufing  grete  folye; 
Jionour  firft ;  and  fecond  unwildy  age ; 
Women  and  wine  I  dare  eke  fpecify 
Ymake  wife  men  fallin  into  dotage ; 


Wherfore  by  counfell  of  philofophers  fags 
In  gret  honour  lernith  this  rule  of  me. 
With  thine  eftate  havith  humilite. 


MOTTO    TO   JACK   UPLAND. 


Of  fretis  I  have  told  before 
Now  in  a  making  of  a  crede, 


And  yet  I  could  tell  worfe  and  more, 
But  men  would"werrien  it  to  rede. 


4,S^                                J?R0L0  6UE  TO 

HOUSE  OF   FAMHf?                      "'-1? 

THE   HOUSE   OF   FAME. 
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&  ibis  book  uJJjewed  how  the  deeds  of  all  men  and  women i  be  they  ^aod  an  bady  are 

carry d  by  report  topojlerity^ 

T  H  E    P  R  0  L  0  G  U  E. 

God  tonrne  us  everle  dfeme  to  gede, 

Or  ellis  by  difordiHaunce» 

For  it  is  wondir  thyng  by  the'  rode. 

Or  natural  atcaftomaunce, 

To  my  wite,  what  caufith  fwevines 

That  fome  men  be  to  curious 

On  the  mdrowe  or  on  evines, 

In  ftudie  or  melancolious; 

And  why  the'  efFeifte  foloweth  of  feme, 

Or  thus,  fo  inly  full  of  drede 

And  of  fonie  it  fhall  nevir  come. 

That  no  man  male  'hem  bote  rede  j 

Why  that  is  in  avifion, 

Or  ellis  that  devocion 

And  this  a  revelacion. 

Why  this  drctpe,  why  that  a  fweven. 

Of  fome  and  contemplacion 

Caufin  to  them  foche  dremis  ofte ; 

And  not  to  eve\fy  man  liche  even. 

Or  that  the  cruil  life  unfofte 

Why  this  a  fan^ome'  why  that  oricles 

Of 'hem  that  unkind  lovis  leden, 

1  n'ot ;  but  whofo  of  thefe  miracles 

That  oftin  hopin  moche  or  dreden, 

The  caufies  knowith  bet  than  I 

That  purely  ther  impr^flions 

Define  he,  fojr^  1  certainly 

Caufin  'hem  to  have  vifions  : 

Ne  can  'hem  liot,  ne  nevir  thinke 
To  bufie  my  witte  for  to  fwinke 

Or  if  that  fpirites  ban  the  might 

To  makin  folke  to  dreme  on  night. 

To  knowe  of  ther  fignificacions. 

Or  if  the  foul  of  propir  kinde 

The  gendris  lie  the  diftinccions 

Be  fo  pcrfite  as  men  yfinde. 

Of  the  tymes  of  'hem,  ne  the  caufis, 

That  it  wele  wote  what  is  to  come, 

Or  why  that  this  is  more  then  that  is, 

And  that  he  warnith  all  and  fome                          ^. 

Or  if  folkis  complexions 

Of  everiche  of  ther  avintures 

Make  'hem  dreme  of  reflexions ; 

By  avifions  or  by  figures. 

Or  ellis  thus,  as  other  fairle. 

But  that  o^^x  flefh  ne  hath  no  mighs 

For  the'  grete  febleneffe  of  ther  braine, 

To  underftandin  it  aright. 

By  abilinence  or  by  fickneffe, 

For  it  is  warnid  to  derkely. 

5y  prifon,  ftrief,  or  grete  diftrelfe; 

But  vy^hy  the  caufe  is  not  wptp  J  j             ■  *»        ^# 

PROLOGUE    TO    THE    HOUSE    OF    FA^fi, 

w. 

tVell  wotin  of  this  thynge  clerkes 

And  he  that  movir  is  of  all 

That  treten  of  that  and  othir  werkes, 

That  is  and  was,  and  evir  fhall. 

For  I  of  none  opinion 

So  give  'hem  joycthat  it  here 

N'ill  as  now  makin  mencion, 

Of  all  that  thei  dremin  to  yere. 

But  only  that  the  holy  rode 

And  for  to  flandin  all  in  grace 

Tourning  us  every  dreme  to  gode, 

Of  ther  lovis,  or  in  what  place 

For  nevir  fithin  I  was  borne. 

That  'hem  were  levifl  for  to  ftonde, 

Ne  no  man  ellis  me  befornc, 

And  flialde  'hem  frotn  povcrte'  and  fhonde. 

Ymette  T  trowc  right  ftedfaftly 

And  from  every'  unhappe  and  difefe, 

So  wondirfull  a  dreme  as  I 

And  fende  'hem  that  which  male  'hem  plefe. 

, 

The  tenthe  daie  now  of  Decemher, 

That  takith  well  and  fcornith  nought. 

The  whiche,  a^  I  can  remember. 

Ne  it  mifdemin  in  ther  thought 

I  woll  you  tellin  every  dele  : 

Through  malicious  enten  cion ; 

But  at  beginnyng  truftith  wcle 

And  whofo  through  prefumpcionv 

I  woll  make  invocacion 

Or  hate,  or  fcorne,  or  though  envic. 

With  devoute  fpeciall  devocion 

Difpite,  or  jape,  or  felonie. 

Unto  the  god  of  Slepe  anone, 

Mifdeme  it,  praie  I  Jefus  gode. 

That  dwellith  in  a  cave  of  ftone, 

Dreme  he  barefote  or  dreme  he  fhodcj 

Upon  a  ftreme  that  cometh  fro  Lete, 

That  every  harme  that  any  man 

That  is  a  flode  of  hell  unfwete, 

Hath  had  fithin  the  worlde  began 

Befide  a  fulke  men  clepe  Cimerie 

Befall  hym  thereof  or  he  fterve. 

There  flepith  aye  this  god  unmeris. 

And  graunt  that  he  maie  it  deferve  ! 

With  his  flepie  thoufande  fonis ; 

Lo  !  with  right  foche  conclufion 

That  alwaie  to  flepe  ther  won  is ; 

As  had  of  his  avifion 

And  to  this  god  that  I  of  rede 

Crefus,  that  was  the  Kyng  of  Lyde, 

fraie  I  that  he  woUin  me  fpede 

That  high  upon  a  gibet  dyde, 

My  fwevin  for  to  tell  aright, 

This  prayir  Ihall  he  have  of  me. 

If  every  dreme  ftande  in  his  might. 

I  am  no  bette  in  charite, 

THE    FIR. 
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Now  herkin,  as  I  have  you  faied, 

And  mo  curious  portraituris 

'  What  that  I  mette  or  1  abraied. 

And  queint  manir  of  figuris 

Of  December  the  tenith  daie 

Of  golde  worke  then  I  fav/e  evir  ; 

When  it  was  nfght  to  flepe  I  laie. 

But  certainly  I  n'ift  nevir 

Right  as  I  was  wonte  for  to  docn. 

Where  that  it  was,  but  well  wlfl  I 

And  fill  aHepe  wondir  fone, 

It  was  of  Venus  redily 

As  he  that  was  werie  forgo 

This  temple,  for  in  purtreiturc 

On  pilgrimage  milis  two 

I  fawe  anone  right  her  figure 

To  the  corps  of  Saind:  Leonarde, 

Nak'd  yfletyng  in  a  fe, 

To  makin  lithe  that  erfl:  was  harde. 

And  alio  on  her  hedde  parde 

But  as  me  flept  me  mette  1  was 

Her  rofy  garland  white  and  redde. 

Within  a  temple'  imade  of  glas, 

And  her  combe  for  to  kembe  her  hedd<:4j 

In  whiche  there  werin  mo  images 

Her  dovis,  and  Dan  Cupido 

Of  golde  flandyng  in  fondrie  ftagc?, 

Her  blinds  fonne,  and  Vulcano, 

Sette  in  mo  riche  tabirnaeles, 

That  in  his  face  ywas  full  broune. 

Aad  with  perr^  mo  pinnaeks. 

But  as  I  romid  up  aaddouaB 

"  1 
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1  founde  that  on  the  wall  there  was 

So  loude,  that  he  fhould  ydrejiche 

Thus  writtin  on  a  table'  of  bras  j 

Lord  and  ladie,  and  grottie  and  wenche. 

J  ivoll  tioiv  fyng,  if  that  1  can. 

Of  all  the  Tojanis  nacion 

The  armies  and  alfa  the  man 

Without  any'  of  ther  falvacion. 

^hatjirjl  came  through  his  dejline 

There  fawe  I  foche  tempeft  arife 

lugitifcfra  Troye  ile  countrc 

That  every  herte  might  agrife 

Into  Italic,  •withfull  moche  pinei 

To  fc  it  paintid  on  the  wall. 

Unto  thcfiondis  of  Lwviue  ; 

There  fawe  I  eke  gravin  withall 

And  tlio  began  the  ftorie'  anone 

Venus,  how  ye,  my  ladie  dere  ! 

As  I  fhall  tellin  you  echone. 

Ywepyng  with  full  wofuil  chere. 

Firll  fawe  I  the  diflruccion 

Yprayid  Jupiter  on  hie 

Of  Troie  thorough  the  Greke  Sinon 

To  fave  and  kepin  that  navie 

With  his  falfe  untrue  forfwerynges. 

Of  that  dere  Trojan  ^neas. 

And  with  his  chere  and  his  lefynges. 

Sithins  that  he  yonr  fonne  y  was. 

That  made  a  horfe  brought  into  Troye 

There  fawe  I  Jovis  Venus  kilTe, 

By  vvhiche  Trojans  lofte  all  ther  joye. 

And  grauntid  was  of  the'  tempeft  lifle. 

And  aftir  this  was  graved,  alas  ! 

There  fawe  I  how  the  tempeft  ftente. 

How  Ilion's  caftill  affailed  was 

And  how  with  alle  pine  he  went 

Ana  won,  and  Kyng  Priamus  flain. 

And  privilie  toke  a  rivage 

And  Polites  his  fonne  certain-, 

Into  the  couhtrie  of  Carthage, 

Difpitoufly  of  Dan  Pyrrhus. 

And  on  the  morowe  how  that  he 

And  next  that  fawe  I  howe  Venusy 

And  a  knight  that  hight  Achate 

When  that  flie  fawe  the  caftill  brendc,' 

Ymettin  with  Venus  that  dale 

Doune  from  hevin  fhe  gan  difcende. 

Goyng  in  a  full  queinte  araie. 

And  bade  her  fonne  ^neas  fie, 

As  fhe  had  be  an  huntirefle. 

And  how  he  fled,  and  how  that  he 

With  winde  blowing  upon  her  trefle. 

Efcapid  was  from  all  the  pres. 

And  how  jEneas  gan  to  plaine. 

And  toke  his  fathre',  olde  Anchifes, 

When  that  he  knewe  her,  of  his  paine. 

And  bare  hym  on  his  backe  awaie. 

And  how  his  fliippis  dreint  ywere 

Crying  Alas  and  Welawaie  ! 

Or  els  ilofte,  he  n'ifte  not  where. 

The  whiche  Anchifes  in  his  hande 

How  fhe  began  hym  comforte  tho. 

Sare  tho  the  goddis  of  the  lande. 

And  bade  hym  unto  Cartliage  go. 

I  mene  thilke  that  unbrennid  were. 

And  there  he  fliould  his  folke  yfinde 

•      Then  fawe  I  next  that  all  in  fere 

That  in  the  fe  were  left  behinde  : 

How  Creufa,  Dan  ^neas  wife. 

And,  fhortly  of  this  thyng  to  pace, 

Whom  that  he  lovid  all  his  hfc, 

She  made  .^neas  fo  in  grace 

And  her  yong  fonne  clepid  Julo, 

Of  Dido,  Quene  of  that  countre. 

And  eke  Afcanius  alfo. 

That,  fliortly  for  to  tellin,  flie 

Fleddin  eke  with  full  drerie  chere. 

Became  his  love,  and  let  hym  do 

That  it  was  pite  for  to  here, 

All  that  weddyng  ylongith  to  : 

And  in  a  foreft  as  thei  went 

What  ftiould  I  fpekin  it  more  qualnte, 

How  at  a  tournyng  of  a  went 

Or  pain  me  my  wordi  s  to  painte  ? 

Creiifa  was  ilofte,  alas  ! 

To  fpeke  of  love  it  woll  not  be, 

That  rede  not  I  how  that  it  was, 

I  can  not  of  that  faculte. 

How  he  her  fought,  and  how  her  ghofte 

And  eke  to  tellen  of  the  manere 

Ead  hym  to  flie  the  Grekis  hofte, 

How  that  thei  firft  acquaintid  were 

And  faied  he  muft  into  Itaile, 

It  were  a  long  procefl'e  to  tell. 

As  was  his  deftinie  fauns  faile, 

And  ovir  long  for  you  to  dwell 

That  it  was  pitie  for  to  here, 

There  fawe  I  grave  howe  Mntzs 

When  that  her  fpirite  gan  appere, 

Tolde  to  Dido  every  caas 

The  wordis  that  fhe  to  hym  faied. 

That  hym  was  tidde  upon  the  fe. 

And  for  to  kepe  her  fonne  hym  praied. 

And  eft  gravin  was  how  that  flie ' 

There  fawe  I  gravin  eke  how  he, 

Made  of  hym,  fliortly  at  a  worde. 

His  fathir  eke  and  his  meine. 

Her  Kfe,  her  love,  her  luft,  her  lordCj 

With  his  fhippis  began  to  faile 

And  did  to  hym  all  reverence. 

Toward  the  countrey  of  Italic 

And  laied  on  hym  all  the  difpence 

As  ftreight  as  ere  thei  mightin  go. 

That  any  woman  might  ydo. 

There  fawe  I  eke  the  cruill  JunOj 

Wenyng  that  it  had  all  be  fo 

That  art  Dan  Jupiter  his  wife. 

As  he  her  fwore,  and  hereby  demed 

That  haft  ihatid  all  thy  life                               ' 

That  he  was  gode,  for  he  foche  femed  : 

Mercilefs  all  the  Trojan  blode, 

Alas  /  ivhat  harms  doth  apparency 

Rennin  and  crie  as  thou  were  wodc 

When  it  is  falfe  in  exijlence  ! 

On  iEolus,  the  god  of  Windes, 

For  he  to  her  a  traitour  was. 

To  blcAviji.  out  of  alie  kiad-ea 

V/hereforc  flie  flo^yc  her  felf,  alas : 
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Lo,  how  a  woman  doeth  amis 

Any  woman  on  a  falfe  man ! 

To  love  him  that  unknowin  is  ! 

Now  I  fe  well  and  tellin  can 

For  by  Chrift  lo  thus  it  farith, 

We  wretchid  women  can  no  arte. 

Jt  is  not  all  golde  that  glarith  ; 

For  certaine  for  the  more  parte 

For  al  fo  broke  I  well  myne  hedde 

Thus  we  ben  fervid  everichone, 

There  male  be  uiidir  goddihedde 

How  fore  fo  that  ye  men  can  grone ; 

Covirid  many  ajbreudsvice  ; 

Anon  as  we  have  you  received 

Therefore  let  no  wight  be  fo  nice 

Full  certainlie  we  ben  deceved. 

To  take  a  love  only  for  chcre, 

For  though  your  love  laft  a  cefon, 

Or  fpeche.  or  for  frendly  manere, 

Waite  upon  the  conclufion. 

For  this  fhall  every  woman  tinde 

And  loke  eke  how  ye  determine, 

That  feme  man  of  his  pure  kinde 

And  for  the  more  parte  define; 

Woll  fliewin  outward  the  fairift 

O  welawaie  that  I  v/.as  born  ! 

Till  he  have  caught  that  what  hym  lift, 

For  thorough  you  my  name  is  lorne. 

And  then  anon  woll  caufis  finde. 

And  mine  adis  are  redde  and  fong 

And  fwcre  how  that  fhe  is  unkinde. 

O'er  all  this  lande  in  every  tor.g. 

Or  falfe,  or  privie',  or  double  was : 

O  wickid  Fame  !  for  there  n'is 

All  this  faie  I  by  ^neas 

Nothing  fo  fwifte,  lo  !  as  fhe  is  ; 

And  Dido,  and  her  nice  left, 

O  fothe  is,  Every  thing  is  luij} 

That  lovid  A\  to  fone  a  geft; 

Though  it  be  coi-erde  ti'tth  the  inijl  ! 

Wherefore  I  woll  faie  o  proverbe. 

Eke  though  that  I  might  durin  ever 

That  He  tbatfullie  knoiueth  the  herbs 

That  I  have  done  recovre'  I  never. 

JVlaie  fafely  laie  it  to  bis  eye  ; 

That  it  ne  fliall  be  faied,  alas  i 

Withoutin  drede  this  is  no  lie. 

I  fhamid  was  through  jEneas, 

But  let  us  fpeke  of  jEneas 

And  that  I  fhall  thus  judgid  be. 

How  he  betrayid  her,  alas  ! 

Lo  !  right  as  Ihe  hath  does  now  i&e 

And  left  her  full  unkindelie. 

Woll  doen  eftfonis  hardily, 

So  when  fhe  fawe  all  uttirlie 

Thus  faie  the  peple  privily  * 

That  he  would  her  of  trouthe  faile, 

But  that  is  doen  n'is  not  done  : 

And  wendin  from  her  into'  Itailc, 

But  all  her  complaint  ne  hzv  mone 

She  gan  to  wring  her  handis  two. 

Certain  availed  her  not  a  ilre. 

Alas !  (quod  fhe)  that  me  is  wo  ! 

And  when  ihe  wift  fothely  that  he 

Alas  \  is  every  man  thus  true. 

"V.asforthe  into  his  ihip  agone 

That  every  ytre  woll  have  a  newe, 

She  into  chambir  went  anone. 

If  it  fo  longe  tyme  endure. 

And  callid  on  her  fuftir  Anne, 

Or  ellis  thre  peravinture  ? 

And  gan  her  to  complainin  thanne. 

And  thus  of  one  he  woll  have  fame 

And  faied  that  fhe  the  caufe  ywas 

In  magnifying  his  owne  name. 

That  fhe  firic  lovid  him,  alas  1  • 

An  othir  for  frendftiip  faith  he, 

And  firft  counfaihd  her  thereto ; 

And  yet  there  Ihall  the  thirde  ybe, 

But  what  whan  this  was  faied  and  do 

That  is  ytakin  for  delite. 

She  rofte  her  felvin  to  the  herte, 

Lo  !  'or  els  for  fmguler  profite. 

And  deide  thorough  the  woundis  fmerte  j 

In  fochc  wordis  began  complaine 

But  all  the  manir  how  fhe  deide, 

This  wofuU  Dido  of  her  paine, 

And  all  the  wordis  how  Ihe  feide, 

As  me  mette  dremyng  redily, 

Who  fo  to  knowe  it  hath  purpofe. 

None  other  audour  aledge  woll  I, 

Rede  Virgilr  in  ^neidos. 

iJas,  (quod  fhe)  my  fwete  herte  ! 

OrtheEpiftilsofOvide, 

Have  pitie  on  my  forowes  fmerte, 

What  that  fhe  wrote  or  that  flie  dide; 

And  fie  me  not;  go,  not  awaie. 

And  n'ere  it  to  longe  to  endite 

O  wofuU  Dido  !  welawaie  ! 

By  God  I  woidd  it  here  ywrite. 

(Quod  fhe)  unto  her  felvin  tha. 

But  welawaie  !  the  harme  and  routh 

O  jSlneas !  what  woll  ye  do  ? 

That  hath  betide  for  foche  untrouth, 

O  that  your  love,  neithir  your  bonde. 

As  men  maie  oft  in  bokis  rede, 

Which  that  ye  fwore  with  y  our  right  honde, 

And  al  dale  feen  it  yet  in  dede, 

]Ne  yet  my  my  cruiU  deth,  (quod  fhe) 

r  hat  for  to  thinkin  it  tcne  is. 

Maie  holdin  you  ftill  here  with  me  ! 

Lo  '.  Demophcn,  Dake  of  Atheni*, 

O  I  have  ye'  of  my  deth  no  pite  ? 

Mow  Jie  forfwore  him  falfily, 

Iwis,  myne  own  dere  herte  !  that  ye 

And  trayid  Phyllis  vvickidly. 

Knowin  full  well  that  nevir  yet, 

That  Kingis  doughtir  was  of  Trace, 

As  farrc  as  evir  I  had  wit 

And  falfely  gan  his  terme  pace  ; 

Agilte  you  in  thought  ne  in  dede. 

And  whan  fhe  wift  that  he  was  falfe 

-      O  !  have  ye  men  foche  godehhede 

She  hon  J  herfelf  right  by  the  halfe. 

In  fpeche,  and  ner  a  dele  of  trouthe  ? 

i  or  he  had  doen  herfuch  untrouthe  :, 

Alas,  alas  I  that  er  had  routhe 

i-.o !  was  not  this  a  wo  and  routh  I 
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Eke  loke  howe  falfeand  recheles 
Was  to  Brifeida  Achilles, 
And  Paris  eke  to  Oenone, 
And  Jafon  to  Hypfiple, 
And  efte  Jafon  to  Medea, 
And  Hercules  to  Deianira, 
For  he  left  her  for  lole, 
That  made  hym  take  his  deth  parde. 

How  falfe  was  eke  Duke  Thefus, 
That  as  the  ftorie  tellith  us 
How  he  betrayid  Adriane  ? 
The  devill  be  his  foul'is  bans  ! 
For,  had  he  latighid  or  iloured, 
He  muft  have  ben  anonc  devoured 
If  Ariadne  rie  had  be  ; 
And  for  fhe  had  of  hym  pite 
She  made  hyiii  fto  the  deth  efcape^ 
And  he  made  tier  A  full  falfe  jape  ; 
For  aftir  this  within  a  while 
He  left  her  flepyng  in  an  ile, 
Defert  alone  right  in  the  fe, 
And  ftale  awaie  arid  let  her  be. 
And  toke  her  fuftir  Phxdra  tho 
With  hym,  find  gan  to  ihippe  ygb  j 
And  yet  he  had  yfworne  to  here. 
On  all  that  evif  he  could  fwere, 
That  fo  fhe  favid  hym  his  life 
He  would  takin  her  to  his  wife, 
For  ftie  defirid  nothinge  elles 
In  certain,  as  the  boke  us  telle*. 
-  But  for  to'  excufe  this  ^Eneas 
Fulliche  of  all  his  grete  trefpas 
The  boke  fayith  withoutin  faile 
The  goddes  bad  hym  go  to  Itaile, 
And  levin  Affriques  regioun 
And  fiire  Dido  and  her  faire  toun^ 
Tho  fawe  1  grave  how  to  Itaile 
Dan  JEneas  gan  for  to  faile  ^ 
And  how  the  tempeft  all  began, 
And  howe  he  loft  his  fterifman. 
Which  that  the  fterne  or  he  toke  kepe 
Smote  ovir  the  borde  as  he  flepe. 

And  alfo  faugh  I  how  Sibile 
And  jEneas  befide  an  ile 
To  helle  went  yfere  for  to  fc 
His  father  Anchifes  the  fre, 
And  how  he  there  founde  Palinurus, 
And  alfo  Dido  and  Deiphobus, 
And  everiche  tourment  eke  in  hell 
Sawe  he,  whiche  long  is  for  to  tell, 
Whiche  painis  who  fo  lifte  to  knows 
He  mufl:  redin  many  a  rowe 
In  Virgile  or  in  Claudian, 
Or  Dantcs,  that  it  tellin  can. 

Tho  fawe  I  alle  the  arivaile 
That  ^neas  made  in  Itaile, 


And  with  Kyng  Latine  his  tret. 
And  all  the  battailis  that  he 
Was  at  himfelfin  and  his  knightes 
Or  he  had  all  iwonne  his  rightes, 
And  how  he  Turnus  refte  his  lif^, 
And  wan  Lavinia  to  his  wife. 
And  all  the  marvellous  fignals 
Of  the  goddis  Celeftials, 
How  maugre  Juno  ^neas, 
For  all  her  fleighte  and  hef  compas, 
Atchivid  all  his  avinture, 
For  Jupiter  toke  on  hym  cure 
At  the  praier  of  hismodir  Venus, 
Whiche  I  praie  alwaie  favin  us, 
And  us  aie  of  our  forowes  light. 

When  I  had  fein  all  this  fight 
Within  this  noble  temple  thus, 
Hey  !  Lord,  thought  I,  that  madift  uSj 
Yet  fawe  I  never  foche  nobleffe 
Of  imagis,  nor  foche  Hchefle, 
As  I  fe  gravin  in  this  churche  ; 
But  nought  wote  I  who  did  'hem  worcl*^^ 
Ne  where  I  ani,  ne'  in  what  countre^ 
But  now  will  I  out  gone  and  fe. 
Right  at  the  wickit,  if  I  can 
Seen  oughtwhere  fteryng  any  man 
That  male  me  tellen  where  I  am. 

When  I  out  of  the  dore  cam 
I  fafte  aboiitin  riie  behelde, 
Then  fawe  1  but  a  large  felde 
As  farre  as  evir  I  might  fe, 
Withoutin  toune,  or  houfe,  or  trc', 
Or  bufhe  or  graffe,  or  arid  lande. 
For  all  the  felde  was  but  of  fande 
As  fmal  as  men  maye  fe  at  eye 
In  the  del'ertis  of  Lybyc  ; 
Ne  ferthir  no  mauir  creture 
That  is  yformid  by  Nature 
Ne  fawe  I,  me  to  rede  or  wifle  ; 
O  Crift :  thought  I,  that  art  in  bliffe^ 
From  fanton  and  illufion 
Me  fave,  and  with  devocyon 
Myne  eyin  to  the  heven  I  cafte  ; 
Tho  was  I  ware,  lo  !   at  the  lafte, 
I'hat  fafte  by  the  fonne  oil  hie. 
As  kennin  myght  I  with  mine  eye. 
Me  thought  I  fawe  an  egle  fore. 
But  that  it  femid  mochil  more 
Than  I  had  anye  egle'  yfeine, 
This  is  a  fothe  as  deth  certaine, 
It  was  of  golde,  and  flione  fo  bright^ 
That  nevir  fawe  men  foche  a  fight, 
But  yf  the  hevin  had  ywonne 
Al  newe  of  God  anothir  fonne. 
So  flione  the  eg'iis  fethirs  bright, 
And  fomwhat  downwarde  gan  it  lygh^. 
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N'ot.'t:  herkln  everye  manlr  man 

For  why  ?  it  Was  a  gret  affraye. 

That  Engliflie  undirftande  can. 

Thus  I  longe  in  his  clayv'is  laye. 

And  lyftith  of  my  dreme  to  here, 

Til  at  the  laft  he  to  me  fp'ake 

For  now  at  erft  Ihallin  ye  lere 

In  mann'is  voice,  and  faid,  Awake, 

So  fely'  and  dredefull  avyfion, 

And  be  not  agaft  fo  for  Ihame, 

That  I  faye  neithir  Sclpion 

And  callid  me  tho  by  my  name ; 

Ne  Kinge  Nabugodnofore, 

And  for  1  ftiulde  bettir  abraide 

Pharao.Tumus,  ne  Alcanore, 

Me  to  awakin  thus  he  faide, 

Ne  mettin  foche  a  dreme  as  this. 

Right  in  the  fame  vt)ic€  and  ftevin 

Nowe,  0  thou  faire  blisful  Cipris ! 

That  ufith  one  I  can  nevin, 

So  be  my  favour  at  this  time 

And  with  that  voice,  the  fothe  to  fain'e, 

That  ye  me  to  endite  and  rime 

My  minde  ycame  to  me  againe. 

Helpith  that  in  Parnaffus  dvvel, 

For  it  was  godely  faide  to  me, 

Befyde  Helicon  the  clere  wel. 

So  n'as  it  nevir  wonte  to  be ; 

O  Thought !  that  wrote  al  that  I  met, 

Andherewithall  gan  to  ftere 

And  in  the  treforie  it  fet 

As  he  rae  in  his  fete  ybere. 

Of  my  braine,  now  flial  men  yfe 

'I'il  that  he  felte  that  I  had  hete. 

If  any  vertue  in  the  be  ; 

Andfelte  eke  tho  mine  herte  ybete; 

To  teUin  al  my  dreme  aright 

And  tho  gan  he  me  to  difporte, 

Nowe  kithe  thy  engin  and  thy  might. 

And  with  gcntil  wordes  me  comforte, 

This  egle',of  whiche  I  have  you  tolde. 

And  fayid  tv/ife,  by  Saint  Mary 

That  with  fethirs  Ihone  al  of  golde. 

Thou  arte  a  noyous  thinge  to  cary. 

V/hiche  that  fo  hie  began  to  fore, 

And  nothinge  nedith  it  parde. 

I  gan  beholdin  more  and  more 

For  all  fo  wifly  God  helpe  me 

To  fene  her  beaute  and  the  wonder. 

As  thou  no  harmc  {halt  have  of  this, 

But  nevir  was  that  dente  of  thonder. 

And  this  cafe  that  betidde  the  is 

Ne  that  thingethat  men  callin  foudre. 

Is  for  thy  lore  and  for  thy  prowe  : 

That  finite  fometime  a  toure  to  poudre, 

Lette  fe  ;  darifl:  thou  ioke  yet  nowe  ? 

And  in  his  fwifte  comminge  brende, 

Be  ful  enfurid  boldily 

That  fo  fwithe  gan  downwarde  difcende 

I  am  thy  frende  :  and  therewith  I 

As  this  foule  whan  that  it  behelde 

Gan  for  to  wondir  in  my  minde. 

That  I  arpwne  was  in  the  felde, 

O  God !  (quod  I)  that  madifl:  al  kinde. 

And  with  his  grim  pawis  fo  flronge 

Shal  I  none  otherwife  ydie  ? 

Within  his  fharpe  nailis  longe 

Whedir  Jove  wil  me  ftellyfie, 

Me  fleyng  at  a  fwappe  he  hent, 

Or  what  thing  may  this  fignifie  I 

And  with  his  fours  again  up  wente, 

V  am  neithir  Enocke  ne  Helye, 

Mc  carying  in  his  clawis  flarke 

Ne  Romulus  ne  Ganimedc, 

As  lightly'  as  I  had  ben  a  larke, 

That  werin  bore  up,  as  men  redcj 

Howe  hye  I  can  not  tellin  yowe, 

To  hevin  v/ith  Dan  Jupiter, 

For  I  came  up  I  n'ift  ner  howe, 

And  made  the  goddis  botiler ; 

For  fo  aftonied  and  afweved 

Lo  !  this  was  tho  my  fantafie. 

Was  every  virtue  in  me  heved, 

But  he  that  bare  me  gan  afpie 

What  with  his  fours  and  with  my  dred, 

That  I  fo  thought,  and  fayid  this  j 

That  al  my  fclinge  gan  to  ded; 

Thou  demill  of  thy  felfe  amis, 

Vol.  T. 
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For  Jove  ne  is  not  thfrcaboute, 
1  dare  the  put  ful  out  of  doute, 
To  makin  of  the  yet  a  fterre  ; ' 
But  er  I  berin  the  moche  fcrrc 
1  wil  the  telhn  what  I  am, 
•  And  where  thou  ihalte,  and  why  I  came 
To  dohi  this,  fo  that  thou  take 
Code  herte,  and  not  fore  fere  yquake. 
Gladly,  (quod  I.)  Now  wel,  (quod  he.) 
Firfl;  I,  that  in  my  fete  have  the, 
Of  whom  thou  haft  grcte  fere  and  wonder, 
And  dwellinge  with  the  god  of  Thonder, 
Whiche  men  ycallin  Jupiter, 
That  doth  me  flyin  ful  ofte  fer 
To  do  all  his  comniaund- meiit. 
And  for  this  caufe  he  hath  me  fent 
To  the  ;  herkin  nowc  by  thy  trouthe  : 
Certaine  he  hath  of  the  gretc  routhe. 
For  that  thou  hafl:  fo  truily 
So  long  fervid  enfentifiy 
Hisblinde  nephfewe  Cupido 
And  the  faire  quene  "Venus  alfo 
Withoutin  guerden  evir  yet, 
And  natheles  haft;  fet  thy  wit, 
Althoughe  in  thy  hed  fullite  is, 
To  make  bokes,  fongis,  and  ditisi. 
In  rime  or  eliis  in  cadence, 
As  thou  beil  canft,  in  reverence 
Of  Love  and  of  hisfcrvauntes  eke. 
That  havS  his  fervice  fought  and  feke. 
And  painift  the  to  praifc  his  arte,  " 

Althoughe  thou  haddifl:  nevir  parte  ; 
Wherfore,  fo  wifly  God  mc  hlefl'e, 
Jovis  yhalte  it  grcte  humblcffe 
And  vertue  eke  that  thou  wilt  make 
Anight  ful  eft  thine  hed  to  ake 
In  thy  fludye,  fo  thou  ywritefl. 
And  evirmore  of  love  eriditell,' 
In  honour  of  him  and  praifinges. 
And  in  his  folkisfourthiringes, 
And  in  ther  m'atir  al  devifeft. 
And  not  him  ne  his  folke  difpifeft, 
Althoughe  thou  niaifte  go  in  the  daunce 
Of  them  that  him  lyft  not  avau.nce; 
Wherfore,  as  I  nfiwefaide,  yvvis' 
Jupiter  coniidrith  wel  this, 
And  als,  beaufire,  of  othir  thingcs. 
That  is,  that  thou  hafte  no  tidingeg 
Of  Lov'is  folks  if  they  be  glade, 
Ke  of  nothinge  els  that  God  made. 
And  net  6he!y  fro  feri-e'  couiitre    ■ 
That  no  tidinges  comin  to  the. 
Not  of  thy  very  neiglibouris, 
That  dwellen  almoft  at  thy  don's, 
Thou  herifl  neithir  that  rie  this,' 
For  whan  thy  labour  al  done  is. 
And  hafl:e  madfeal  thy  reckininges, 
In  ficde  of  refte  and  of  newt  thinp^es 
Thou  goeft  home  to  thine  houfe  anme. 
And  al  fo  dombe  as  any  flonc' 
Thou  fittift  at  anothir  boke 
Tyll  fully  dafid  is  thy  loke, 
And  lyvifj;  thus  as  an  hermite, 
Although  thine  abftyicjjce  is  lyte; 


And  therefore  Jovis  throi^ghe  his  grace 

V/il  that  1  here  the  to  a  place 

Whiche  that  yliight  The  Houfe  of  Farae, 

And  for  to  doe  the  fpoit  and  game. 

In  Ibme  recompenfacion 

Of  thy  labour  and  devocion 

That  thou  haftc  hadde,  Id  !   caufelefs, 

'I'o  god  Cupido  the  recheles, 

And  thus  this  god  throughe  his  rncrite 

Wil  v/ith  feme  manir  thing  the  quite, 

So  that  thou  wilte  be  of  gode  chere  ; 

For  truflith  wel  that  thou  fhalte  here. 

Whan  we  ben  comen  there  as  I  fay, 

i^ylo  vi'ondir  thingisdare  I  lay. 

And  of  Love's  folke  mo  tidirigis, 

Eothe  fothfawis  and  leilngis,  ' 

And  of  mo  lovis  newe  begon, 

And  longe  fervid  tyl  love  is  won. 

And  of  mo  lovirs  cafuelly 

That  ben  betide,  no  mail  wote  why. 

But  as  a  blinde  man  ftarteth  an  hare. 

And  more  jolita  and  welfare, 

Wiiihs  they  findin  love  of  flcle, 

As  thinkin  men,  and  o'r  al  wela 

jX^o  difcordes  and  mo  jaloufies. 

Mo  murmures  and  mo  noviiries, 

And  alfo  mo  diffimulacions, 

And  eke  feinid  reperacions. 

And  mo  berdis  in  two  houres, 

Withoutin  rafour  or  ufoures 

Ymade,  than  grainis  be  of  fandes. 

And  eke  mo  holdinge  in  rao  handesj 

And  alfo  mo  renovelaunces. 

Of  olde  fcirlctin  aqueintaunces. 

Mo  love  dayis  and  nio  accordes. 

Than  on  inilruriientis  ben  cordes, 

And  eke  of  love  mo  exchaungis 

Than  evir  corne  were  in  graungis; 

Unnethis  maiff  thou  trowin  this, 

(Quod  he.)  No  fo',  helpe  me  God  as  wis, 

(Quod  1.)  No,  why  ?   (quod  he.)  For  it  ' 

Were  impofiible  to  my  wit, 

Although  that  Fame  had  al  the  pyes 

in  al  a  relme  iind  al  afpies, 

Howe  that  yet  he  fliulde  here  al  this 

Or  they  efpyin.  Q  !  yes,  yes, 

(Qnod  he  to  me)  that  can  I  preve 

By  refon  worthy  for  to  leve^ 

Mo  that  fhou  give'  thin  advertence 

To  undcrllandin  my  fchtence. 

Firil  IJKilt  thoi,  here  where  (he  dwellitfcj 
Right  fo  as  thine  owne  boke  tellith  : 
Eer  p.ilais  ftandeth,  as  I  fhal  fay, 
Kjght  even  amiddis  of  the  way 
Bytwene  hevin,  andycrthe,  and  fe, 

)  That  what  fo  er  in  al  thefe  thfe     ■ 
Is  Ipolcen'  in  prive  or  apperte,- 
"I  he  way  therto  is  fo  overte,   ■ 
And  flante  eke  in  fo  jufle  a  place. 
That  every  fowne  mote  to  it  pace, 
Or  what  fo  cometh  from'  anie  tongue, 

[  Whethre'  it  be  rownid,  redde,  or  fonge, 

I  Or  fpokin  in  fuert^  or  drtdc,  , 
Certaine  it  yiiotin  thidir  nede=, 
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Nowe  herldn  we!,;  for  why  \   I  wil 
Ytellin  the  a  propir  Ikil, 
And  worthy  demonftracion 
Jn  mine  imaglnacion. 

Geffray,  thou  wottill  full  wel  this, 
That  every  kindely  thinge  that  is 
Yhath  a  kyndely  ftede,  there  he 
May  bcfl  in  it  confervid  he, 
Unto  whkhe  place  every  thinge. 
Thorough  his  kyndely  enclininge 
Ymevith  for  to  comin  to 
Whan  that  it  is  away  therfro  ; 
As  thus,  lo  '   thou  maifle  al  day  fcj 
Take  any  thinge  that  hevy  be, 
As  Hone  or  led,  or  thinge  of  weight. 
And  here  it  ner  fo  .hie  on  height, 
J.et  go  thine  hande  it  fallith  downe.; 
Right  fo  fay  I  by  fire  or  fowne, 
Or  fmoke,  or  othir  thingis  light, 
Alway  they  'feke  upwarde  on  height, 
Light  thinges  up  and  hevie  down  charge 
While  everiche  of  'hem  be  at  large  ; 
And  for  this  caufe  thou  maift  wel  fe 
That  every  rivir  to  the  fc 
Enclinid  is  to  go  by  kynde, 
And  by  thefeikillis  as  I  finde 
Have  fiflaes  dwellinge  in  flode  and  fe. 
And  treis  eke  on  the  erthe  be  : 
Thus  every  thinge  by  his  refon 
Hath  his  ownc  propir  mancion, 
To  whiche  he  fekith  to  r/;paire 
There  as  it  Hiuldin  nat  appaire. 

Lo  !   this  fentence  is  knowin  coutlie 
Of  every  philolophir's  mouthe. 
As  Ariftotle'  and  DaA  Platone, 
And  othir  clerkls  many  one ; 
And  to  confirmin  my  refoune 
Thou  wotlft  wd  that  fpeche  is  fowne, 
Gr  ellis  no  man  might  it  YxeiS^ 
-Ncwe  herkin  what  I  wol  the  lere. 

Sowne  is  not  but  eyre  ybrokin. 
And  every  fpeche  that  is  fpokin, 
Viliere  loude  or  prive,  foule  or  faire. 
In  his  fubflaunce  ne  is  but  eyre ; 
For  as  flame  is  but  lightid  fmoke, 
"Right  fo  Is  fowne  but  eyre  ybroke  : 
But  this  may  be  In  many  wife, 
■Ol  the  whiche  I  will  the  devife. 
As  fowne  comith  of  pype  orharpe, 
For  whan  a  pype  is  blowin  Iharpe 
The  eyre  is  tv/ift  with  violence 
And  rent ;  lo !  this  .is  my  fenten-ce  : 
Eke  whan  that  .men  harpeftringis  fmytc, 
Whedir  that  it  be  moche  or  lyte, 
Lo  !  with  the  ftroke  the  eyre  It  breketh, 
And  right  fo  breketh  it  whan  -men  fpeketh; 
Thus  woll  tiiou  wel  what  thing  is  fpeche  4 
Nowe  hehnisforthe  I  wil  the  teche 
Howe  everiche  fpeche,  voice,  or  fowne, 
Throughe  his  multipHcaciowne, 
Thougheit  lyere  pipid  of  a  moufe, 
Mote  nedis  come  to  Fam'is  Floufe  ; 
I  prove  it  thus;    takith  hede  nowe 
By  experiencej  for  if  that  tlioa 


Threwe  in  a  watir  nowe  a  ftonc;, 
Wel  wofte  thou  It  wil  make  anone 
A  lityl  roundil  as  a  circle, 
Pata'venture  asbrode  asacovlrole. 
And  right  anone  thou  Ihalte  fe  wele 
That  circle  caufe  anothir  whele. 
And  that  the  thirde,  and  fo  forthe.brothei;. 
Every  circle  caufmge  other 
Moch  brodir  than  himfelfin  was. 
And  thus  from  roundil  to  corapas 
Eche  aboutin  othir  goinge 
Ycaufith  of  othirs  fterlngc 
And  multiplying  evirmo, 
Tyl  that  it' be  fo  far  ygo 
That  it  at  bothe.brinkis  be. 
Although  thou  mayill  it  not.fe 
Above,  yet  gothe  it  alwaye  underj 
Although  thou  thinke  it  a  grete  wonder, 
And  whofo  faithe  of  trouthe  I  vary, 
Bydde  him  provin  the  contrary  ; 
And  right  thus  every  wordeyv/is, 
That  loude  or  pryve'  yfpoliin  I^, 
'Ymovith  -firfle  an  eyre  aboute, 
And  of  his  m.ovInge  out  of  doute 
Ansthir  eyre  anone  is  moved, 
As  I  have  of  the  watir  proved, 
That  every  circle  caufith  other; 
Right  fo  of  eyre,. my'leve  brother, 
Everiche  eyre  anothir. fterith 
More  and  more,  and  fpeche  Jip  berlthg 
-Or  voife  or-nqyfe,  or  worde  or.fownej 
Aye  through  mukiplicaclowne, 
Tyl  it  be  at  The  Houfe  of  Fame, 
Take  it  in  erneft  or  in  game. 
'Nowe  have  J  toldc,  if  thou  have  raindj 
Howe  fpeche  or  fowne  of  pure  kindc 
.Enclinid  is  upward  to  meve. 
This  mayift  thou  fele  wel  by  preve. 
And  that  famel?;indly  flede  yv/is. 
That  every  tliinge  enclined  to  is, 
Yhath  alfo  'his  kyndelyche  flede. 
That  fiiewith  it  whhoutin  drede. 
That  kindely  the  mancloun 
•Of  everyche  fpeche,  of  every-foune^ 
All  be  it  either  foule  or  faire, 
Yhath  his  kinde'iy  place  in  eyre.; 
And  fith  that  every  thinge  ywis 
Out  of  his  kindely  place  ywis 
Ay  movith  thidir'for  to  go, 
Yf  that  it  awayehe  therfro, 
As  I  have  before  provid  the. 
It  fhewlth  every  fonne  perde 
Ymovith  kindely  to  pace 
As  up  into  his  kindely  place  ; 
And  this  place  of  whiche  I  the  tpL, 
There  as  Fame  doth  ylifte  to  dwellj 
:Is  fette  amiddis  of  thefe  tlire, 
■Hevin,  and  erthe,  and  eke  the  fe, 
As  mo  fie  confervatife  of  foun; 
Than  is  this  the  conclufion 
That  every  fpeche  of  every  manne^ 
As  I  the  tellin  firfte  beganne, 
Ymovith  up  on  height  to.pac^ 
Kindely  unto  Fam'is  place. 
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Tellith  me  this  nowe  faithfully. 

That  fawe  in  dreme  at  pointe  devife 

Have  I  not  provid  thus  fitnply, 

Heven  and  erthe,  hel  and  paradife, 

Withoutin  any  fubtilte 

Ne  eke  the  bold  wretche  Dadalus, 

Of  fpeche,  or  grete  prolixyte 

Ne  yet  his  childe,  nice  Icarus, 

Of  termis  of  philofophie, 

That  flewe  fo  hie  that  the  hete 

Of  figuris  of  poetrie, 

Hys  wingis  niolte,  and  he  fel  wete 

Oi-  colouris  of  rhetorike  ? 

In  mydde  the  fe,  and  there  he  dreinte, 

Perde  it  oughtin  the  to  like, 

For  harde  hingage  and  harde  matere 

For  whom  was  made  a  grete  complamte. 

Nowe  tourne  upwarde  (quod  he)  thy  factf, 

Is  incombrous  for  the  to  here 

And  beholde  here  this  larg^  place. 

At  onis,  wolle  thou  not  wel  this  ? 

This  eyre,  but  loke  that  thou  ne  be 

And  I  anfwerid  and  faid,  Yes. 

Adrad  of  hem  that  thou  fhalt  fe, 

Ah  ha  !   (quod  he)  lo!  fo  I  can 

For  in  this  regioun  certaine 

IjCudlye  unto  a  leud<?  man 

Dwellith  many  a  citizeine. 

Yfpeke,  and  fliewin  him  foche  fkilles 

Of  whiche  yfpekith  Dan  Plato, 

That  he  maye  fhake  'hem  by  the  bylles, 

Thefe  ben  the  eyriflie  beftis,  lo  \ 

So  palpable  they  fhuldin  be ; 

And  tho  fawe  I  al  the  menye 

But  tel  me  this  nowe  praye  I  the, 

That  bothe  ygone  and  alfo  flye. 

Howe  thinketh  the  my  conclufioun  ? 

I.o  there  !   (quod  he)  caft  up  thine  eye. 

Parde  a  gode  perfuafioun 

Se  yondir,  lo  !   the  Galaxie, 

•  (Q^od  I)  it  is,  and  lyke  to  be, 

The  whiche  men  clepe  The  Milky  Way, 

Right  fo  as  thou  hafte  provid  me. 

For  it  is  white,  and  fonie  parfay 

By  God  (quod  he)  and  as  I  leve 

Ycallin  it  han  Watlynge  ftrete, 

Thou  fhake  have  it  or  it  be  eve, 

That  onis  was  brente  with  the  hete. 

Of  every  worde  of  this  fentenoe 

Whan  that  the  funn'is  fonne  the  rede. 

A  profe  by  thine  experience, 

Which  that  hite  Phaeton,  wolde  lede 

And  with  thine  eris  herin  wel 

Algate  his  fathir's  carte  and  gie. 

The  toppe  and  taile,  and  every  del. 

The  carte  horfis  gan  wel  afpie 

That  every  worde  that  fpokin  is 

That  he  ne  coude  no  govirnaunce. 

Comith  into  Fame's  Houfe  ywis 

And  gonin  for  tolepe  and  praunce, 

As  I  have  faide ;  what  wilt  thou  more  ? 

And  here  him  now  up  and  nowe  downs 

And  with  this  worde  uppir  to  fore 

Tyl  that  he  fawe  the  Scorpiowne, 

He  began,  and  faide,  By  fainte  Jame 

Whiche  that  in  heven  a  figne  is  yit, 

Kowe  wyll  we  fpekin  al  of  game. 

And  he  for  fere  ylofte  his  wit 

Howe  fareft  thou  now  ?  quod  he  to  me. 

Of  that,  and  let  the  reinis  gone 

B-ight  wel,  (quod  I.)  Now  fe  (quod  he) 

Of  his  horfis,  aad  they  anone 

By  thy  crouthe  yondir  adowne. 

Sone  up  to  mounte  and  downe  difcende. 

Where  that  thou  knowlft  any  towne 

Tyl  bothe  the  eyre  and  erthe  ybrende. 

Or  houfe,  or  any  othir  thinge. 

Tyl  Jupiter,  lo  !  at  the  lafte 

And  whan  thou  hafte  of  ought  knowynge 

Hym  flewe,  and  fro  the  carte  ycafle. 

Tho  lokith  that  thou  warne  me, 

Lo  !   is  it  not  a  grete  mijchaunce 

And  I  anone  Ihal  tellin  the 

To  let  a  fole  have  gavirnaunce 

How  farre  that  thou  arte  nowe  therfro. 

Of  thinges  that  he  can  nut  demaine  ? 

And  I  adoune  gan  lokin  tho, 

And  with  this  worde,  fothe  for  to  faine. 

And  behelde  the  feldis  and  plainis, 

He  gan  alway  uppir  to  fore, 

JSfowe  hyllis  and  nowe  niountainis, 

And  gladid  me  than  more  and  more, 

JJovire  valeys  and  iiowe  foreftis. 

So  faithfully  to  me  fpake  he. 

And  nowe  unnethis  grete  beftis, 

Tho  gan  I  to  loke  undir  me. 

Kowe  riveris  nowe  citeis, 

And  behelde  the  eyriflie  beftis 

JJowe  townis  and  nowe  grete  treis. 

Cloudis,  myftis,  and  tempiftis, 

Nowe  fhipjiis  i'ailinge  in  the  fe  ; 

Snowis,  hailis,  rainis,  and  windes, 

But  thus  fone  in  a  while  he 

And  the  engendringe  in  ther  kindes. 

•   Was  fiowin  fro  the  grounde  fo  hye 

Al  the  way  thoroughe  whiche  I  came  ; 

I'hat  al  the  worlde,  as  to  myne  eye, 

O  God  !  (quod  I)  that  made  Adame, 

No  more  yfemid  than  apricke. 

Moche  is  thy  myght  and  noblenes  ! 

Or  ellis  was  the  eyre  fo  thicke 

And  tho  thought  I  upon  Boece, 

That  I.ne  might  it  not  difcerne  ; 

That  writeth  a  thought  may  flye  fo  hie 

With  that  be  fpake  to  me  fo  yerne, 

With  fethirs  of  philofophie 

And  faid,  Seift  thou  any  token, 

To  paflin  everyche  element; 

Or  ought  that  in  this  worldc's  of  fpoken  ? 

And  when  he  hath  fo  farre  y  went 

I  anfwered  Maye.  No  wondir  is, 

Than  may  ben  fene  behindc  his  backe 

(Quod  he)  for  halfe  fo  hye  as  this 

Cloude,  erthe,  and  al  that  I  of  fpake. 

K'as  Alexandre',  of  Macedon 

Tho  gan  I  wexin  in  a  were, 

Kynee,  ne  pf  Rojiie  Pan  Scifioiij 

And  faid,  I  wotp  wel  I  am  here, 
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JBut  whether  in  body  or  in  gofl 

And  that  a  man  ftande  out  of  dotite 

I  n'ot  ywis,  but  God  thou  woft, 

A  myle  off  thens  and  here  it  route; 

For  a  more  clere  entendement 

Or  ellis  lyke  to  the  huniblinge 

N'as  to  me  nevir  yet  yfent. 

Aftir  che  clappe  of  a  thundringe, 

And  than  tliought  I  on  Marcian, 

Whan  jovis  hath  the  eyre  ybete, 

And  eke  of  Anticlaudian, 

But  it  doth  mc  for  fere  to  fwete.                               i 

That  fothe  was  ther  difcripcion 

Nay,  drede  the  not  therof,  Cquodhe) 

Of  al  the  hevin's  region, 

It  'is  nothing  that  will  bytin  the  ; 

As  farre  as  that  I  fawe  the  preve^ 

Thou  fhalte  have  no  harme  truily. 

And  therfore  I  can  'hem  beleve. 

And  with  that  worde  both  he  and  I 

With  that  the  egle  gan  to  crie, 

As  nighe  the  place  arrivid  were 

Let  be  (quod  he)  thy  fantafie  : 

As  men  might  caftin  with  a  fpere  : 

Wylte  thou-  lernin  of  fterris  ought  ? 

I  ne  wift  howe,  but  in  a  flrete 

Nay,  certainly,  (quod  I)  right  nought. 

He  fet  me  faire  upon  my  fete, 

And  why  ?  (quod  he.)  For  I  am  olde. 

And  fayid,  Walkith  forth  a  pace, 

Or  ellis  wolde  I  the  have  tolde 

And  tel  thine  advinture  and  cafe 

(Quod  he)  ;he  ftarris  nam  is,  lo  ! 

That  thou  flialte  finde  in  Fam'is  place. 

And  al  the  hevin's  fignis  to. 

Nowe  (quod  J)  while  that  we  have  fpacs 

And  whiche  they  be.  No  force  (quod  I.) 

To  fpeke,  or  that  I  go  fro  the. 

Yes  perde,  (quod  he ;)  wofl  thou  why  ? 

For  the  love  of  God  tellith  me 

For  whan  thou  redift  poetry, 

In  fothe  that  I  will  of  the  lere, 

Howe  the  goddis  can  ftellify 

If  this  ilke  noife  which  that  I  here 

A  birde,  a  fyfhe,  or  him  or  her, 

Be  as  1  have  herde  the  me  tell, 

As  of  birdes  the  ravyn  and  other, 

Of  folke  that  done  in  erthe  ydwell. 

Or  Ariones  harpe  fyne. 

And  comith  here  in  the  fame  wife 

Or  Caftor  Pollux,  or  Delphine, 

As  I  the  herde  or  this  devife,                                    3 

Or  Atlante's  doughtirs  feven, 

And  that  here  liv'is  body  n'is                                      i 

How  al  thefe  are  yfet  in  heven, 

In  all  that  Houfe  that  yondir  is 

For  though  thou  have  'hem  ofte  in  hande 

That  makith  al  this  loud^  fare. 

Yet  n'oft  thou  nat  where  that  they  flande. 

No,  (anfwerid  he)  by  Sainte  Clare^ 

No  force,  (quod  I ;)  it  is  no  nede : 

And  al  fo  wifTely  God  rede  me  : 

As  wel  I  leve,  fo  God  me  fpede. 

But  0  thinge  I  will  warnc  the, 

'Hem  that  writin  of  this  matere 

Of  the  whiche  thou  wiite  have  wondir. 

As  though  I  knewe  ther  placis  here, 

Lo  '■  to  The  Houfe  of  Fam.e  yondir. 

And  eke  they  femin  here  fo  bright 

Thou  wofle  howe  comith  every  fpeche, 

That  it  (hulde  fhendin  al  my  fight                       * 

It  nedith  not  the  efte  to  teche  ; 

To  loke  on  'hem.  That  may  wel  be, 

But  underllande  now  right  wel  this, 

(Quod  he;)  and  fo  forth  bare  he  me 

Whan  any  fpeche  ycomin  is 

A  while,  and  tho  began  to  crie. 

Up  to  the  palais,  anone  right 

That  nevir  herde  I  thinge  fo  hie ; 

It  wexith  like  the  fame  wight 

Holde  up  thine  bed,  for  al  is  wel 

Whiche  that  the  worde  in  erth  yfpake, 

.  Sainte  Julian,  lo!   bonne  hoftel! 

Be  he  clothid  in  red  or  blake, 

Se  here  The  Houfe  of  Fame,  lo  ! 

And  hath  fo  very  his  likeneffe 

Mayift  thou  not  here  that  1  do  ? 

That  fpake  the  worde,  that  thou  wilte  geffc 

Here  what  ?  (quod  I.)  The  grete  fowne 

That  it  the  famj  body  be. 

(Quod  he)  that  romblith  up  and  downe 

Wher  man  or  v/oman,  he  Or  fhe. 

In  Fam'is  Houfe,  ful  of  tidinges 

And  is  not  this  a  wOndir  thinge  ? 

Bothe  of  faire  fpeche  and  of  chidinges. 

Yes,  i^quod  I)  tho  by  hevin  kinge  : 

And  of  falfe  and  fothe  compownid ; 

And  with  this  worde  Farewel,  (quod  he} 

Herkin  wel,  it  is  not  rownid.. 

And  here  wil  I  abydin  the. 

Herifl;  thou  not  the  grete  fwough ,? 

And  God  of  hevin  fende  the  grace 

■Yes,  perde,  (quod  I)  well  ynough. 

Some  gode  to  lernin  in  this  place  ! 

And  what  fowne  is  it  lyke  ?  (quod  he.) 

And  I  of  him  toke  leve  anone, 

Peter  I   lyke  the'  beting  of  the  fe 

And  gan  forth  to  the  palays  gone. 

(Quod  1)  againft  the  rochis  halowe, 

Whan  tempefies  done  ther  fhippis  fwalow, 

- 
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1  srbtT,  god  of  Science  and  o?  Light, 
Apollo  !  thorough  thy  grete  might 
This  liiil  Icift  boke  now  thou  gye, 
Nowe  that  I  will  for  maiflerie 
Here  arte  potensiall  be  ftiewdc, 
But  for  the  rime  is  lyght  and  lewde 
Yet  make  ivfomwhat  agrer.ble, 
Though  fome  verfe  faile  in  afyMablcj,, 
And  that  I  do  no  diligence 
To  fliewin  crafte  but  fentence;-' 
And  if  that  divine  virtue  thou 
Wilte  helpinmc' to  fhev/in  nowe 
That  in  my  hed  ymarkid  is, 
IjO  !  that  isforto  nienin  this-. 
The  Houfe  of  Fame  for  to  difoivs^- 
Thou  {halt  yfe  me  go  as  blive 
Unto  the  next  laurir  I  fe, 
And  kyffe  it  for  it  is  thy  tr?  : 
Kovv^e  cntre  in  my  brefi  anone. 

Whan  I  was  from  the  egl«  gone, , 
J  gan  b'eholde- upon  this  place, 
And  certaine  or  I  furthir  paffe 
I  wol  you  al  the  fhape  dxvife 
©f  Houfe  aild  cite,'and  al  the  wife 
Howe  I  gan  to  this  place  approchCj. 
That  S'ctdt  up'ds7  fo  hie  a  roche, 
Hyir  yftandith  none  in  Spaine; 
But  up  I  clambe  with  mochil  painej 
And  though  to  clime  ygrevid  ine 
Yet  I  ententife  was  to  i'c,- 
And  for  to  porin  v/oiTd:rc  lowe,. 
Ji  I  coude  any  wife  yki:owe 
''lYhat  manir  flonc  this  ro^the  ywa% 
For  it  was  lyke  a  limid  gia:;, 
'Mat  that  itfaone  ful  nuirc  clere. 
But  of'whatvGo^igclid  niatere 
it  wi;s  1  ne'w'i{lerx:dily  ;: 
But  at  the  lallc  cfpyid  Ij 
Ard  founde  that  it  was  cvcrydcle 
A  3'o-:h':  of  vfi:  \'.u*l  noi  of  ilck  ;■ 


'  ThoHgfit  I,  by  Saint  Thomas  of  Kear 
This  were  a  feble  foundement 
To  buildin  on  a  place  fo  hie; 
He  ought  hym  lite  to  glorifie 
I'hat  heron  builte,  God  fo  me  fave^ 

Ths  fawe  I  all  the  hall  igrave 
With  femous-fclkis  namis  fele 
That  haddin  ben  in  machil  wele. 
And  ther  faniis  full  wide  Iblowe, 
I  But  well  unncthis  might  I  knowe 
Any  lettiris  for  to  rade 
Ther  namis  by,  for  out  of  drede 
Thci  werin  almofte  of  thawed  fo- 
l^hat  of  the  lettirs  one  or  two 
Were  molts  awaie  of  every  name, 
So  unfamous  was  wexe  ther  fame; 
But  men  faie,   ^^Lat  ?vaie  e-vh  lajl  ? 

Tho  gan  1  iu  myne  herte  call: 
That  thei  were  molte  awaie  for  hete. 
And  not  awaie  with  flopmis  bete,. 
For  on  that  othir  fide  T  fey 
Of  this  hill,  that  northward- yley,. 
How  it  was  writin  full  of  names 
Of  folke  that  had  afore  grete  fames. 
Of  oldc  tyme,  and  yet  thei- were 
As  frcfne  as  men  had  writ'cn  'iacni  there 
TJie  i'clf  daie,  or  that  verry  houre 
That  I  on'kcm  began  to  poure- 
But  well  I  wifie  what  it  made,  ' 
It  was  cenfervid-with  the  fliade, 
.All  the  writyng  wliich  tliat  I  fie,' 
Of  a  caftdl  that  ftode  on  hie. 
And  ftode  eke  in  fo  cold  a  place 
Tliat  hete  ne  might  it  not  deface. 

TJio  gan  1  oirthis  hill,  to  gone-, 
And  found  upon  the  csppe  a  wone, 
'Fliat  all  the  men  thatben  on  live 
Ne  ban  the  connyng  to  difcrivc 
'J'he  beaute  of  thatilke  place 
Ne  coudu!  ijalliuno  ccmpr,-cG 
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Soche  an  othir  for  to  ymake 

That  might  of  beautie  be  his  make, 

JNe  one  fo  wcndirly  iwrouo-ht, 

That  it  aftonieth  yet  my  thought. 

And  makith  all  my  wittj  to  fwinke. 

Upon  this  caftill  for  to  thinke, 

So  that  the  wondir  grete  "beautie, 

Cafte,  craft,  and  curiofitie, 

Ne  can  i  not  to  you  devife, 

My  witte  ne  male  me  not  fuffife, 

}5ut  natheleffe  all  the  fubftaunce 

I  liave  yet,  in  my  remembraunce  ; 

For  why  ?  me  thOiightin,  by  Saind  Gile^ 

That  all  was  ftorie  of  berile 

Bothe  the  caftill  and  the  tonre, 

And  eke  the  hall  arid  every  boure, 

Withoutin  pccis  or  joynynges, 

33ut  many  fubtill  compaffynges. 

As  barbicans  and  pinnacles, 

imageries  and  tabernacles, 

I  fawe,  and  full  eke  of  windowesj 

As  flakis  fallin  in  grete  fnowes, 

And  eke  in  eche  of  the  pinacles 

Yvirerin  fondrie  habitacles. 

In  whichc  ftddin  all  withoutin 

Full  the  caftill  all  aboutin 

Of  all  manir  of  minfiralis 

And  jeftours,  that  tellin  talis 

Bothe  of  wepyrig  and  eke  of  game, 

And  ail  that  longith  unto  Fame  : 

There  herde  I  playing  on  an  harpe, 

That  yiounid  bothc  well  alnd  fliarpe,- 

Hym  Orpheus  ftill  craftily. 

And  on  this  othir  fide  fad  by 

Yfatte  the  harpir  Orion, 

And  Gacides  Chlrion, 

And  othir  harpirs  many  one. 

And  the  Briton  Glafkirion, 

And  fmale  harpirs  v>'ith  ther  glees 

Satte  undir  'hem  in  divers  fees, 

And  gone  on  'h'em.  upwarde  to  gape, 

And  counterfaited  'hem  as  an  ape. 

Or  as  Crafte  counterfeitith  Kinde. 

Tho  fawe  I  ftandin  'hern  behinde, 
Afarre  from  'herii,  al  by  'hem  felve, 
Many  a  thoufande  tymis  twelve, 
That  madin  loud;  minftralfies 
In  cornniufe  and  eke  in  flialmies, 
And  in  many  an  othir  pipe. 
That  craftily  began  to  pipe 
Bothe  in  doucid  and  eke  in  rede. 
That  ben  at  feftis  with  the  brede, 
And  many'  a  floite  and  litlyng  home. 
And  plpis  made  of  grene  cornc, 
As  have  thefe  little  herds gromes 
That  kepin  beftis  in  the  bromcs. 

There  fav/e  I  then  Dan  Citherus, 
And  of  Athenes  Dan  Proferus, 
And  Mercia,  that  lofle  her  Ikinne 
Bothe  in  the  face,  bodie,  and  chinne. 
For  that  ilie  would  envyin,  io  1 
To  pipin  bette  than  Apollo. 

There  fawe  I  famous  old  and  yong 
pipiris  of  all  the  Duche  tong. 
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To  lernin  love  dauncis  fprinsris, 
Reyis,  and  the  Rraung;  thincis, 

Tho  fawe  I  in  an  othir  place, 
Yftandyng  in  a  large  fpace, 
Of  'hem  that  makin  blodie  foun 
tn  trump":,  heme,  and  clarioun, 
For  in  fight  and  in  hlodefiiedynges 
Is  ufid  glad  clarionynges. 

There  herde  I  trumpin  Mcffenus, 
Of  whom  that  fpekith  Virgilius. 

There  herd  I  Juab  trumpe  alfo, 
Theodomas,  and  othir  mo. 
And  all  that  ufid  clarion 
In  Cafteloigne  and  Aragon, 
That  in  th-^r  tymis  famous  were, 
7'o  lernin  fawe  I  trumpin  there. 

There  fawe  I  fit  in  othir  fees. 
Playing  on  othir  fondrie  glees, 
V/hiche  that  I  can  not  now  nevin, 
Mo  thert  flerris  ben  in  hevin, 
Of  whiche  I  n'ill  as  now  net  rime 
For  efe  of  you  and  loffe  of  time, 
For  Ty7ne  ilojl,  this  knowin  ye, 
By  no  "jvais  male  recovered  he. 

There  fawe  I  playing  jogelours^ 
Meglciens  and  tragetours, 
And  Phetoniflis,  charmereflis, 
And  olde  witchis  and  forcereffis. 
That  ufen  exorfifacions 
And  eke  fubfumigacions, 
And  clerkis  eke  which  connin  v.'eJi 
All  this  magike  bight  Naturell, 
That  craftily  doe  ther. ententes 
I'o  maken  in  certain  afcendentes 
Iniagis,  lo  I  through  whiche  magike 
To  maken  a  manben  whole  or  fike. 

There  fawe  I  the  Quene  Medea, 
And  Circe  and  Caliophia. 

There  fawe  I  Hermes  Ballenus, 
Limoce,  and  eke  Symon  Magus. 

There  fawe  I,  and  yknewe  by  name. 
That  by  foche  arte  doen  men  have  fame.. 

There  fawe  I  eke  Coll  Tragetour 
Upon  a  table'  of  ficamour 
Playin  an  uncouth  thyng  to  tell-; 
I  fawe  hym  cary  a  windeniell 
Undir  a  walnote  fhale. 

What  (houTd  I  makin  lengir  tale  ? 
Of  all  the  peple  that  I  fey 
I  could  not  tell  till  dom'ifdey. 

When  I  had  all  this  folke  beholde. 
And  founde  me  loce  and  not  yholdej 
And  I  amufida  longe  tvhile 
Upon  this  wall  all  pf  berile, 
That  fhone  lightir  than  any  glas. 
And  made  well  more  then  it  ywas. 
As  it  kinaely  thing  of  Fame  i^ 
And  then  right  anone  aftir  this 
I  gan  forthe  romin  till  I  fonde 
The  caftill  yate  on  my  right  honde^ 
Whiche  all  lb  well  ycorvin  was 
That  nevir  foche  an  othir  n'as. 
And  yet  it  was  by  avinture 
Iwrought  by  grete  and  fubtiU  cure; 
N  n  iiij 
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It  nedith  not  you  more  to  tellen, 

Whiche  that  a  carbuncle  is  called. 

To  makin  you  to  long  to  dwellen. 

I  fawe  perpetually  iHallcd 

Of  thefe  ilke  yatis  floiirifliynges, 

A  femine  creture, 

Ne  of  conipacisne  karvynges^ 

That  nevir  forniid  by  Nature  _ 

Ne  the  hackyng  in  mafonricsy 

^'i'^as  f'oche  an  othir  thyTig  I  I'aie  ; 

As  corbettis  and  imageries. 

For  althirfinle,  the  fothe  to  faie  j 

But  Lorde,  fo  faire  it  was  to  Iliewe  I 

Me  thoughtin  that  fhe  was  fo  lite 

For  it  was  all  with  golde  behewe  ; 

I'hat  the  fmale  length  of  a  cub-ite 

But  in  1  went,  and  that  arnone  i- 

Was  lengir  than  fhe  femid  be. 

There  met  I  crying  many  one, 

But  thus  fone  in  a  while  ilie 

A  larges,  larges!  holde  up  well; 

Her  felf  tho'  wondirly  yftreight 

God  favc  the  ladie  of  this  pell. 

That  with  her  fete  fhe  th'  erthe  yreigbty 

Our  owne  gcntill  Ladie  Fame, 

And  with  her  hcdde  flie  touchid  heven. 

And  'hem  that  willen  to  have  a  name 

There  as  fhinith  the  fterris  feven  ; 

Of  lis !  Thus  heard  I  cryin  all, 

And  thereto  yet,  as  to  my  v/it, 

And  faft  comin  out  of  the  hall 

I  fawiji  a  grete  vrondir  yk. 

And  Ihoke  noblis  and  flarlyngis. 

Upon  her  eyiu  to  beholde, 

And  eorouiiid  were  as  kyngis 

But  certainly'  I  'hem  nevir  tolde, 

With  crownis  Y/rought  full  of  lofynges. 

For  as  fcle  eyin  haddin  fhe 

And  many  ribans  many  fringes 

As  fcthirs  upon  foulis  be. 

Were  on  ther  clothis  truily. 

Or  werin  on  the  bellis  foure 

Tho  at  the  laft  efpyid  I 

That  Godd'is  trone  can  to  honoure. 

That  purfevauntes  and  heraudls^ 

Aswriteth  Ihon  in  the'  Apocalyps, 

That  cryin  riche  folkis  laudis, 

Her  here,  that  was  owndie  and  crips,  , 

It  werin  all ;  and  every  man 

As  burnid  golde  it  fnone  to  fe. 

Gf  'hem,  as  1  you  tcUin  can. 

And,  fothe  to  tellin  alfo,  fhe 

Had  en  him  throwin  a  Teflure 

Had  alfo  fele  upflandyng  eres, 

Whiche  men  yclepe  a  cote  armuie. 

And  tongis  as  on  beft  ben  heres, 

Embroudiridwondirly  riche. 

And  on  her  fete  woxin  fawe  I 

As  though  thei  werin  not  iliche  t 

Partrich'is  wingis  redily. 

But  nought  will  I,  fo  mote  I  thrive^ 

But  Lorde  !  the  perrie'  and  the  rJchelTe 

Be  now  aboutin  to  difcrive 

I  fawe  fittyng  on  the  goddeffe, 

All  thefe  armis  that  there  yweren 

And  the  hevinly  melodic 

That  thei  thus  oh  rfier  cotis  weren^ 

Of  fongis  full  of  armonie 

For  to  me  were  impoflible, 

t  herde  about  her  trone  ifong, 

Men  might  make  of  'hem  a  Bible 

That  all  the  palais  wall  yrong  ! 

FuUtwentie  fote  thicke  as  Ttrowe^ 

So  fonge  the  mightie  Mufe,  fhe 

For  certain  whofo-  coud  it  knowc 

That  clepid  is  Caliope, 

Ymight  there  all  the  armis  fene 

And  her  fevin  fultirin  eke. 

Of  famous  folke  that  er  had  bene 

That  in  ther  facis  femid  meke. 

In  AiFrike,  Europe,  and  Afie, 

And  evirmore  eternally 

$ithins  firfl:  began  chivalrie. 

Thei  fongin  of  Fame  ;  tho  heard  I, 

Lo  !  'how  fhould  I  now  tell  all  this  J 

Yheried  be  thou  and  thy  name, 

Ne  of  the  hall  eke  what  nede  is 

Goddeffe  of  Renoun  and  of  Fame  ? 

To  tellin  you  ?  that  every  wall 

Tho  was  I  aware  at  die  laft, 

Of  it,  and  rofe,  and  flore  withaH, 

As  I  myne  eyin  gan  upcaft. 

Was  platid  halfe  a  fote  thicke 

That  this  ilke  grete  and  noble  quene 

Of  golde,  and  that  ne  was  not  wicke, 

Upon  her  fliuldirs  gan  fullene 

!But  for  to  provin  in  all  wife 

Bothe  the  armis  and  the  name 

As  fine  as  ducket  in  Venife, 

Of  tho  that  haddin  large  fame, 

Of  whiche  to  lite  all  in  my  pouche  is  ; 

Alifander  and  Hercules, 

And  thei  were  fpt'as  thicke  of  ouchis 

That  with  a  fherte  his  life  did  lefe  ; 

Fine,  of  the  fifilfi  ftonis  faire 

And  thus  founde  1  fittyng  this  goddeffe 

That  men  rcdeu  in  the  lapldaire. 

^.Ixi  noble  honour  and  richeffe. 

Or  as  grafQs  growen  in  a  mcde  j 

Of  which  T  ftinte  a  while  now, 

Eut  it  were  all  to  long  to  rede 

Of  othir  thing  to  teUin  you. 

The  namis,  and  therefore  I  pace. 

Tho  fawe  1  ftande  on  th'  other  fide, 

P'Ut  in  this  luftie  and  riche  place. 

Streight  doune  unto  the  doris  wide. 

That  Fani'is  Hall  ycallid  was. 

From  the  dees  many  a  pillere 

Full  mochil  pres  of  folke  there  n'as. 

Of  mctall  that  fhone  not  full  clere. 

iNe  crouding,  for  to  mochil  pres; 

But  though  thei  were  of  no  richefTe 

But  ill  on  hie  above  a  des 

Yet  were  thei  m.ade  for  grete  nobleffe 

Satte  in  a  f e  imperiall 

And  in  'hem  was  there  jrete  fentence  ' 

1'Lat  made  v/as  of  rubie  roiall 

1                                                        ! 

And  folke  of  hie  and  digne  reverence-* 
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Of  which  to  tellm  Willi  fonde. 

Upon  this  piller  al  fo  hie, 

Upon  a  pillir  fawe  I  ftonde, 

As  might  fe  it  with  myne  eye ; 

Alderfirfl;  there  yfie, 

For  why  ?  this  hall  whereof  1  rede 

Upon  a  pillir  ftonde  on  hie, 

Waswoxe  on  height,  and  length,  and  bredc 

That  was  of  lede  and  iron  fine, 

Well  more  by  a  thoufandc  dele 

Hym  of  the  fefte  Saturnine, 

Than  it  was  erft,  that  fawe  I  welc. 

The  Ebraike  Jofephus  the  old, 

Tho  fawe  I  on  a  pillir  by 

That  of  the  Jewis  geftis  told. 

Of  iron,  wrought  full  fternily. 

And  he  bare  on  his  ftiuldirs  hie 

The  grete  poete,  him  Dan  Lucan, 

All  the  fame  up  of  the  Jurie ; 

That  on  his  fliouldirs  bare  up  thaji, 

And  by  hym  ftodin  othir  feven, 

As  hie  as  that  I  might  it  fe. 

Full  wife  and  worthie  for  to  neven, 

The  fame  of  Julius  and  Pompe, 

To  heipe  hym  berin  up  the  charge, 

And  by  hym  ftodin  all  thefe  clerkes 

It  was  fo  hevie  and  fo  large  ; 

That  write  of  Rom'is  mightie  werkcs. 

And  for  thei  writtin  of  battailes 

That  if  I  would  ther  namis  tell 

As  well  as  of  othir  niarvailes. 

Tho  all  to  long  ymuft  I  dwell. 

Therefore  ywas,  lo  !  this  pillere, 

And  nexte  hym  on  a  pillir  ftode 

Of  the  whiche  I  you  tellin  here, 

Of  fulphure,  liche  as  he  were  vsode. 

Of  lede  and  iron  bothe  iwis, 

Dan  Claudian,  fothe  for  to  tell, 

For  iron  Mart'is  metail  is, 

That  bare  up  all  the  fame  of  hellj 

Whiche  that  the  god  is  of  Battaile, 

Of  Pluto  andof  Proferpine, 

And  eke  the  lede  withoutin  faile 

That  quene  is  of  the  derke  pine. 

Is,  lo  1  the  metail  of  Saturne, 

What  iliould  I  more  tellin  of  this  I 

That  hath  ful  large  whele  to  turne, 

The  hall  ywas  all  full  iwis 

To  ftandin  forthe  on  eithir  rowe 

Of  'hem  that  writtin  olde  jeftes 

Of  'hem  whiche  that  I  could  yknowe, 

As  ben  on  treis  rokis  neftes. 

Though  I  by  ordir  'hem  not  tell, 

But  it  a  full  confufe  mattere 

To  makin  you  to  long  to  dwell. 

Were  all  thefe  jeftis  for  to  here 

Thefe,  of  the  whiche  I  gan  to  rede. 

That  thei  of  write,  and  how  thel  heiglit  5 

Thefe  fawe  I  ftandin  out  of  drede 

But  while  that  I  beheld  this  fight 

Upon  an  iron  pillir  ftrong, 

I  herde  a  noife  approchin  biive. 

That  painted  was  all  endilong 

That  fareth  as  bees  doen  in  aa  hive 

Wit'n  tigr'is  blode  in  every  place. 

Ayenfi  ther  tyme  of  out  flying, 

The  Tholafon,  with  that  height  Stace, 

Right  foche  a  manir  murmuryng 

That  bare  of  Thebis  up  the  name 

For  all  the  worlde  it  femid  me. 

Upon  his  Iholdirs,  and  the  fame 

Tho  gan  I  loke  about,  and  fe 

Alfo  of  cruill  Achilles; 

That  there  come  entryng  into  the'  hall 

And  by  hym  ftode  withoutin  Icfc 

A  right  grete  companie  withall, 

Full  wondir  hie  on  a  piller 

And  that  of  fondrie  regions, 

Of  iron  he  the  grete  Omer, 

Of  all  kind  of  condicions 

And  with  him  Dares  and  Titus 

That  dwell  in  yerthe  undir  the  monc. 

Before,  and  eke  he  Lollius, 

Bothe  pore  and  riche  :  and  alfo  fone 

And  Guide  eke  de  Columpnis, 

As  thei  were  come  into  the  hall 

And  Englifli  Gafride  eke  iwis ; 

Thei  gan  on  kneis  doune  to  fall 

And  eche  of  thefe,  as  I  have  joye. 

Before  this  ilke  noble  quene, 

Was  bufie  for  to  bere  up  Troye, 

And  fayid,  Graunt  us,  ladie  Ihene ! 

So  hevie  thereof  was  the  fame. 

Eche  of  us  of  thy  grace  a  bone. 

That  for  to  bere  it  was  no  game ; 

And  fome  of  'hem  ftie  grauntid  fon«. 

But  ytt  I  gan  full  well  efpie 

And  forae  ftie  v^arnid  vireii  and  faire, 

Betwenc  'hem  was  a  little'  envie; 

And  fome  fiie  grauntid  the  contrarie 

One  faied  that  Omer  made  lies 

Of  ther  aftryng  all  uttiriie  ; 

And  feinyng  in  his  poetries, 

But  this  I  faie  you  truilie. 

And  was  to  the  Grekes  favourable. 

What  that  her  grace  was  I  nc  wift. 

And  therefore  helde  he  it  but  fable. 

For  of  thefe  folke  full  well  1  wift 

Tho  fawe  1  ftande  on  a  pillere 

I'hel  haddin  gode  fame  eche  deferved. 

That  was  of  tinnid  iron  clere. 

Although  thei  were  diverfly  ferved, 

Him  the  Latine  poete  Virgilcj 

Right  as  her  fiftir  Dame  Fortune 

That  hath  bore  up  a  Ipng^  while 

Is  wont  to  fervin  in  commune. 

The  fame  of  plus  ^Eneas. 

Now  herkin  how  fhe  gan  to  pale 

And  next  him  on  a  pillir  was 

'Hem  that  gan  her  of  grace  to  praie. 

Of  coppir  Venus  clerke  Ovide, 

And  yet,  lo  !  all  this  companie 

That  hothyfowin  wondirs  wide 

Yfaidin  fothe,  and  not  a  lie; 

The  grete  god  of  Lov'is  fame, 

Madame,  (thus  fayid  the:)  we  be 

And  there  he  bare  up  well  hi*  name 

Folke  whiche  that  he.-c  befechin  the 
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That  thou  graantln  as  now  gode  Fame, 

That  ye  Hiall  havin  a  fhrewde  natns. 

And  let  our  workts  have  gode  name  ; 

And  wickid  loos  worfe  Fame, 

Jn  full  recomp'enfaclon 

Though  ye  gode  loos  have  well  deferved  ; 

Of  gode  worke  give  us  gode  renoim; 

Now  goeth  your  waie,  for  ye  ben  ferved. 

I  warne  it  you  (qtiod  fhe  anone) 

And  thou  Dan  iEolus,  (quod  fire) 

Ye  gettin  of  nte  gode  Fame  none 

Take  forthe  thy  trompe  anone,  let  fe. 

By  God,  and  therefore  go  your  waie. 

That  is  iclepid  Sclaundir  light. 

Alas,  (quod  thei)  and  welawaie  ! 

And  biowe  ther  loos,  that  every  wight 

Tetlith  lis  what  your  caufe  maie  he. 

Speke  of  'hem  harme  and  Ihreudineffe 

For  that  me  lifte  it  not,  (quod  fhe,) 

In  ftcde  of  gode  and  worthineffe, 

No  wight  fliali  fpeke  of  you  iwis 

For  thou  Ihalt  trumpe  all  the  contraire 

Ke  gode  ne^harme  ne  that  ne  this. 

Of  that  thei  have  doen  well  and  faire. 

And  with  that  worde  flie  gan  to  call 

Alas !   thought  1,  what  avintureS 

Her  mcffengir  that  was  in  hall, 

Yliavin  thefe  forie  creturcs. 

And  bad  that  he  fliculd  fall  ygone, 

That  thei  emongis  al  thepres 

Upon  pain  to  be  blinde  anone, 

Should  thus  be  Ihamid  giltiles  ! 

For  jEoius,  the  god  6f  Winde, 

But  what  ?  it  muft  nedis  ybe. 

In  Thrace  there  ye  fhall  hym  yfinde,- 

What  did  this  JEoIus  ?  hut  he 

And  bid  hym  bryng  his  clarioun 

Toke  out  his  blacke  trompe  of  bras. 

That  is  full  divers  of  his  foun, 

That  foulir  then  the  devill  was. 

And  it  is  clepid  Clere  Laude. 

And  gan  this  trompe  for  to  blowe 

With  which  he  wont  is  to  heraude 

As  all  the  worlde  fhould  ovirthrowe : 

'Hem  that  that  me  hft  ipraifid  be ; 

Throughout  every  regioun 

And  alfo  bid  hym  now  that  he 

Ywent  this  foule  trump'is  foun 

Bryng  eke  his  othir  clarioun, 

As  fwiit  as  peliit  out  of  gonne 

That  hight  Sclaundir  in  every  toune, 

When  fire  is  in  the  poudir  ronne  j 

With  v\fhiche  he  wont  is  to  diffame 

And  foche  a  fmohe  gan  out  wende 

'Hem  that  me  lifl:  and  doe  'hem  IhamCi 

Out  of  the  foule  trump'is  ende, 

This  meffengir  gan  fall  to  gone, 

Blacke,  blue,  and  grenifhe,  fwartilhe,  red* 

And  founde  where  in  a  cave  of  ftone, 

As  doith  where  that  man  melte  lede. 

In  a  countre  which  that  hight  Thrace, 

Lo  !  all  on  hie  from  the  teweil ; 

This  ^olus  with  harde  grace 

And  therto  one  thyng  fawe  I  weli. 

Ybelde  the  windis  in  diftreffe. 

That  ay  the  ferthir  that  it  ranne 

And  gan  'hem  undir  hym  to  prefle, 

The  gretir  wexin  it  bcganne. 

That  thei  gone  as  the  beris  rore. 

As  doeth  the  rivir  from  a  well. 

He  bounde  and  preffid  'hem  fo  fore. 

And  it  ftanke  as  the  pitte  of  hell  : 

This  meffengir  gan  fall  to  crie. 

Alas !  thus  was  ther  Ihame  irong. 

Rife  up  (quod  he)  and  fafl  the  hie 

And  giltlcffe,  on  every  tong. 

Undll  thou  at  my  iadie  be, 

Tho  came  the  thirde  companie. 

And  take  thy  clarions  eke  with  the, 

And  gone  up  to  the  dees  to  hie. 

And  fpede  the  faft  :  and  he  anone 

And  doune  on  knees  thei  fell  anone. 

Toke  to  him  one  that  hight  Tritone, 

And  faidin.  We  ben  everichone 

His  clarions  to  berin  tho, 

Folke  that  yhan  full  truilie 

And  let  a  certain  winde  ygo, 

Defervid  Fame  riglitfallie. 

That  blewe  fo  hidonlly  and  hie 

And  prayin  you  it  might  be  knowc 

That  it  ne  left^  not  a  fkie 

Right  as  it  is,  and  forthe  yblowe. 

In  all  the  welkin  long  and  brode* 

I  graunte  (quod  llie),  for  now  me  life 

This  JEolus  no  where  abode 

That  your  gode  workis  ftiali  be  wift. 

Till  he  was  tome  to  Fam'is  fete. 

And  yet  ye  Ihall  have  bet tir  loos, 

And  eke  the  man  that  Triton  hete. 

Right  in  difpite  of  all  your  foos, 

And  theie  he  ftode  as  ftill  as  ftone  :       ,:. 

Then  worth ie  is,  and  that  anone. 

And  here  vvithall  there  came  anone       "'•  •: 

Let  now  (quod  flie)  thy  trumpe  gone. 

An  othir  huge  companie 

Thou  ^olus,  that  is  fo  blacke. 

Of  gode  folke,  and  began  to  eric 

And  out  thyne  othir  trumpe  take 

l^adie  !  grauntith  us  now  gode  Fame, 

That  hightai  Laude,  and  blowe  it  fo 

And  let  our  workis  have  that  name, 

Thac  through  the  worlde  ther  Fame  may  g» 
All  efily  and  not  to  faft. 

Now  in  honour  of  gantilneffe, 

And  al  I'o  God  your  foule  ybleffe,- 

That  it  be  knowin  at  the  laft. 

For  we  han  well  defervid  it. 

Ful  gladly,  Iadie  myne  !  he  faied  ;                 •          ' 

Therefore  is  right  that  we  be  quit. 

And  out  his  trumpe  of  golde  he  braic  J 

As  thrive  I  (quod  fhe)  ye  fhall  failSj 

Anone,  and  fet  it  to  his  mouthe, 

Code  workis  lliall  you  not  avaiie 

And  blewe  it  eft,  and  weft,  and  fouthe 

To  have  of  me  gode  Fame  as  now  ;. 

And  northe,  as  loude  as  any  thonder. 

But  wote  ye  what  ?  I  grauntin  yov/e 

That  every  wight  hath  of  it  wonder! 
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So  brode  it  ran  oi"  tliat  it  ftcnt ; 

That  women  lovin  us  for  wode. 

And  certis  all  the  breth  that  went 

It  Ihall  do  us  as  mochil  gode. 

Out  of  his  trump'is  niouthe  yfmelde 

And  to  our  herte  as  moche  avalle 

As  men  a  potte  full  of  baume  heldc 

The  countirpeifc,  efe,  and  travaile. 

Emong  a  baflcit  full  of  rofes  ; 

As  we  had  wormin  with  labour, 

This  favour  did  he  to  ther  lofes. 

For  that  is  dere  ybonght  honour. 

And  right  with  this  I  gan  efpie 

At  the  regard  of  our  grete  efe  ; 

There  came  the  fowirth  companie, 

And  yet  ye  mufl  us  more  yplefe, 

But  certaine  thei  were  wondir  fewe, 

Let  us  beholdin  pke  thereto 

And  gonne  to  ftandin  on  a  rewe, 

Worthie,  and  wife,  and  gode  alfo, 

And  faidin,  Certis,  ladie  bright  \ 

And  riche,  and  happie  unto  love, 

We  have  doen  well  v/ith  all  our  might, 

For  Godd'is  love  that  fitteth  above ; 

But  we  ne  kepe  to  havin  Fame  ; 

Though  we  may  not  the  bodie  have 

Hidith  our  workis  and  our  name 

Of  women,  yet,  fo  God  me  fave. 

For  Godd'is  Icrve,  for  certis  we 

Let  men  yglewe  on  us  the  name  ; 

Have  furely  doen  it  for  bounte, 

Suffifith  that  we  have  the  Fame. 

And  for  no  manir  othir  thyng. 

I  graunt  it  (quod  ihe),  by  my  tronth. 

T  grauntin  you  all'  your  afkyng', 

Now,  jEo4as,  withoutin  fiouth 

(Quod  fhe  ;)  let  your  workis  be  dedde. 

Take  out  thy  trumpe  of  golde,  (quod  fiie) 

With  that  about  I  tourned  my  hedde^ 

And  blowe  as  thei  have  afkid  me, 

And  fawe  anonc  the  fivith  rout, 

That  every  man  wene  'hem  at  efe 

That  to  this  ladie  gan  to  lout, 

Although  thei  go  in  full  badde  lelTe. 

And  doune  on  knees  anone  to  fall. 

This  ^olus  gan  it  fo  blowe 

And  to  her  tho  befoughtin  all 

That  through  the  worlde  it  was  iknowe. 

To  hidin  ther  gode  workis  eke^ 

Tho  came  the  feventh  route  anone. 

And  fayid,  thei  yeve  not  a  leke 

And  fill  on  kneis  everichone, 

For  no  Fame,  ne  no  foche  renoyn. 

And  fayid,  Ladie,  graunte  us  fone 

For  thei  for  contemplacioun 

The  fame  thyng,  the  fame  bone, 

And  Godd'is  love  had  it  ywrought, 

Which  thatthis  nexte  folke  you  have  done 

Ne  of  Fame  v/ouldin  thei  have  nought. 

Fie  on  you  (quod  fhe)  everichone! 

What  I  (quod  Ihe)  and  be  ye  fo  wode  I 

Ye  naflie  fv/ine,  ye  idle  wretches, 

And  wenin  ye  for  to  doe  gode. 

Fullfillid  of  rottin  flowe  tetches  1 

And  for  to  have  of  that  no  Fame  ^ 

What !  falfe  thevis,  where  ye  wolde 

Have  ye  difpite  to  have  my  name  ? 

Ben  famid  gode,  and  nothyng  n'olde 

Naie,  ye  fhall'  lyin  everichone; 

Defervin  why,  ne  nevir  thought, 

Blowith  thy  trumpe,  and  that  anone; 

Men  rathir  you  to  hangin  ought, 

(Quod  Hie)  thou  iEoltxs,  I  bote. 

For  ye  be  like  the  flepic  cat. 

And  ring"  thefe  folkis  workes  by  note. 

That  would  have  fiflie,  but  wofl  thou  what? 

That  all  the  worlde  male  of  it  here  : 

He  woU  nothyng  wete  his  dawis : 

And  he  gan  blowe  ther  loos  fo  clere 

Evill  thrifte  come  to  your  jawis, 

Within  his  goldin  clarioun, 

And  on  myne,  if  I  you  it  graunte, 

That  through:  the  Worlde  ywent  the  foun 

Or  doe  favour  you  to  avaunte. 

Al  fo  kindely  and  eke  fo  foft 

Thou  -ffiolus,  thou  Kyng  of  Thrace, 

That  ther  Fame  was  yblowe  aloft. 

Go  blowe  this  folke  a  forie  grace 

And  tho  came  the  fixt  companie, 

(Quod  flie)  anone;  and  woil  thou  how? 

And  gonin  fail  to  Fame  to  crie 

As  1  Ihall  tellin  the  right  nowe  ; 

Right  verily  in  this  manere; 

Say  thefe  ben  they  that  wolde  honour 

I'hei  faidin,  Mercie,  ladie  dere  1 

Have,  and  do  no  kinde  of  labour. 

To  tellin  certain  as  it  is 

Ne  do  rfo  gode,  and  yet  have  laude, 

We  liave  doen  neithir  that  nc  this, 

And  that  men  wende  that  belle  I  faud& 

But  idill  all  our  life  hath  be  ; 

Ne  coude  'hem  not  of  love  werne, 

But  natheleffe  yet  prayin  we 

And  yqt  (he  that  ygrint  at  queriie 

That  we  mai'e  have  as  gode  a  Fame, 

Is  all  to  gode  to  efe  ther  herte. 

And  grete  renome  and  knowin  namej 

This  j3iolus  anone  up  fterte, 

As  thei  that  have  doe  noble  jeftes. 

And  with  his  blacke  clarioun 

And  have  achevid  all  ther  queftes. 

He  gan  to  blafin  out  a  foun 

As  wel  of  Tove  as  othir  thyng. 

As  loud  as  bellith  winde  in  heJ, 

AH  was  U5  nevir  broche  ne  ryng, 

And  eke  therewith,  the  fothe  to  td., 

Ne  ellis  vv'hat  fro  women  fent. 

This  fowne  was  fo  full  of  japes 

Ne  onis  in  ther  herte  iment. 

As  evir  mo  wis  were  i'l  apes, 

To  maken  us  onely  frendiy  chere. 

And  that  went  al  the  worlde  aboute, 

But  mought  ytemin  us  on  here. 

That  every  wight  gan  on  'hem:  fnoutc 

Yet  let  Us  to  the-  peple  feme 

And  for  to  laugh  as  they  were  wode, 

iSoche  as  the  worlde  m;tie  of  '4s  deme 
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Tho  came  anothir  companye 
That  had  ydone  the  trechery. 
The  harme  and  the  grete  wickedneffe. 
That  any  herte  coudin  ygelTe, 
And  prayidher  to  have  gode  Fame, 
And  that  flie  n'olde  do  'hem  no  ihame. 
But  give  'hem  loos  and  gode  renoun, 
And  do  it  blowe  in  clarioun. 

Nay,  wis,  (quod  flie)  it  were  a  vycc  } 
Albe  therein  me  no  juflice 
Me  lyft  not  for  to  do  it  nowe, 
Ne  this  I  ne  will  graunt  it  you. 

Tho  came  there  lepinge  in  a  route. 
And  gan  to  clappin  al  aboute 
Every  man  upon  the  crowne. 
That  al  the  hal  began  to  fowne. 
And  fayid,  Lady  lefe  and  dere  ! 
We  ben  foche  folkes,  as  ye  may  here^ 
To  tellin  all  the  tale  aright, 
We  ben  fhrewis  every  wight. 
And  have  delite  in  wickidnelTe, 
As  gode  folke  havin  in  godeneffe, 
And  joye  to  ben  yknowin  flirewes. 
And  ful  of  vice  and  wickid  thewes, 
Wherfore  we  praye  you  on  a  rowe 
That  our  Fame  be  foche  yknowe 
In  al  thingis  right  as  it  is. 

I  graunte  it  you,  (quod  flie)  ywis; 
But  what  arte  thou  that  faiefl  this  tale, 
That  werift  on  thy  hofe  a  pale, 
And  on  thy  tippet  foche  a  bel  ? 

Madame,  (quod he)  the  fothe  to  tel, 
1  am  that  ilk^  Ihrewe  y wis 
That  brent  the  temple'  of  Ifidis 
In  Athenis,  lo !  that  cyte. 
And  wherefore diddefi  thou fo?  (quod  flie.) 
By  my  trouthe,  (anfwerid  he)  Madame, 
1  wolde  faine  have  had  a  name, 
As  othir  folke  had  in  the  towne  ; 
.  Although  they  were  of  grete  renowne 
For  ther  vertue  and  ther  thewis, 
Thought  T,  as  grete  Fame  have  flirewis 
(Though  it  be  nought)  for  flirewdenefle 
As  gode  folke  havin  for  godeneiffe. 
And  fithen  I  may  not  liave  that  one 
That  othir  n'yl  I  not  forgone, 
As  for  to  gettin  a  Fame  here, 
The  temple  fet  I  al  on  fire, 

Nowe  done  our  loos  be  blowin  fwithe, 
As  wifly  be  thou  evir  blythe. 

Gladly  (quod  flie.),, Thou  iEolus, 
Herifl  thou  not  what  they  praycn  us  ? 
Madame,  I  heie  ful  wel,  (quod  he) 
And  I  will  trumpin  it  parde  ; 
And  toke  his  blacke  trumpe  fafte. 
And  gan  to  puffin  and  to  blafte 
Tyl  it  was  at  the  world'is  ende. 

With  that  1  gan  aboutin  wende, 
For  one  that  ftode  right  at  my  bake 
Me  thought  ful  godely  Jo  me  fpake, 
And  fayid,  Frenae,  what  is  thy  name  ? 
Arte  thou  come  hidir  to  have  Fame  ? 

Have  Fame  '■  nay,  for  fotbe,  fiendc,  (quod  I) 
I  come  nat  hithy-,  grant  mercy ! 
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For  no  foche  caufe,  by  my  bed, 

Suffifith  me  as  I  were  ded 

That  no  wight  have  my  name  in  honde ; 

I  wot  my  felfe  beft  howe  I  ftonde. 

For  what  I  drie  or  what  I  thinke 

I  wol  my  felfin  al  it  drinke, 

Certainly  for  the  more  parte, 

As  ferforth  as  I  can  mine  arte. 

What  doift;  thou  here  than  ?  (quod  he.) 

(Quod  I)  That  wol  1  tellin  the  ; 

The  caufe  why  I  ftandin  here 

Is  fome  new  tiuinges  for  to  lere. 

Some  newe  thing,  I  ne  wot  what, 

Tyding'.s  eythir  this  or  that, 

Of  love,  or  of  foche  thingis  glade, 

For  certainly  he  that  me  made 

To  comin  hidir  faid  to  me 

1  fhuldin  bothe  yhere  and  fe 

In  this  place  many  wondir  thinges. 

But  thefe  ne  be  no  foche  tidinges 

As  I  yment  of.     No  ?  (quod  he.) 

And  I  anfwerid,  No,  parde, 

For  ful  wel  I  wote  evir  yet, 

Sithinis  that  firfle  I  had  wit,  ' 

That  fome  folke  han  defirid  Fame 

Diverfly,  and  loos  and  gode  name, 

But  certainly  I  ne  wifl:  how 

Ne  where  that  Fame  dwellid  or  nowc, 

Ne  eke  of  her  difcripcion, 

No  alfo  her  condicion, 

Ne  eke  the  ordir  of  her  dome 

Knewe  1  not  till  I  hithir  come. 

Why  than  be,lo!  thefe  tidingis 
Which  that  thou  nowe  hethir  bringis, 
That  thou  haft  herde .'  (quod  he  to  me  :) 
But  nowe  no  force,  for  wel  I  fe 
What  thou  defirifi;  for  to  lere  : 
Come  forthe,  and  ftande  no  lengir  here, 
And  I  wol  the,  withoutin  drede. 
In  to  foche  anothir  place  lede 
There  thou  flialte  herin  many  one. 

Tho  gan  I  forthe  with  him  to  gone 
Out  of  the  caftil,  fothe  to  fey. 

Tho  fawc  I  flandc  in  a  valey, 
Undir  the  caftil  faftc  by. 
An  houfe  that  Domus  B^dali, 
That  Labyrintbus,  ycleped  is, 
N'as  made  fo  vvondirly  ywis, 
Ne  halfe  fo  quently  was  ywrotight  J 
And  evirmo  as  fwifte  as  thought 
This  queint  Houfe  aboutin  ywent. 
That  nevirmo  it  ftill  yftent, 
And  there  came  out  fo  gr'et  a  noife, 
That  had  it  ftondin  upon  Oyfe 
Men  might  have  herde  it  efily 
To  Rome,  I  trowin  fikirly  ; 
And  the  noifj  whichethat  F  yherdc 
For  al  the  worlde  right  fo  it  fcrde 
As  dothe  the  routmgo  of  the  ftone 
That  fro  ih'  engin  is  letyn  gone. 

And  al  this  Houfe  ofv^hiche  I  rede 
Was  made  of  twyggis  faio-.ve,  rede. 
And  grene  eke,  ai;d  fon.e  -^'crin  white 
Soche  as  men  to  the  cagis  twhite, 
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Or  makin  of  thefe  paniers, 

That  but  I  bringin  the  therin 

Or  ellis  hutchis  or  doffers, 

Ne  ftial  thou  nevir  conne  the  gin 

That  for  the  fwough  and  for  the  twigges 
This  Houfe  was  al  fo  full  of  gigges. 

To  come  in  to  it  out  of  doute. 

So  fafte  it  whirhth,  lo  :  aboute ; 

And  al  fo  ful  eke  of  chirkinges, 

But  fithe  that  Jov'is  of  his  grace. 

And  of  many  othir  wirldnges, 

As  T  have  faid,  wil  the  folace 

And  eke  this  Houfe  hath  of  entrees 

Finally  with  thefe  ilke  thinges, 

As  many'  as  levis  ben  on  trees 

Thefe  uncouthe  fightis  and  tidinges. 

In  fommir  whan  that  they  ben  grene, 

To  paffe  away  thine  hevineffe, 

And  on  the  rofe  yet  men  may  fene 

Soche  routhe  hath  he  of  thy  dlftrefle 

A  thoufande  bolis,  and  well  mo, 

That  thon  fuffredeft  debonairly. 

To  Icttin  the  fowne  out  ygo  ; 

And  wofte  thy  felvin  uttirly 

And  by  day  in  evCry  tyde 

Wholy  defperate  of  al  bliffe. 

Ben  al  the  doris  opin  wide, 

Sithe  that  Fortune  hath  made  amifle 

And  by  night  eche  one  is  unfliette  ; 

The  fote  of  al  thine  hert'is  reft 

Ne  portir  is  there  none  to  lettc 

Languifhe,  and  eke  in  pointe  to  breft. 

No  manir  tydinges  in  to  pace, 

But  he  through  his  mightie  melite 

Ne  nevir  reft  is  in  that  place. 

Wil  do  the  efe,  al  be  it  lite, 

That  it  n'is  filled  full  of  tidingcs, 

And  gave  in  expreffe  commaundenientj 

Eythir  loude  or  of  whifperinges. 

To  whiche  I  am  obedient, 

And  evir  all  the  Houfis  angles 

To  forthir  the  with  al  my  myght, 

Is  full  of  rowningesand  of  jangles. 

And  wifhe  and  techin  the  aright 

Of  werres,  of  pece,  of  manages, 

Where  thou  niaifte  mofte  tidingis  here. 

Of  reftes,  of  labour,  of  viages. 

Thou  fhalte  here  many  one  ylere. 

Of  abode,  of  dethe,  and  of  lyfe. 

And  with  this  worde  he  right  anone 

Of  love,  of  hate,  accorde,  of  ftrife, 

Yhent  me  up  bytwene  his  tone. 

Of  loffe,  of  lore,  and  of  winninges. 

And  at  a  windowe  in  me  brought 

Of  hele,  of  fjckeneffe,  or  lefmges, 

That  in  this  Houfe  was,  as  me  thought, 

Of  faire  Wethir  and  tempeftis. 

And  therewithal  me  thought  it  ftent. 

Of  qualme,  of  folke  and  of  befliSj 

And  nothinge  it  aboutin  wente. 

Of  divers  tranfmutacions 

And  me  fet  in  the  flore  adoun ; 

Of  eflates  and  of  regions. 

But  foche  grete  congregacioua 

Of  trufi:,  of  drede,  of  jaloufy, 

Of  folke  as  1  fawe  rome  about. 

Of  witte,  of  winning,  of  foly. 

Some  it  within  and  fome  without. 

Of  plenty  and  ef  grete  famine, 

N'as  nevir  fene,  ne  fhal  be  efte. 

Of  chepe,  of  derthe,  and  of  ruine. 

That  certis  in  this  worlde  n'is  leftc 

Of  gode  or  of  mifgovernement. 

So  many  formid  by  Nature, 

Of  fyre,  and  divers  accident. 

Ne  ded  fo  many  a  creture, 

And  io  I  this  Houfe  of  whiche  I  write 

That  wel  unnethis  in  that  place 

Sykir  be  ye  it  n'as  no  lite, 

Had  I  a  fot'is  brede  of  fpace  ; 

For  it  was  fyxtie  mile  of  length ; 

And  every  wight  that  I  fawe  there 

Al  was  the  tymbir  of  no  ftrength. 

Rownid  evericbe  in  othir's  ere 

Yet  it  is  foundid  to  endure 

A  newe  tidinge  privily, 

While  that  it  lyfte  to  Avinture,     ' 

Or  els  he  tolde  it  opinly, 

That  is  the  mothir  of  Tidinges, 

Right  thus,  and  faid,  Ne  woft  nat  thou 

.  As  the  fe  of  wellis  and  fpringes. 

That  Is  betiddin,  lo  !  right  nowe  ? 

And  it  was  Ihapin  lyke  a  cage. 

No,  certis,  (quod  he;)  tel  me  what; 

Certis,  (quod  I)  in  al  mine  age 

And  than  he  tolde  him  this  and  that. 

Ne  fawe  1  foche  an  Houfe  as  this. 

And  fwore  therto  that  it  was  fothe,  ' 

And  as  I  wondrid  me  ywis 

Thus  hath  he  faid,  and  thus  he  dothe. 

Upon  this  Houfe,  tho  ware  was  I 

And  this  ftial  be',  and  thus  herde  I  fay, 

How  that  myne  egle  fafte  by 

That  ihal  be  founde,  and  dare  I  lay; 

Was  perchid  hye  upon  a  ftone, 

That  al  the  folke  that  is  on  lyve 

And  I  gan  ftreight  to  him  to  gone, 

Ne  have  the  konninge  to  difcrive 

And  fayid  him  thus,  I  pray  the 

Tho  thingis  that  I  herdin  there. 

That  thou  a  while  abidin  me 

What  aloude  and  what  in  the  ere ; 

For  Godd'is  love,  and  let  me  fene 

But  al  the  wondir  mofte  was  this, 

What  wondirs  in  that  place  ybene. 

Whan  one  had  herde  a  thinge  ywi§ 

For  yet  parauntir  I  may  lere 

He  came  ftreight  to  anothir  wight, 

pome  gode  therin,  or  fomwhat  here, 

And  gan  him  tellln  anone  right 

That  lefe  me  were  or  that  I  went. 

The  fame  tale  that  to  him  was  tolde 

Peter,  that  is  nowe  myne  entent, 

Or  it  a  forlonge  way  was  olde, 

(Quod  he  tome)  therfore  I  dwel; 

And  began  fomwhat  for  to  eche 

Sut  Cfrtaine  one  thinge  \  the  tel, 

Unto  this  tidinge  in  his  fpeche 

Sfi-; 
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More  than  evir  !t  fpokin  was, 

And  nat  fo  fone  departid  n'as 

Tlio  fro  him  that  he  ne  ymette 

With  the  thirde  man,  and  er  he  lettc 

Any  flounde  he  ytolde  him  al£e; 

Werin  the  tidiages  fothe  or  faife 

Yet  wolde  he  tel  it  natheles, 

And  evlrmore  with  mo  encres 

That  it  was  erfl :  thus  northc  and  foiithe 

Went  every  tidinge  fro  mouth  to  mouthe, 

And  that  encrefmge  evirrao, 

As  fire  is  wont  to  quicken  and  go. 

From  a  fparcle  fprongm  amis, 

Tyl  al  a  cite  brent  up  is. 

And  whan  that  that  was  ful  up  fprongc, 
And  waxin  more  onrvery.tonge 
Than  er  it  was,  and  went  anone 
Up  to  a  windowe  out  to  gone. 
Or  but  it  might  out  there  ypafle 
It  gan  out  crepe  at  fome  crevaffe, 
And  flewe  forthe  fafte  for  the  nones. 

And  fomtyme  1  fawe  there  at  ones 
A  lefinge  and  a  faddc  fothefawe. 
That  gonnin  of  avinture  draws 
■Out  at.  a  wind(j'We  for  to  pace. 
And  whan  thei  mettin  in  that  place 
They  were  acheckid  bothe  two, 
And  neithir  of  'heni  niyght  out  go, 
For  eche  othir  ,they  gonne  fo  croudCj 
Tyl  eche  of 'hem  gan  cryin  loude 
Let  me  gone  firft  ;   Nay,  but  let  niCj 
And  here  I  wol  enfurin  the 
With  vowis  that  thou  wolt  do  fo, 
That  I  flial  nevirfro  the  go, 
But  be  alvv^ay  thin  owne  -fworne  brother  j 
We  wol  meddle  ks  eehe  in  other. 
That  no  man  be  he  ner  fo  wrothe 
Shal  have  one  of  us  two,  but  bothe 
At  onis,  as  bcfide  his  leve, 
Come  we  amorowe  or  on  eve, 
Be  we  ycryde  or  ilyl  yrowned  : 
Thus  fawe  1  falfe  aiid  fothe  com.powned 
Togidir  flye  for  o  tidinge  ; 
Thus  out  ac  holis  gonne  to  wrings 
Svery  tidings  ftreight  to  Fame, 
And  Ihe  gan  yevin  eche  his  name 
Aftir  her  difpoficion. 
And  yeve  'hem  eke  duracion. 
Some  to  wexin  and  wanin  fone. 
As  dothe  the  faire  and  white  mone. 
And  let  him  gonne  ;  there  might  I  Icin 
¥/ingid  wondirs  full  faft  fiyin 


Twenty  thaufande  all  in  a  route. 
As  iEolus  'hem  blewe  aboute  : 
And,  Lorde!  this  Hwufe  in  alle  time? 
Was  ful  of  fhypmen  and  pilgrimes, 
Withfcrippis  bretteful  oflefinges, 
Entermediiid  with  tidinges; 
And  eke  alone  by  'hem  felve 
A  many  thoufande  tymis  twelve 
Sawe  I  eke  of  .thefe  pardoners, 
Currours,  and  eke  of  meffaungcr^j 
With  boxis  crommid  ful  of  lyes 
As  evir  veflil  was  with  lies  : 
And  as  I  althirfaftift  went 
Aboute,  and  dyd  al  myne  entent 
Me  for  to  playen  and  for  to  lere, 
And  eke  a  tiding  for  to  here. 
That  I  had  herde  of  fome  countre. 
That  fbal  not  nowe  be  tolde  for  mp^ 
iFor  it  no  nede  is,  r/idyly 
Foike  can  yfmge  it  bet  than  I, 
For  al  mote  out  or  late  or  rathe 
Alle  the  Ihevis  in  .the  fathe. 

Iherdin  a  grete  noife  withall 
Within  a  cornir  of  the  hal, 
There  men  of  love  tydingis  tolds, 
And  i  gan  thidirvvarde  beholde, 
For  i  fawe  renniuge  every  wight 
As  fafte  as  that  they  haddin  might, 
And  every i-hc  cride.  What  thinge  is  that| 
And  fome  faid,  I  c'ot  nevir  what  : 
And  vvhan  they  were  al  on  an  hepe 
Tho  thei  behinde  gonnin  up  lepe, 
And  clanjbin  up  on  othir  fafte^ 
And  up  the  noife  on  hyghin  cafte. 
And  tredin  faft  on  othir's  heles. 
And  ilampe,  as  men  done  aftir  eles  ; 
But  at  the  lafte  I  fawe  a  man 
Whiche  that  I  nought  difcrive  nc  ca.n, 
But  he  yfefliid  for  to  be 
A  man  of  grete  audlorite. 

And  therewithal  1  'anon  abraide 
Out  of  my  ilepe  halfe  afraide, 
Reraembring  wel  what  I  had  fene, 
And  howe  hye  andferre  I  had  bene, 
In  my  goft,  and  had  grete  wonder 
Of  that  the  mighty  god  of  Thonder 
•Had  let  me  knowen,  and  gan  to  write 
•Lyke  as  ye  haveJierde  me  endite, 
Wherfore  to  Itudy'  and  rede  alway 
I  purpofe  to  do  day  by  day. 

And  thus  in  dreminge  and  in  game 
Endith  this  litil  Boke  of  Fame. 


CERTAINE    BJLJDES,    &c. 


Here  folo'jceth  a  gcdely  Balade  of  Chaucer ^ 


iVloTiiER  of  norture,  befl  oeloved  of  all. 

And  f-ellie  floure,  to  whom  gode  thrift  God  fende, 

Your  childc,  If  it  lufla  you  me  fo  to  call, 

All  be'  r  unable  my  felf  fo  to  pretende, 

I'o  your  difcrecion  I  recommende 

Mine  herte  and  all,  with  every  circumflaunce. 

All  wholly  to  be'  undir  your  govirnaunce. 

Mofte  defire  I,  and  have,  and  evir  ftiall. 
Thing  which  that  might  your  hert'is  efc  amende  ; 
Have  me  excufed,  my  powir  is  but  fmall ; 
Natheleffe  of  right  ye  ought  for  to  commende 
My  gode  will,  whichc  faine  would  entende 
To  doe  you  fervice,  for  my  fuffifaunce 
Is  wholly  to  be'  tindiryour  govirnaunce. 

J^deulx'un  in  herte,  whiche  nevir  fhall  apall, 
Aie  frefhe  and  nev/,  and  right  glad  to  difpende 
My  time  in  your  fervice,  what  fo  befall, 
Eefechyng  your  excellence  to  defende 
ATy  fimplenelfe,  if  ignoraunce  offends 
In  any  v/ife,  fith  that  myne  affiaunce 
Is  whoUie  to  be'  undir  your  govirnaunce. 

Daifie  of  light,  very  ground  of  comfort ! 
The  Sunu'is  doughtir  ye  hight,  as  I  rede, 
For  when  he  wcftrith  farwell  your  difport; 
By  your  nature  anone  right  for  pure  drede 
Of  the  rude  Night,  that  with  his  boiftous  wede 
Of  derkeneffe  fnadowith  our  hemifphere, 
Then  clofm  ye,  my  liv'is  ladie  dere  ! 

Daunyng  the  dale  unto  his  klnde  refort. 
And  Phcebusyour  fafhir  v/ith  his  ftremes  rede 
Adorneth  the  morowe,  confuming  the  fort 
Of  miflie  cloudes,  that  wouldin  ovirlede 
True  humble  hertis  with  ther  miftie  hede, 
Ncre  comfort  adaies,  when  your  eyin  clere 
Difclofe  and  fprcde,  my  liv'is  ladie  dere  ! 

Je  niouldray  ;  but  the  grete  God  difpofeth 
And  makith  cafuell  by  his  providence 
Soche  thing  as  mann'is  frele  wit  purpofeth, 
All  for  the  beft,  if  that  your  confcience 
Not  grutche  it,  but  in  humble  pacience 
It  receve,for  God  faith  vvithoutiti  a  fable 
A  faithfiill  herte  evir  is  acceptable. 


Cautelis  whcfo  ufith  gladllc  glofeth; 
To  efchewe  foche  it  is  right  high  prudence  j 
What  ye  faied  onis  mine  herte  oppofeth, 
That  my  writyng  japis  in  your  abfence 
Plefid  you  moche  bettir  than  my  prefence. 
Yet  can  I  more,  ye  be  not  excufable  ; 
A  faithfull  herte  evir  is  acceptable. 

Quakith  my  penne,  my  fpirite  fuppofeth 
That  in  my  writing  ye  find  woll  offence; 
Min  hert  welknith  thus  fone,  anon  it  rifeth, 
Nowhotte,  now  colde,  and  eft  in  grete  fervcncej 
That  miife  is  caufid  of  negligence, 
And  not  of  malice,  therefore  beth  merciable  ; 
A  faithfull  herte  evir  is  acceptable. 

L  cnvoye. 

Forthe  complaint,  forthe  thou  lacking  elotjucncej, 
Forthe  litil  lettir,  of  enditlng  lame, 
I  have  befought  my  ladle's  fapience 
Of  thy  behalfe  for  to  accept  in  game 
Thine  inabilite,  doe  thou  the  fame : 
Abide,  have  more  yet ;  Jefer-ve  Jo-vefi.- 
Now  forth,  I  clofe  the'  in  holy  Venus  namCj 
The  Ihall  unclofe  my  hert'is  govirneffe. 


jI  ballade  In  comoandacton  of  cur  Lad'ti^. 

A  THOUSANDE  flories  coud  I  mo  reherce 
Of  olde  poetis  touching  this  matere. 
How  that  Cupide  the  hertis  gan  fo  perce 
Of  his  fervauntis,  fettyng  'hem  in  fere. 
Lo  here  the  fine  of  th'  errour  and  the  fere, 
Lo  here  of  love  the  guerdone  and  grevaunce, 
That  er  what  wo  her  fervauntes  do  avaunce  ! 

Wherfore  now  plainly  I  v^oll  my  ftile  drefle 
Of  one  to  fpeke  at  ncde  that  woll  not  faile  ; 
Alas  !  for  dole  I  ne  can  ne  male'  expreffe 
Her  paffyng  prife,  and  that  is  no  mervaile. 
O  winde  of  grace  !  now  blowe  unto  my  failCj 
O  auriate  lioour  of  Clio  I  to  write 
My  penne  enfpire  of  that  I  woll  enditfia 
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Alas !  unworthie  I  am  and  unable 
To  love  foche  one,,  all  women  llirmountyng, 
But  fhe  be  benigne  to  me  and  nierciable, 
That  is  of  pitie  the  welle  and  the  fpryng; 
Whcrfore  of  her  m  laude  and  in  praifyng, 
So  as  I  can,  fupportid  by  her  grace. 
Right  thus  I  faie,  knelyng  before  her  face  : 

O  ftere  of  flerris,  with  thy  ftremis  clere, 
Sterre  of  the  fe,  to  fliipmen  light  and  gide  ! 
O  luftie  livyng,  mofte  plefaunt  to'  appere, 
Whofe  bright  bemis  the  cloudis  male  not  hide  ! 
O  waie  of  life  to  *hem  that  go  or  ride, 
Haven  aftir  tempeft,  furifl;  up  to  rive, 
Orr  me  have  mercie  for  thy  joyis  five  ! 

O  rightful!  rule !   o  bote  of  holineffe  ! 
And  hghtfome  line  of  pitie  for  to  plain, 
©riginall  of  grace  and  all  godeneffe, 
And  clenefl  condudl  of  vertue  mofte  foverain  ! 
Mothir  of  mercie',  our  trouble  to  reflrain, 
Cbambir  and  clofit  cleneft  of  chaftitie. 
And  namid  herbrough  of  the  dcitie  ! 

O  clofit,  gardin,  voide  of  wedis  wicke, 
Criitallin  welle,  of  clerenefle  clere  configned, 
Fnidlified  olive  of  foiles  faire  and  thickc, 
And  redo 'lent  cedre  moft  dere  worthy  digned  ! 
Remember  on  fmnirs  that  to  the  be'  affined 
Or  wickid  fendis  ther  wrathe  on  'hem  wreche  ; 
Lanterne  of  light !  thou  art  ther  livis  leche. 

Paradife  of  plefaunce^gladfome  to  all  gode, 
O  benigae  braunchilet  of  the  pine  tre, 
Vinarie'  envermailed,  refrelhir  of  bode, 
Ijicour  ayen  langour  that  palled  male  not  be, 
Blisful  blomie  blofme,  bidyng  in  bounte  ! 
Thy  mantell  of  mercie  on  our  miferie  fprede, 
And  er  we'  awaie  wrappe  us  undir  thy  wede. 

O  rodie  rofier,  flouring  without  fpine, 
Fountain  filthleffe,  as  birill  current  clere  ! 
Sum  drag  of  gracefull  dewe  to  u^  propine  ; 
Light  without  nebule  fhinyng  in  thy  fphere. 
Medicine  to  mifcheves,  pucell  without  pere  ! 
Flambe  doun  the  full  light  of  thin  influence, 
Remembring  thy  fervantes  for  thy  magnificence. 

Of  all  Chriflin  protedlrice  and  tutele, 
Retourne  of  exiled  put  in  the  profcripcion. 
To  'hem  that  erren  in  the'  pathe  of  ther  fetjuele, 
To  werie  forwandrid  tent  and  pavilion, 
To  faint  and  to  frefhe  the  paufacion, 
To  unreftie  bothe  reft  and  remedie, 
FruftfuU  to  all  tho  that  in  her  aflie  : 

To  'hem  that  rennin  thou  art  itintrarie, 
O  blisfull  bravie  to  knightes  of  thy  werre  ! 
To  werie  werkmen  fhe  'is  diourne  dcnarie, 
Mede  unto  m.ariners  that  have  failed  ferre, 
Laureate  coroune  ftremyng  as  a  fterre, 
To  'hem  putin  palafire  for  thy  fake 
Tours  of  ther  conqueft  white  as  any  lake. 

O  mirthe  of  martyrs  !  fwetir  than  fitole, 
Of  confeflburs  alfo  riche  donatife, 
Unto  virgines  cternall  lauriole, 
'Fore  all  woman  havyng  prerogatife, 
Mothir  and  maide,  bothe  widowe  and  eke  wife  ! 
Of  all  the  worlde  is  none  but  thou  alone, 
J^ow  fith  thou  maie  be  fuccour  to  my  mone, 
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Trufl;ie  turtle,  truefaftiil;  of  all  true, 
Curteife  columbe,  replete  of  all  mekenefie, 
O  nightingale  with  thy  notis  newe ! 
O  popinjaie  !  purid  with  ail  clennefie, 
O  laveroke  of  love  !  fingyng  with  fwetneffe, 
Phcfibus  waityng  till  on  thy  brcft  he  light, 
Undir  thy  wing  at  domifdaie  us  dight. 

O  ruble  I  rubified  in  the  paffion 
Of  thy  fonne,  us  have  emongis  in  minde, 
O  fledfaft  diametre  of  duracioun  ! 
That  fewe  feris  any  time  might  thou  finde. 
For  none  to  hym  was  foundin  halfe  fo  kinde; 
O  bardie  herte  !  o  lovyng  creature  ! 
What  was  'it  but  love  that  made  the  fo  endure  ? 

Semely  faphre,  depe  loupe,  and  blewe  ewage ! 
Stable  as  the  loupe  ewage  of  pitie, 
This  is  to  faie,  the  frefhift  of  vifage, 
Thou  loveft  unchaungid  'hem  that  fervin  the. 
And  if  oifence  or  varying  in  'hem  be 
Thou  art  aie  redie  on  ther  wo  to  rue. 
And  'hem  recevift  aye  with  herte  full  true. 

O  godelie  gladdid  ;   when  that  Gabriel 
With  joy  the  grette,  that  maie  not  be  nombrid, 
Or  halfe  the  blifi"e  who  coud  ywrite  or  tell 
When  the'  Holy  Ghofle  to  the  was  obumbrid, 
Wherthrough  fendes  were  bittirly  encombrid  ? 
O  wemlefle  maide !  embelifhed  in  his  birthe. 
That  man  and  angill  therof  haddin  mirthe. 

Lo  here  the  blofme  and  the  budde  of  glorie, 
Of  whiche  the  prophet  fo  long  fpake  beforne  \ 
Lo  here  the  fame  that  was  in  memorie 
Of  Efaie,  fo  long  or  fhe  was  yboine  ! 
Lo  here  of  David  the  delicious  corne  f 
Lo  here  the  grounde  of  life  in  to  bilde, 
Becomyng  man  our  ranfome  for  to  yilde ! 

O  glorious  voile,  vite  inviolate  ! 
O  firie  Titan  !  perfyng  with  thy  hemes, 
Whofe  vertuous  brightnes  was  in  brefl  vibrat. 
That  al  the  world  embeliftied  with  the  lemes, 
Confervatrice  of  kinges,  dukes,  and  relmes, 
Of  Jefl"e  his  fede  the  fwete  Sunamite, 
Mefure  my  mourning  mine  own  Margarite ! 

0  foverninift  yfought  out  of  Syon  ! 
Cockle  with  golde-dcwe  from  above  berainid, 
Dewe-bufhe  unbrent,  firdlelTe  fire  fct  on, 
Flambing  with  fervence,  not  with  hete  painid, 
Duryngdaifie  that  no  wethir  ilainid, 

Flece  undefouled  of  gentilift  Gidion, 
And  fruidfiyng  fairift  yerde  of  Aaron  ! 

The  mightie  arche,  the  probatife  pifcine, 
Laughyng  Aurora,  and  of  pece  olive, 
Columpne  and  bafe,  up  beryng  from  ablme. 
Why  n'ere  I  connyng  here  for  to  difcrive  i 
Cholin  of  Jofeph,  whom  he  toke  to  wive, 
Unknowyng  hym  childyng  by  miracle, 
And  of  our  manly  figure  the  tabernacle  ! 

1  have  none  Englilhe  convenient  and  digne, 
Myne  herte's  hele  lady  !  the  with  to  honour, 
Ivorie  clene !  therefore  I  woll  refigne 

Into  thyne  hande  till  that  thou  lift  fuccour. 
To  helpe  my  makyng  both  fioriflie  and  flour, 
Fnen  Ihould  I  fhewe  in  love  how  that  I  brende. 
In  fongis  makyng  thy  name  to  coamiends  : 
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For  If  I  coud  before  thyne  excellence 
Syngin  in  love  I  wouldin  what  1  fele, 
And  evir  ftandin,  ladie',  I  in  thy  prefence, 
To  fhewe  in  opin  how  1  love  you  wcle, 
And  fith  although  your  heart  be  made  of  flele 
To  you  withoutin  any  difcev'eraunce 
J'ay  in  vous  toute  ntajlance. 

Where  might  I  love  evir  bettir  befct 
Then  in  this  lilie  likyng  to  beholde. 
That  lace  of  love,  thebonde  fo  well  thou  knit. 
That  I  male  fe  the  or  myne  herte  colde,  '* 

And  or  I  pafie  out  of  my  dayis  olde, 
Tofore  fyngyng  evlrmore  utti-^ly, 
Your  eyin  two  woll  fle  me  fodainly. 

For  love  I  langour,  bliffed  be  foch  Cckneffe  ! 
Sith  it  'is  for  you,  my  heretely  fuffifauncej 
I  can  not  ellis  faie  in  my  diftrelTe, 
So  faire  one  hath  myne  hert  in  govirnaunce, 
And  aftir  I  begin  on  efperaunce, 
"With  feble  entune,  though  it  thine  heft  perce, 
Yet  for  thy  fake  this  letter  I  reherfe. 

God  wote-on  mufike  I  can  'not,  but  I  gefle  ; 
Alas  why  fo!  that  I  might  fale  or  fyng, 
So  love  I  you,  my  own  foveraine  maiftreffe, 
And  evir  fliall  withoutin  dcpartyng, 
Mirrour  of  beautie,  for  you'  out  fhould  I  ring, 
In  remembraunce  eke  of  your  eyin  clere, 
Thus  fcrre  from  you  my  foverain  ladie  dere  ! 

So  wouldin  God  your  love  would  me  yflo, 
Sith  for  your  fake  I  fingin  daie  by  dale ; 
O  herte  !  why  ne  nilt  thou  breke  a  two, 
Sith  with  my  ladie  dwellin  I  ne  male  ? 
Thus  many'  a  roundell,  many  a  virelaie. 
In  frefhe  Englifhe,  when  I  me  leifir  fihde, 
T  doe  recorde,  on  you  to  havin  mynde. 
Now,  ladle  mine !   fith  I  you  love  and  dredc, 
And  you'  unchaunged  ever  finde  in  o  degre, 
"Whofe  grace  ne  male  flie  fro  your  womanhede, 
Difdainith  not  for  to  remembre'  on  me, 
Myne  herte  bledith  for  I  male  not  you  fe; 
And  fith  ye  wotte  my  menyng  defirous 
J'leurfs  pour  may  s"il  voui  pialji  amoreux. 

What  marvaile  is  though  I  in  pain  ybe  ? 
r  am  departid  from  you  my  foverain ; 
Fortune  alas  !   dont  •vient  la  dejienie. 
That  in  no  v^ifc  I  can  ne  maie  attain 
To  fe  the  beautie  of  your  eyin  twain, 
Wherefore  I  faie,  for  trifteffe  doeth  me  graine, 
Tant  me  fait  mal  depdrtir  de  ma  dame. 

Why  n'ere  my  willing  brought  to  foche  efploit 
That  I  might  faie  for  joye  of  your  prefence        } 
Or  amon  eaur  ce  qui  •uoulk  it 
Or  amon  cteur  ?  the  higheft  excellence 
That  er  had  wight,  and  fith  mine  advertence 
Is  in  you  rewith  on  my  paihis  fmerte, 
i  am  fo  foro  ywoundid  to  the  herte. 

To'  live  well  merie  two  lovers  were  ifere^ 
So  maie  I  faie  withoutin  any  blame. 
And  if  that  any  man  to  wilde  were 
I  could  hym  techin  for  to  be  full  tame, 
Let  hym  go  love  and  fe  where  it  be  ganie, 
For  I  am  bridlid  unto  fobirneffe 
For  her  that  is  of  women  chief  princefTe. 

But  evir  when  thought  my  hert  fhuld  enbrace, 
Then  unto  me  it  is  beft  remedie 
Vol.  I. 


When  I  loke  on  your  godely  frefli^  face. 
So  merie  a  mirrour  coud  I  n*r  efpie, 
And  if  I  coud  I  would  it  magnifie, 
For  nevir  none  ywasfo  faire  yfounde, 
To  reken  'hem  all,  and  alfo  Rofamounde. 

And  finally,  with  mouthe  and  will  prefent, 
Of  double  eye  withoutin  rcpentaunce, 
Mine  hert  I  yeve  you,  ladie',  in  this  entent, 
That  ye  fhall  thereof  have  the  govirnaunce, 
Taking  my  leve  with  hert'is  obeifaunce, 
{Salve  Regina)  fyngyng  lafl  of  all 
To  be  our  helpe  when  that  we  to  the  call. 

All  our  love  is  nought  els  but  idlenefie, 
Save  your  loVe  alone,  who  might  therto'  attain; 
Who  fo  woll  have  a  name  of  gentilleffe 
I  counfaile  hym  in  love  that  he  not  fain  j 
Thou  fwete  ladie  !  refute  in  every  pain, 
Whofe  mercie  moflc  unto  me  availith^ 
To  gie  by  grace  when  that  Fortune  failith. 

Nought  maie  be  told,  v/ithoutin  any  fable. 
Your  high  renome,  you  womanly  beaute, 
Your  govirnaunce,  to  all  worfhip  able, 
Putteth  every  herte  in  el'e  in  his  degre  ; 

0  violet  I  o  flowir  defire  ! 
Sithin  I  am  for  you  fo  amerous 
MJlreigvet  nioy  de  (.aur  jeyeux. 

With  fervent  hert  my  breft  hath  brofl;  on  fire, 
Z'  ardant  efpoer  en  nioa  cceur  point  eji  mart, 
D  avoir  I  amour  de  celle  queje  delire, 

1  mene  you  fwete  mofte  plefaunt  of  porte, 
Et  je  fcay  Lien  que  ce  n  eJi  pas  man  tcrt. 
That  for  you  fyng  fo  as  1  maie  for  mone, 
For  your  departyng  alone  I  live  alone. 

Though  that  I  might  I  would  none  othir  chefe, 
In'your  fervice  I  would  ben  foundin  fadde, 
Therefore  I  love  no  labour  that  ye  lefe, 
When  that  in  longyng  forifl  ye  be  fladde ; 
Loke  up  you  loviris  and  be  right  gladde. 
Now  ayenifl  Saindt  Valentin'is  daie. 
For  I  have  chtfe  that  ncr  forfake  I  maie. 


^atade  de  hon  cerjall. 

It  It  fiefall  that  God  the  lift  vifite 

With  any  tourment  or  adverfite 

Thanke  firfle  the  Lorde,  and  tho  thy  felfe  to  quite 

Upon  fufferaunce  and  humilite 

Founde  thou  thy  quaril,  what  er  that  it  be. 

Make  thy  defence,  and  thou  Tnalt  have  no  loflej 

The  remembraunce  of  Chrifl  and  of  his  croffe. 


SoMTVMfithe  world  fo  ftedfaft  was  and  ftable, 
That  mannes's  worde  was  an  obllgacioun. 
And  now  it  is  fo  fdlfe  and  difcevable. 
That  worde  and  dede,  as  in  coftclufioun, 
Is  nothyng  like,  fen-  tourned  is  up  fo  doun 
All  the  worlde,  thorough  mede  and  fikilnelTej 
That  all  is  lofte  for  lacke  of  ftedfaftneffe. 

What  niaketh  the  worlde  to  be  fo  variable 
But  luft  that  men  have  in  difcenfion  ? 
For  emong  us  a  man  is  holde  unable 
But  if  he  can  by  fbme  coUufion 
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Doe  his  neighbour  wrong  an  oppreffion  : 
"What  taufith  this  but  wilful  wretchidnelTe  ? 
That  all  is  lode  for  lacke  of  ftedfaftneffe. 

Trouthe  is  put  doune,  refoii  is  holde  fable, 
Vertue  hath  now  no  dominacion, 
Pitie  'is  exiled,  no  man  is  merciable. 
Through  covetife  is  blente  difcrecion  ; 
The  worlde  hath  made  a  permutacion 
Fro  right  to  wrong,  fro  trouthe  to  fikilneffe, 
That  all  is  lofte  for  lack  of  ftedlaflneffe. 

U  envoys. 
Prince:,  aye  defire  to  be  honourable, 
Cherifhe  thy  folke,  and  hate  extorcion  ; 
SufFre  nothyngthat  male  be  reprovable 
To  thine  ellate  doen  in  thy  region ; 
Shewe  forthe  the  yerde  of  caftigacion ; 
Drede  God,  do  law,  love  treuth  and  worthines, 
And  wedde  thy  folke  ayen  to  ftedfaftneffe. 


JBalade  of  the  village  ivithout  paintyng. 

Plaintife  to  Fortune. 

This  wretched  world'is  tranfmutacion. 

As  wele  and  wo,  nowe  pore  and  now  honour, 

Without  ordir  or  due  difcrecion, 

Govirnid  is  by  fortun'is  errour, 

But  natheleffe  the  lacke  of  her  favour 

Ne  maie  not  doe  me  fyng  though  that  I  die, 

^  ay  tout  perdu  mon  temps  et  man  labeur. 

For  finally  fortune  I  doe  defie. 

Yet  is  me  left  the  fight  of  my  refoun 
To  knowin  frende  fro  foe  in  thy  mirrour. 
So  nioche  hath  yet  thy  tourning  up  and  doun 
Itaughtin  me  to  knowin  in  an  hour. 
But  truily  no  force  of  thy  reddour 
To  hym  that  ovir  hymfelf  hath  maiftric; 
My  fuffifaunce  yflial  be  my  fuccour, 
For  finally  fortune  I  do  defie. 

0  Socrates!  thou  fledfaft  champion, 
She  ne  might  nevir  be  thy  turmentour, 
Thou  nevir  dreddift  her  oppreffion, 

Ne  in  her  chere  foundin  thou  no  favour  ; 
Thou  knewe  wele  the  difceipt  of  her  colour, 
And  that  her  mofte  worfliip  is  for  to  lie  ; 
1  knowe  her  eke  a  falfe  diffimulour. 
For  finally  fortune  I  do  defie. 

7he  anfivere  of  Fortunt. 
No  man  is  wretchid  but  hymfelf  it  wene ; 
He  that  yhath  hymfelf  hath  fuffifaunce, 
"Why  faieft  thou  then  I  am  to  the  fo  kene 
That  haft  thy  felf  out  of  my  govirnaunce  ? 
Sale  thus,  graunt  mercie  of  tliin  habundaunce. 
That  thou  haft  lent  or  this,  thou  ftiilt  not  ftrive  ; 
What  wpft  thou  yet  how  I  the  woll  avaunce  ? 
And  eke  thou  haft  thy  befte  fr.ende  alive. 

1  have  the  taught  divifion  betw^ne 
Frende  of  effe«5le  and  frende  of  countinaunce, 
The  nedith  not  the  galle  of  an  hine, 

That  clirith  eyin  derke  for  ther  penaunce, 
Now  feeft  thou  clere  th.-.t  wer  in  ignoraunce  ; 
Yet  holt  thint  anker,  and  thou  maieft  arive 
There  Bouvitie  bereth  the  key  of  my  fubftaunce, 
And  eks  thauhafte  thy  befte  frende  alive. 


How  many  have  I  refufed  to  fuftene 
Sith  [  have  the  foftrid  in  thy  plefaunce  1 
Wolt  thou  then  make  a  ftatute  on  thy  quene. 
That  [  fhall  be  aie  at  thine  ordinaunce  ? 
Thou  born  art  in  my  reign  of  variaunce  ; 
About  the  whele  with  othir  muft  thou  drive ; 
My  lore  is  bet,  then  wicke  is  thy  grcvaunce. 
And  eke  thou  haft  thy  befte  frende  alive. 

The  anlivere  to  Fortune. 
"Ay  lore  I  danipne,  it  isadverfitie; 
Mytfrend  maift  thou  not  revin,  blind  goddeiTe  : 
That  I  tl;y  frendis  knowe  I  thanke  it  the ; 
Take  'hem  again,  let  'hem  go  lie  a  prefie; 
The  nigardis  in  kepyng  ther  richefie 
Pronoftike  is  thou  wolt  ther  toure  affaile  ; 
Wicke  appetite'  cometh  aie  before  fickeneffe  ; 
In  generall  this  rule  ne  maie  not  faile. 

Fortune. 
Thou  pincheft  at  my  mutabilitie. 
For  I  the  lent  a  droppe  of  my  richefie, 
And  now  me  likith  to  withdrawin  me 
Why  ftiouldift  thou  my  roialte  opprefie  ? 
The  fe  maie  ebbe  and  flowin  more  and  lefle, 
The  welkin  hath  might  to  fhine,  rain,  and  haile, 
Right  fo  muft  I  kithin  my  brotilneffe; 
In  generall  this  rule  ne  maie  not  faile. 

The  Plaintife. 
Lo  !  the'  execucion  of  thy  majeftie 
That  all  purveighith  of  his  rightwifeneffe, 
That  fame  thyng  Fortune  yclepin  ye. 
Ye  blinde  beftis,  full  of  ieudenefs  I 
The  hevin  hath  propirtie  of  fikirnefs. 
This  worlde  hath  evir  reftleffc  travaile, 
The  laft  dale  is  the  ende  of  myne  entrefTe; 
In  generall  this  rule  ne  maie  not  faile. 

Th^  en-voye  of  Fortune. 
Princes,  I  praie  you  of  your  gentilneffe. 
Let  not  this  man  and  me  thus  crie  and  plain, 
And  I  ftiall  quitin  you  this  bufinefle  ; 
And  if  ye  lifte  releve  hym  of  his  pain 
Praie  ye  his  beft  frende  of  his  noblenefle 
That  to  fome  bettir  ftate  he  maie  attain, 

L  envoye. 
To  brokin  ben  the  ftatutes  hie  in  heven 
That  create  were  eternally  t'  endure, 
Sith  that  I  fe  the  brighte  goddis  feven 
IVIowe  wepe  and  waile  and  pafllon  endure, 
As  maie  in  yerth  a  moitall  creature  ; 
Alas  I  fro  whenis  maie  this  thing  procede. 
Of  which  errour  I  die  almofte  for  drede  ? 

By  words  eterue  whilom  was  it  yftiaps 
That  fro  tlie  fifth  circle  in  no  manere 
Ne  miglit  of  trris  nothing  doune  efcape, 
But  now  fo  wepith  Venus  in  her  fphere 
That  with  her  tsris  (he  woll  d.euch  us  here  : 
Alas,  Scogan  '    this  is  for  thine  offence ; 
Thou  caulift  this  c!elu;j:e  of  peftilence. 

Haft  thou  not  faied  in  blafpheme  of  the  goddisv, 
Through  pride  or  thorough  thy  gret  rekilnes, 
Soche  thinges  as  in  the  law  of  love  forbode  is 
That  for  thy  lad.:  fawe  not  thy  d.ftrtffe 
Therefore  thou  yave  her  up  at  Mighelmefie  ? 
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Alas,  Scogan  I  of  olde  folke  ne  yong 
Was  nevii-  erft  Scogan  blamed  for  his  tong. 

Thou  drewe  in  fcorne  Cupide  eke  to  recorde 
Of  thilke  rebell  worde  that  thou  haft  fpokeii. 
For  whiche  he  woU  no  lengir  be  thy  lorde  ; 
And,  Scogan,  though  his  bowe  be  not  ybroken 
He  woll  not  with  his  arowes  be  iwroken 
On  thee  ne  me,  ne  none  of  our  figure  ; 
We  fliaU  of  hym  have  neither  hurte  ne  cure. 

Now  certis,  frende,  1  drede  of  thine  unhappe, 
Left  for  thy  giltc  the  wreche  of  love  procede 
On  all  'hem  that  ben  hore  and  round  of  fliap. 
That  be  fo  likely  folke  foi"  tu  fpede, 
Then  we  fliall  of  our  labour  have  our  mede  ; 
But  well  1  wot  thou  wok  anfwrere  and  faie, 
Lo  !  olde  Grifill  lift  to  rei  ne  and  plaie. 

Naie,  Scogan,  faie  not  fo,  for  I  me'  cxcufe, 
God  heipe  me  fo,  in  no  rime  doutiles, 
Ne  thinke  1  nevir  of  flepe  wake  my  mufe. 
That  ruftith  in  my  Iheth  ftill  and  in  pefe ; 
"While  I  was  yong  I  put  her  forthe  in  prefc. 
But  al  fliall  paffin  that  men  profe  or  rime. 
That  every  man  his  tourne  as  for  his  tyme. 

Scogan,  thou  knelift  at  the  ftrem'is  hedde 
Of  grace,  of  honour,  and  of  worthineffe, 
In  the  ende  of  whiche  I  am  dull  as  dedde, 
Forgotten  in  folitarie  wildirnefTe  ; 
Yet,  Scogan,  thinke  on  TuUius  kindenelTe, 
Mynd  thy  frende  there  it  male  fru<5lifie ; 
Farwell,  and  loke  thou  ner  eft  love  defie. 


Go  forthe,  kyng,  and  rule  the  by  fapience  ; 
Biftioppe,  be  able  to  minifter  dodlrine  ; 
Lorde,  to  true  counfaile  yeve  thou  audience; 
Womanhode,  to  chaftitie  er  encline  ; 
Knight,  let  thy  dedis  worfhip  determine; 
Be  rightous,  judge,  in  favyng  of  thy  name  ; 
Rich,  do  almofe,  left  thou  lefe  bliffe  with  Ihame ; 

Peple,  obei  your  kyng  and  eke  the  lawe  ; 
Age,  be  rulid  by  gode  religion  ; 
True  fervaunt,  be  drcdfull,  kepe  the'  under  awe  ; 
And  thou,  povir,  fie  on  prefumcion ; 
Jnobedience  to  youth  is  uttii'  deftruccion  : 
Remembir  you  how  God  hath  fet  you,  lo  ! 
And  doe  your  parte  as  ye  be  ordained  to. 


Chaucer  to  his  empt'ie  furfe. 

To  you  my  purfe,  and  to  none  othir  wight. 
Complain  I,  for  ye  be  my  ladie  dere  ; 
I  am  forie  now  that  ye  be  fo  light, 
For  certis  ye  now  make  me  hcvie  chere ; 
Me  were  as  lefe  be  laide  upon  a  here, 
For  whiche  unto  your  mercy  thus  I  crle. 
Be  hevy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 

Now  vouchfafin  this  day  or  it  be  night 
That  1  of  you  the  blisfnl  fowne  may  here. 
Or  fe  your  colour  lyke  the  fonne  bright, 
That  of  yelownefie  ne  had  nevir  pere; 
Ye  be  my  life,  ye  be  my  hert'is  ftere ; 
Quene  of  comfort  and  of  gode  companye. 
Be  hevy  againe^  or  clsmoie  I  die. 


Nowe  purfe,  that  art  to  me  my  liv'is  light, 
And  fayvour,  as  downe  in  this  worlde  here, 
Oute  of  this  lowne  helpe  me  by  your  might, 
Sithin  that  you  wol  not  be  my  trefoure. 
For  I  am  fliave  as  nighe  as  any  frerc, 
But  I  prayin  unto  your  curtifye 
Be  hevy  againe,  or  els  mote  I  die. 


Chancer  unto  the  Kinge. 

O  Conquerour  of  Brut'is  Albion  ! 
Whiche  that  by  lyne  and  fre  eleccion 
Ben  very  kinge,  this  unto  you  I  fende, 
And  ye  whiche  that  may  al  harmis  amende 
Have  minde  upon  my  fupplication. 


A  baladt!  made  by  Chaucer,  leching  tvhat  is  genfilnes,  > 
liiho  is  ivorthy  to  he  caledgentiL 

The  firfte  ftocke,  father  of  gentilnes, 

What  man  defirith  gentill  for  to  be, 

Muft  folowe'  his  trace,  and  all  his  wittis  dres 

Vertue  to  love  and  vicis  for  to  fle, 

For  unto  vertue  longith  dignite, 

And  not  the  revers,  fafly  dare  I  deme, 

Al  were  he  mitir,  crowne,  or  diademe. 

This  firfte  ftocke  was  full  of  rightwifncs, 
Trewe  of  his  worde,  fobir,  pitous,  and  fre, 
Clene  of  his  gofte,  and  lovid  befineffe, 
Againft  the  vice  of  flouth  in  honefte, 
And  but  his  eyre  love  vertue  as  did  he 
He  is  not  gentyl  though  he  riche  feme, 
Al  were  he  mitir,  crowne  or  diademe. 

Vice  may  wel  be  eyre  to  olde  RichelTe, 
But  ther  may  no  man,  as  men  may  well  fe, 
Byquethe  his  eire  his  vertuous  nobleffe. 
That  is  appropried  unto  no  degre 
But  to  the  firft  fathir  in  majefte, 
That  makith  his  eyre  him  that  can  him  quetne, 
Al  were  he  mitir,  crowne,  or  diademe. 


A  proverbe  agaynjl  covetife  and  negHgtnfe, 

What  fiial  thes  clothes  thus  manifolde 
Lo,  this  bote  fomirs  daye  ! 
Aftir  grete  hete  comith  colde  ; 
No  man  cafte  his  pikhe  awaye. 

Of  al  this  world  the  large  compafle 
Wil  not  in  myne  aimes  tweine, 
Who  fo  mr  kil  wol  enbrace 
Lite  therof  ftiall  diftreine. 


A  balade  ivhiche  Chaucer  made  againft  ivemen 
unconjlaunt. 

Madame,  ye  have  for  your  newfangleneffe 
Many  a  fervaunt  put  out  of  your  grace  ; 
I  take  my  leve  of  your  unftedfaftneffe. 
For  well  1  wote  v^hile  ye  to  live  have  fpace 
Ye  can  not  love  fuUhaUe  yere  in  aplaec; 
O  o  i] 
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To  newe  thinges  your  lufte  is  evere  kene ; 
In  rtede  of  blew  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 

Ryght  as  a  niirour  that  nothing  may'  cnpreffe 
But  lightli  as  it  cometh  fo  mote  it  pafie. 
So  fareth  your  love,  your  workis  bereth  wltnes ; 
"i  her  is  no  faithe  may  youre  herte  enbrace, 
But  as  awedircock,  that  turneth  his  face 
With  every  winde,  ye  fare,  and  that  is  fene  ; 
111  fled  of  blew  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 

Ye  might  be  fhrined  for  your  brotilneffe 
Better  than  Daliia,  Creffeide,  or  Candace, 
lor  evir  in  chaunging  ftondeth  your  fikirneffe, 
That  tache  may  no  v/ight  from  your  heart  arace; 
if  ye  lofe  one  ye  can  wel  tweine  purchace, 
Al  light  for  fomar,  ye'  wot  wel  what  I  mene ; 
In  ftede  cf  blewe  thus  may  ye  were  al  grene. 


JJere foloijusth  alalade  -vuhiche  Chaucer  made  hi  the  fraife 
or  rather  d'ifpreife  of  •women  for  ther  dauhhnes. 

This  world  is  full  of  variaunce 

In  everye  thinge,  who  takith  hede, 

That  faithe  and  trefle,  and  all  conflaunce, 

Exilid  ben,  this  is  no  drede, 

And  fave  only  in  womanhed 

3  can  yfe  no  fikirnes; 

But  for  all  that  yet,  as  I  rede, 

Beware  alwaye  of  doublenes. 

Al  fo  that  the  frefhe  fomir  floures, 
The  white  and  rede,  the  blewe  and  grene, 
Ben  fodenly  with  wintir  fhours 
Made  feinte  and  fade,  withoutin  wene. 
That  truft  is  none,  as  ye  may  fene, 
In  no  thing,  nor  no  lledfallnes, 
Except  in  women,  thus  I  mene; 
Yet  aye  Beware  of  doublenes. 

The  crokid  mone,  this  is  no  tale, 
Some  while  ilhene  and  bright  of  hewe, 
And  aftir  that  ful  derke  and  pale, 
And  every  monith  chaungith  newe, 
That  who  the  veray  fothe  knew 
Al  thinge  is  bilt  on  brotlenes, 
Save  that  women  alwaye  be  trtwe; 
Yet  aye  beware  of  doublenes. 

The  lufty  frefhe  fomniirs  daye, 
And  Phabus  vs-ith  his  btmis  clere, 
Towardis  night  they  drawe  awaye , 
And  non  lengir  lifi.  to  apperc, 
'I'hat  in  this  prefentc  life  now  here 
Noihinge  abieth  in  his  fairenes, 
Save  women  aye  be  found  intere. 
And  devoid  of  alie  doublenes. 

Tlie  fe'eke  with  his  flerne  wawes 
Eche  daye  yflowith  new  againe, 
And'  by  the  concours  cf  his  lawes 
'I'he  ebbe  yflowith  in  ccrteine  ; 
Aftir  grete  drouglit  there  cometh  a  raine; 
That  tarev/el  here  al  Habilnes, 
Save  that  women  be  whole  and  pleine  ; 
Yet  aye  beware  of  doublenefs. 

Fortune's  whele  goith  round  aboute 
/.  iluwfand  tiniis  daye  and  nighte, 
'Wl.cjfe  coura  flandith  evir  in  doute 


For  to  tranfmew,  flie  is  fo  lightc, 
For  whiche  advertith  in  your  fight 
Th'  untrufl:  of  worldely  fikilnes, 
Save  women,  whiche  of  kindely  right 
Ne  hath  no  teche  of  doublenes. 

What  man  ymay  the  wind  reflreine, 
Or  holdin  a  fnake  by  the  taile  .* 
Who  may  a  flipper  ele  conftreine 
That  it  will  voide  withoutin  faile  ? 
Or  who  can  drivin  fo  a  naile 
To  make  fuere  newfongilnes. 
Save  women,  that  can  gie  ther  faile 
To  row  ther  bote  with  doublenefs  ? 

At  every  haven  they  can  arive 
Wher  as  they  wote  is  gode  paffage ; 
Of  innocence  they  can  not  flrive 
With  wawis,  nor  no  rockis  rage ; 
So  happy  is  ther  lodemanage 
With  nedlc'~and  ftone  ther  cours  to  dreffc 
That  Salomon  was  not  fo  fage 
To  find  in  them  no  doublenes : 

Therefore  who  fo  doth  them  accufe 
Of  any  double  entencion, 
To  fpcke  rowne,  othir  to  mufe. 
To  pinch  at  ther  condicion. 
All  is  but  falfe  collufion, 
I  dare  right  wel  the  fothe  exprefle. 
They  have  no  bettir  prote<51:ion. 
But  fhroud  them  undir  doublenes. 
So  wel  fortiinid  is  ther  chaunce. 
The  dice  to  tnrnin  uppe  fo  doune, 
With  fife  and  fincke  they  can  avaunce. 
And  than  by  revolucioun 
They  fet  a  fel  concluCoun 
Of  lombis,  as  in  fothefaflnes, 
Though  ckrkis  makin  mencioun 
Ther  kinde  is  fret  with  doublenes. 

Sampfon  yhad  experience 
That  women  were  ful  trew  ifound 
Whan  Daliia  of  innocence 
With  fheris  gan  his  here  to  round; 
To  fpeke  alfo  of  Rofamounde, 
And  Cleopatri's  feithfulnes. 
The  {lories  plainly  wil  confounde 
Men  tliat  apeche  ther  doublenes. 

Single  thinge  ne  is  not  ypraifed, 
Nor  of  olde  is  of  norenoun. 
In  halaunce  whan  they  be  ypeifed, 
For  lacke  of  waighte  they  be  bore  doune, 
And  for  this  caufe  of  jufte  refoun 
Thefe  women  al  of  rightwifenes 
Of  choice  and  fre  eledlioun 
Mofl  love  efchaunge  and  doublenes. 

L'' envoy  e. 

O  ye  women  !  whiche  ben  enclined 
By  influence  of  your  nature 
To  ben  as  pure  as  golde  yfined. 
And  in  your  trouth  for  to  endure 
Armith  your  felfe  in  ftrong  armure, 
Left  men  affaile  your  fikirnes. 
Set  on  >our  breft,  your  fclf  to'  alTure, 
A  mightie  fiielde  of  doublenes. 
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this  tvorke  folaw'inge  was  compiled  by  Chaucer,  and  is 
called  the  Craft  of  Lovers. 

Moral  is  a  fymylytude.who  lift  ther  balades  fewe, 

The  Craft  of  Lovers  curious  arguments, 

For  fom  bin  falfe  and  fom  ben  foundin  trewe, 

And  fom  bin  double  of  entendements  ; 

Thus  lovirs  with  ther  moral  documents 

And  elo'quent  langage  can  examplifye 

The  Craft  of  Love  what  it  doth  fignifie. 

Who  lift  unto  this  balades  have  infpeccion 
Thinke  that  Lov'is  lordihipis  excellente 
Is  remedy  for  difefe  and  correccion 
To  woful  herte  and  body  impotente, 
Suppofe  the  maker  that  he  be  negligentc 
In  his  compilinge,  holde  him  excufable, 
Becaufe  his  fpi'rites  be  fory'  and  lamentable. 

Soverain  lady,  furmounting  your  nobles, 
0'  intenuate  jenipre'  and  daifi  delicious ! 
My  truft,  mine  helth,  my  cordial  foundrefie, 

0  medi'cine  fanatife  to  fores  lango'rous, 
Comfortable  creture  of  lovirs  amo'rous ! 
O'excellente  herbir  of  lovelie  countinaunce  ! 
Regiftir  my  love  in  your  remembraunce. 

Certis,  Sir,  your  ypeinted  eloquence, 
So  gaye,  fo  freflie,  and  eke  fo  talcatife, 
It  doth  tranfcendc  the  wit  of  Dame  Prudence 
For  to  declare  your  thought  or  to  difcrive, 
So  glorioufly  glad  langage  ye  contrive 
Of  your  confcite,  your  thought,  and  your  entente, 

1  wil  be  ware,  for  drede  or  I  be  fhent. 

O  rubi'cunde  rofe,  and  white  as  the  lyly, 
Clari'fied  chriftal  of  worldly  portraiture  ! 

0  courfin  figure,  refplendent  with  glory, 
Geme  of  beaute' !  o  carbouncle  fhining  pure  ! 
Your  fairnes  excedeth  the  craft  of  Nature, 
Moft  womanli  your  loveli  countinaunce, 
Regiftir  my  love  in  your  remembraunce. 

What  availeth.  Sir,  your  proclamacion 
Of  curious  talking,  not  touching  fadnes  ? 
It  is  but  winde,  flatering  and  adulacion, 
Imefurable  thought  of  worldly  wildnes, 
Whiche  is  chief  caufe  of  goftly  feblenes  ; 
Your  wil,  your  thought,  your  double  entcndement, 

1  wil  beware  of  drede  or  I  be  fhent. 

My  witte,  my  thought,  and  myne  entencion, 
Is  for  to  plefe  you,  my  lady  foveraine. 
And  for  your  love  throw  many  a  region 
I  would  be'  exiled,  fo  ye  wold  not  difdein 
To  have  pity  on  me  when  I  compleine. 
In  wele  and  wo  to  fuifre  perturbaunce, 
So  that  ye  wol  have  mc  in  remembraunce. 

What  is  your  wil  plainly  ye  doe  expreffe 
That  maketh  this  curious  fupplicacion  ; 
Seyon,  Sir,  on  hertely  tendirnefie, 
Beth  well  advifed  of  veine  deledlacion. 
At  beginning  think  on  the  terminacion  ; 
Paffe  not  your  boundes,  be  not  to  negligence, 
And  er  beware  for  dred  or  ye  be  fhente. 

Your  behaving,  beaute,  and  countinaunce, 
Maketh  me  encline  to  do  you  revirence. 
Your  lovely  loking,  glorious  govirnaunce, 
yercometh  my  foirites,  my  wit,  and  prudence, 


Some  drop  of  grace  of  your  magnificence 
Unto  your  fervaunt  ye  ihewc  attendaunce. 
And  regifter  my  love  in  your  remembraunce. 

0  comberous  thought  of  manne's  fragilite  ! 
O  fervente  wil  of  luitis  furious  I 

O  cruel  corage  caufinge  adverfite  I 

Of  women  corrupcion,  and  contrarioufe, 

Remcmbir  man  that  chaunge  is  perilous, 

To  breke  the'  virginite  of  virgines  intiocente, 

Wherfore  beware  mankinde  or  thou  he  flient. 

My  peine  is  prevy'  impoflible  to'  deferne, 
My  lamentabel  thoughtes  by  calling  mourninge, 

0  general  juge  Jefu  !  fitting  fuperne, 
Gracioufly  converte  the  love  of  my  fwete  thing; 
O'  amiable  lady,  gracious  and  benlgne  ! 

1  put  me  wholy  in  your  govirnaunce. 
Exile  me  not  out  of  your  remembraunce, 

Me  femeth  by  langage  ye  be  fome  poteftate, 
Or  els  fom  curious  giofir  difcevable  ; 
What  is  your  name.mekely  I  make  regrate, 
Or  of  what  fcience  or  craft  commendable  .' 
I'm  a  lady'  excellente  and  honorable, 
He  muft  be  gay  that  Ihould  be  to  'min  entente, 
Wherfore  I  wil  be  ware  or  I  be  fhent. 

Lorde  God  !  this  is  a  ftiarpe  examinacion 
Of  her  that  is  moft  in  my  memorie, 
Unto  you  lady'  I  make  certification, 
My  name'  is  Trew  Love,  of  carnal  defidery, 
Of  manne's  copulacion  the  verye  exemplary, 
Which  am  one  of  your  fervauntes  of  plefaunce, 
I  muft  be  chefe  callid  to  remembraunce. 

1  have  fought  true  love  of  yeres  gret  proces, 
Yet  fond  I  nevir  love  but  for  a  fefon  ; 

Some  men  be  diverfe,  know  no  gentilnes. 
And  fome  lackin  both  wifdcme  and  refon  ; 
In  fom  men  is  truft,  in  fom  men  is  trefon, 
Wherfore  I  v^il  conclude  by  avyfemente, 
And  er  beware  for  drede  that  I  be  fhente. 

The  retour  Tullius,  gay  of  eloquence, 
And  Ovide,  that  fheweth  Craft  of  Love  exprcs 
With  habundaunce  of  Salomon's  prudence, 
And  pulcritude  of  Abfalon's  faircnelTe, 
And  I  wer  poflefs'd  with  Job's  grete  richelTe, 
Manly'  as  Sarapfone  my  perfone  to  avaunce, 
Yet  fliuld  I  fubmit  me'  in  your  remembraunce. 

Now  Sir,  yf  that  it  plefe  your  nobilnelTe 
To  gyve  advertence  to  my  queflion. 
What  things  is  the  plefure  of  fwetnefle, 
And  moft  bittir  in  final  fucceffion  .' 
Or  what  thing  gevith  man  accafion 
In  tender  age  to  be  concu-pifcent  ? 
Refolve  this  queftion  or  drede,  Sir,  ye'  be  fhent. 

My  foveraigne  lady',  Ovide  in  his  writing!^ 
Saith  defire  of  worldly  concupifcence 
As  for  a  rime  is  fwete  in  his  worchingCj 
And  in  his  ende  he  caufith  grete  offence; 
Notwithftandinge,  my  lady  Dame  Prudence, 
Grene  fiowring  age  and  manly  countinaunce 
Caufith  ladies  to  have'  it  in  remembraunce. 

Your  godely  anfwir,  fo  notable'  in  fubftaunce. 
Wold  caufe.  the  hert  of  wcmanhedc  converte 
Unto  delyte  of  natural  plefaunce; 
But  of  one  thing  !  wolde  faine  be  experte, 
Why  nienne's  langage   wol  procure    and   tianf- 
vevts  ' '  ' 
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The  wil  of  women  and  virgines  innocente, 
Wherfore  I  am  aferd  or  I  be  fhente. 

Let  nevir  the  love  of  true  love  be  lofed, 
My  foveraine  lady,  in  no  manir  wife  ; 
In  your  confidence  my  wordes  I  have  clofed. 
My'  amyable  love  to  you  I  doe  promife; 
So  that  ye  knit  the  knot  of  exercyfe 
Both  locke  and  key  ye  have  in  govirnaunce, 
Emprint  my  love  in  your  remembcraunce. 

Of  very  truli  and  I  were  certified, 
The  plain  entencion  of  your  herte's  cordial. 
Me  femeth  in  bhffe  than  were  I  glorified. 
Unto  your  plefure  I  would  be'  at  your  call 
But  er  1  fere  of  chauncis  cafual, 
Of  fraudc,  difceipte,  and  langage  infolent, 
Then  were  1  fure  maidinhed  fliould  be  Ihent. 
'  Ther  was  ner  trefour'  of  terreflial  richelle, 
Nor  precious  ftonesrekened  innumerabell, 
To  be  of  comparifon  to  yoi*r  high  godenes, 
Above  al  cretures  to'  me  mofl  amiable  ; 
Truft  not  the  contrary',  I  was  ner  difcevabell ; 
Kepe  wel  true  love,  forge  no  diflembelaunce, 
And  gracioufly  take  me  to'  your  remembrauncc. 

Me  femeth  by  feiture  of  manly  properte 
Ye  fliuld  be  trufty'  and  trewe  of  comprimis, 
I  finde  in  you  no  falfe  duplicite, 
Wherfore,  True  Love,  ye  have  my  hert  I  wis 
And  ermore  fhal  endure,  fo  have  1  blis, 
The  fede'rafy  made  with  gode  avifement, 
God  graunt  grace  that  nothir  of  us  be  flient  I 

Whan  Phoebus  frefhe  wes  in  his  chare  fplen 
dente, 
In  the  moneth  of  Maye,  erly  in  a  morninge, 
I  herd  two  lovirs  profir  this  argu'mcnte, 
In  the  yere  of  our  Lorde  a  M.  by  rekening, 
CCCXL.  and  VII.  yere  folowing, 
O  potent  princeffe  !  conferve  true  lovirs  al, 
Graunt  them  thy  region  and  bliffe  celelliaL 


A  halade. 

.<9f  ther  nature  they  gretly  them  delite. 
With  holy  face  yfeinid  for  the  nones, 
In  faintwarie  ther  frendis  to  vifite. 
More  for  reliquis  than  for  faiutis  bones. 
Though  they  be  clofid  undir  precious  Hone?, 
To  gete  them  pardon,  lyke  ther  olde  ufages, 
l"ok  iffe  no  fhrines  but  lufty  quike  images. 

Whan  maidens  ar  wedded  and  houfnold  have 
take 
All  ther  humility'  is  exiled  awaye. 
And  the'  cruil  heites  bcginnith  to  awake, 
They  do'  al  the  befy  cure  they  can  or  maye 
To  vex  ther  houflioldes-maiftirs,  foth  to  faye, 
Wherfore,  ye  yong  men,  1  rfede  you  forthy 
Beware  alwaye,    'The  Minds  (tetb  many  a  fye. 

Of  this  matir  I  dare  make  no  relation, 
In  d«faute  of  flepe  my  fpirites  wex  feinte. 
In  my  fludie  t'have  had  long  habitacion, 
JVJy  body'  and  goft  are  grevoufly  attaint. 
And  therfdre  I  make  no  lengir  complaint ; 
But  whethir  that  the  blind  etc  flelh  oi^  filh 
1  pray  God  kepe  the  fly  qut  of  my  diflie  ! 
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Now'  I  make  an  ende,  and  laie  me  doune  to 
reft, 
For  1  knowe  by  experience  veramente 
If  maidinis  and  wivis  knewe  and  wift 
Who  made  the  mattir  he  Ihould  fone  be  fhM^,'''^ 
Wherefore  I  praie  that  God  omnipotente     '  '"'' 
Hym  fave  and  kepin  bothe  night  and  daie^ 
Writtin  in  the  lullie  fefon  of  Maie. 
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Certis  ferre  extendith  yet  my  refon 
This  matir  as  it  Ihould  be  to  difcrive. 
But  I  trufte  your  grace  will  in  this  fefon 
Confidir  howe  with  conyng  that  I  flrive, 
For  in  his  favour  coud  I  ner  arrive, 
Elo'quence  this  balade  hath  in  grete  difpite. 
The  makir  lackith  manir  to  endite. 

Of  Love's  commaundementes  x.  is  the  npmber, 
As  aftirward  Ihall  rudely  be  reherfed. 
And  lovirs,  in  no  wife  departe  afunder 
Where  as  thei  be  obfervid  and  redrefied, 
Daungir  and  unkindiies  yben  oppreffed. 
And  he  that  is  commaundid  this  to  make 
Is  your  owne,  all  othir  for  to  forfake. 

Faithe. 
Faithe  is  the  firft  and  principally  to  tell. 
And  verie  love  requirith  foche  credence. 
That  eche  beleve  otliir  true  as  the  gofpel, 
Without  adulacion  or  flatteryng  audience, 
In  true  menyng  and  traftie  confidence  ; 
Paint  not  your  connyng  with  colour  ne  fable. 
For  then  your  love  muft  nedis  be  uuflable. 

Entencion. 

In  the  feconde  to  trete  of  entencion. 
Your  lovir  to  plefe  doe  your  bufie  cure. 
For  as  myn  aucShor  Romance  maketh  mencioft, 
Without  entent  your  love  mai  not  endure. 
As  v/oraen  will  thereof,  I  am  right  fure, 
Endevour  with  ther  herte,  will,  and  thought. 
To  plefe  hym  onely  that  ther  love  hath  fought. 

Dijcrecion. 
In  your  delyng  cvir  ybe  difcrete. 
Set  not  your  love  there  as  it  fhall  be  lofed, 
Advertife  m  your  minde  whether  he  be  mete. 
That  unto  hym  your  herte  maie  be  difclofed. 
And  aftir  as  you  finde  hym  then  difpofed 
Poind!  by  difcrefion  your  hour,  time,  and  place. 
Conveniently  metyng  with  amies  to'  embrace. 

Pacience. 
Of  thefe  commaundementes  the  iiii.  is  pacience? 
Though  by'  irous  corage  your  lovir  be  meved. 
With  ioft  wordis  and  humble  obedience 
His  wrathe  maie  fone  he  fwagid  and  relevcd, 
And  thus  his  love  obteinid  and  acheved 
Will  in  you  rote  with  gretir  diligence, 
Bicaufe  of  your  nucke  womanly  pacience. 

Seerefncffe. 
Secretlie  behave  you  in  your  wprkis 
In  fliewing  countenance  or  mevyng  your  ey? 
I'hough  foche  behavior  to  fomc  folk  be  derke. 
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He  that  hath  lovid  -wjll  it  fone  afple, 
Thus  you  your  felf  your  counfaill  maie  defcrie  ; 
Make  privy  to  your  delyng  tew'  as  ye  maie, 
For  Hi.  may  kepe  a  couiifel  if  twain  beaivais. 

Pruaence. 
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Let  prudence  governe  aye  your  hrldil  reine  ; 
Set  not  your  love  in  fo  fervent  a  wife 
But  that  in  godely  hafl  ye  may  refreine, 
If  tliat  your  lovirh  lifi:  you  to  difpife  : 
Romaunce  min  au(5lour  wold  you  this  advife, 
To  flacke  your  love,  for  if  ye  doe  not  fo 
That  wanton  lift  will  tourne  you  into  wo. 

Perfiveraunce. 

Stabllflie  your  love  in  fo  fledfaft  a  wife, 
If  that  ye  thii.ke  your  lovir  will  be  true. 
As  entirely  as  ere  you  can  devife, 
Love  hym  onely  and  refufe  alle  newe, 
Then  fhall  not  your  worfhip  ychaunge  his  hew, 
For  certis,  maiftris,  then  is  he  to  blame 
But  if  that  he  will  quite  you  with  the  fame. 

Pitie. 
Be  piteous  to  hym,  as  womanhod  requireth, 
That  for  your  love  endurith  painis  fmerte. 
Whom  fo  forely  your  plefaunt  loke  enfireth. 
That  printid  is  your  beautie  in  his  herte, 
And  woundid  lyith  without  knife  or  darte; 
There  let  your  pitie  fpred  without  reftreinte, 
For  lacke  of  it  let  not  your  fervaunt  feint. 

Mefure. 
Take  mefure  in  your  talkyng,  be  n'ot  outrage 
For  this  reherfith  Romance  de  la  Rofe, 
A  man  endued  with  plenteous  langage 
Oft  tymis  is  denyid  his  purpofe  ; 
Take  mefure  in  langage,  wifedome  ingrofe, 
For  mefure,  as  right  well  proved  is  by  refon, 
Thyngis  unfefo'nable  fettith  in  fefon. 

Mercie. 
Soche  daungir  exile  hym  all  uttirly, 
Gvir  all  mercie  to'  occupie  his  place, 
To  piteous  complaintis  your  eres  applie, 
And  receve  your  true  fervaunte  into  grace ; 
To  him.  that  boundin  is  in  Lov'islaee 
Shewe  favour,  ladie',  and  be  not  merciles, 
Lefl  ye  be  called  a  common  murdires. 

Ucn-voye. 

When  ye  unto  this  balade  have  infpeccion 
In  my  makyng  holde  me  excufable, 
It  is  fubmittid  unto  your  correccion  ; 
Confidir  that  my  connyng  is  difable 
To  write  to  you  the  figure  uniable, 
All  devoide  of  connyng  and  experience, 
Maner  of  indityng,  refon,  and  eloquence. 

Truft  it  well  the  makir  is  all  your  owne, 
You  to  obeie  while  his  life  maie  endure, 
To  doe  you  fervice  as  a  man  unknowne, 
No  guerdone  defiryng  of  yerthly  trcfure, 
^ut  if  it  might  accorde  with  your  plefure 
For  his  true  fervice  hym  for  to  avaunce. 
And  call  hym  into  your  remen;iheraunce. 


^uene  Sinope. 

Profulgent  in  precioufnefs,0  Sinope  the  Quene! 

Of  all  feminine  bcrynge  the  fceptir  and  regaiie, 

Subduyng  the  large  countrie  of  Armenie',  as  it 
was  fene. 

For  maugre  ther  mightis  thou  ybrought  them  for 
to  applie, 

Thin  honour  to  encrcfin  and  thy  power  to  mag* 
nifie  ; 

O  moft  renoumed  Hercules  !  with  al  thy  pom- 
pous bofte 

This  princes  toke  the  pnfonir  and  put  to  fighte 
thine  hoft. 

Ladie  Hippolyte, 
Yet  Hercules  wexed   red    for   fhame  when    I 
fpake  of  Hippolyt, 
Chief  patrones  and  captain  of  thepeple  of  Sinope, 
Which  with  her  amorous  chere  and  with  coragi- 

ous  might 
She  fmote  thu  unto  the  ground  for  all  thy  cruiltie, 
Wherfore  the  dukelhip  of  Diamedes  and  dignitie 
Unto  her  grete  laude  and  glorie  perpetuall 
Attributid  by  all  is  with  triumphe  laureall. 

Lady  Deiphile. 
The  mofi  noble  triumphe  of  this  ladieDelphile, 
In  releve  and  fuccor  of  the  gret  Duke  of  Athenis, 
She  chaftifid  and  brought  into  perpetual  exile 
The  aureat  citizeinia  of  the  itiightie  Thebis, 
The  ftronge  brafm  pilliris  there  haddin  no  reles. 
But  file  with  her  fiftir  Agrife  them  did  doune  call, 
And  with  furious  fire  cite  ybrent  at.laft. 

Lady  Teuca. 

O  pulchrior  fnle  in  beautie  and  full  ylucident. 

Of  all  feminine  creturis  the  mofte  formous  flour  ! 

In  Italy  reigning  with  great  chevalry  right  fervent, 

Chaiftifed  the  Romainis  as  maiftris  and  conque- 

rour, 
O  lady  Teuca  1  mochil  was  thy  glorie  and  honour, 
Yet  mochil  more  was  to  commcnde  thy  grete 

benignite 
In  thy  perfite  living  and  virginall  chaflitie. 

^ue?ie  Pentheftlea. 
O  ye  Trojains  !  for  this  noble  Quene  Penthefile 
Sorowe  her  mortahtie  with  dolorous  compaffion, 
Her  lovi  was  towardis  you  fo  pregnante  and  fer- 
tile, 
Which  that  againift  the  proude  Grekis  made  de- 

fenfion. 
With  her  vidiorious  hand  was  al  her  affeccion 
To  laflie   the  Grekis   to  ground,  and  with  ther 
hert  'is  joie  [Troie. 

To  revens;in  the  coward  deth  of  noble'' Heftor  of 

^U/een  Thamyris. 
O  thou  mod  rigorous  Quene  Thamyris  invin- 
cible 1  _         [ing. 
Upon  the  flrong  and  hideous  peple  of  citees  rein- 
Whiche  by  thy  grete  powir  and  by  wittis  fenfible 

O  o  iiij 
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Ytokift  in  battaile  captive  Cyrus,  the  grete  King 
Of  Perfia  and  of  Media,  his  hed  in  blode  lying  ; 
Thou  baddift  hjra  tp  drinkin  of  thq  blode  he  had 

thurftid, 
And  xxii.  M.  of  his  hofte  there  were  diflreffid. 

Ladie  LampeJn. 
The  famous  loude  trumpe  ymade  of  gold  yfor- 
gid  To  bright 
Hath  blowin  fo  up  the  fame  and  glory  environ 
Of  this  lady  Lanipedo,  with  her  fillir  Mafifit, 
That  al  the  land  of  Feminie,  Europe, and  Ephefon, 
Be  yeldin  and  applied  lowly  to  her  fubjeccion'; 
Many  an  high  toure  Ihe  railid,  and  ybilt  touris 

Jong,  '  ^ 

Perpetuelly  to  laftin,  with  huge  wallis  flrong. 

^uene  Semiramis. 
Lo  here  Semiramis,  the  Quene  of  grete  Babilon, 
The  molle  generous  gem  ana  the  floure  of  loveily 

favor,     *  '    [trion 

Whofe  excellent  powir  from  Mede  unto  Septen- 
Florillied  in  her  regally  as  a  tnightie  conqueror, 
Subdired  al  Barbary,and  Zoraft  the  King  of  honor, 
She  flue  Ethiop,  and  conquirid  Armenie  and  Inde, 
Jn  which  non  tntrid  but  Alexander  and  flie  as  I 

finde. 

Ladle  IVfenalippe, 

Alfo  the  ladie  Menalippe,  thy  filler  fo  dere, 

Whofe  martial  powir  there  was  no  man  that  could 

withftand. 
For   thorough  the  wide  worlde  there  was  not 

yfound  her  pere, 
The  famous  Dake  oi   Athenis,  Thefeus,  fhe  had 

in  haiide. 
And  flie  forely  chaftifid  him  and   conquirid  his 

lande ;  - 

The  proude  Grehis  mightilie  alfo  fhe  did  afTaile, 
And   ovircame    and  vanquifhid  them  bravely  in 

bataile.         >  ■ 


Alone  walkyng,         T 

In  thought  plainyng,    V  All  defolatCj 

And  fore  fighyng,        J  ' 


Mc  remembryng 
Of  my  li'vyng, 
My  death  wifhyng 

Infortunate  "^ 

Is  fo  my  fate,  > 

That  vi'cte  ye  what  ?    j 

My  life  I  hate. 
Thus  defperate 
In  Ibche  pore  eflate 


Both  erly  and  late. 


Out  "of  mefure 


■  Doe  I  endure. 


Of  otbir  cure 
Am  I  not  fure. 
Thus  to  to  endure 
■*■•-■.  ,    . 

tSiiche  is  my  nre 
1  yuu  enl'urf  : 
Vs'hiit  t-tiiLure 


>  Is  hard  certain. 

>  Male  have  mere  pain  : 


My  truthe  fo  plain 
Is  take  in  vain, 
And  grete  difdain 

Yet  I  full  faine 
Would  me  complaine 
Me  to  abteine 

But  in  fubflaunce 
None  allegeaunce 
Of  my  grevaunce 


In  remembrance; 


From  this  penaunce; 


Can  I  not  finde  : 


Right  fo  my  ch.auncc    '^ 

With  difplefaunce  >  And  thus  an  ende. 


VV  ILll    UUpiCldUiiVC  /■ 

Doeth  me  avaunce ;      j 


^  ballade. 

In  peverere,  when  that  it  was  full  colde, 
Frofle,  fnowe,  haile,  raine,  hath  dominacion, 
With  chaungable'   elementes  and  windes  mapl- 

folde, 
Whiche  hath  of  ground,  flour,  herbe,  jurrifdicciou 
For  to  difpofe  aftir  their  correccion, 
And  yet  Aprilis  with  hisplefaunt  flioures 
Difiolyeth    the    fnow    and    bringith    forthe    his 

floures, 
Of  whofe  invencion  lovirs  maie  be  glade, 
For  thei  bring  ir;  the  kalendis  of  Maie, 
And  tnci  with  countinuance  demure,  meke,  and 

fad, 
Owe  to  worfliip  the  luftie  floures  alwaie, 
And  in  fpeciall  one  called  fe  of  the  dai,    - 
The  daifie,  a  floAvir  ^vhite  and  rede. 
And  in  French  cailid  La  hel  Margarete. 

O  commendable  floure,  and  mofte  in  minde  I- 
O  floure  and  gracious  of  excellence  ! 

0  amiable  Marga'rite  !   of  natife  kind, 
To  whom  I  mnfl  refort  with  diligence. 

With  hert,  wil,  thought,  moft  lowly  obedience, 

1  to  be  }our  fervaunt,  ye  my  regent. 
For  life  ne  4eth  nevir  for  to  repent. 

Of  this  procefl"e How  forth  will  I  procede, 
Whiche  happith  unto  me  with  gtete  difdain, 
As  for  the  time  thereof  I  take  left  hede. 
For  unto  me  was  brought  the  fore  paine, 
Therfore  my  caufe  was  the  mote  to  compiaine. 
Yet  unto  me  my  grevaunce  was  the  JefTe 
That  I  was  fo  nigh  my  ladie'  and  maiftrefle. 

There    where  flie  was   prefent   in    this    fame 
place, 
I  having  in  htrte  grete  adverfite. 
Except  onely  the  fortune  and  gode  grace 
Of  her  whofe  I  am,  the  whiche  releved  me. 
And  my  grete  dures  unlafid  hath  Ihe, 
Arid  brought  me  out  of  the  fearful  grevaunce. 
If  'it  were  her  efe  it  were  to  me  plcfaunce. 

As  for  the  wo  whiche  that  I  did  endure  " 
It  was  to  me  a  verie  plefannt  pain, 
Keyng  it  was  for  that  faire  creature 
Whiche  ii  my  kidie  and  my  fover.in, 
In  whofe-prei'ence  I  would  be  paffyn'g  fa;'n 
t-io  that  I  wift  it  wcrin  her  pleluie,  ' 

r'orftieis  from  all  tijfuunce  my  protoflcur 
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Thoixgh  unto  me  dreadfull  ywere  the  chaunce, 
No  maner  of  gentilnes  oweth  me  to  blame, 
For  r  had  levir  fuffre'  of  deth  the  penaunce 
Than  (he  ihould  for  me'  have  difhonor  or  fhame, 
Or  in  any  wife  lofin  her  gode  name ; 
So  wifely  God  for  his  endleffe  mercie 
Graunt  every  lovir  joy  of  his  lady ! 

^  ballade. 

O  Merciful  and  o  merciablc 
Kyng  of  kyngis,  and  fathir  of  pite, 
Whofe  might  and  mercie  is  incomperable ! 

0  prince  eterne,  o  mightie  Lorde  !  faie  we, 
To  \yhom  mercie  is  given  of  propirtie, 

On  thy  fervaunt  that  lieth  in  prifon  bounde 
Have  thou  mercie  or  that  his  herte  wounde. 

And  that  thou  wilt  graunt  to  him  thy  prifoner 
Fre  libertie,and  lofe  hym  out  of  pam, 
All  his  defires,  and  all  his  hevie  chere 
To  all  gladnefTe  thei  were  reftored  again, 
Thy   high   vengeance  why  ihould  thou  not  re^ 

frain, 
And  fhewe  mercie,  fjth  he  is  penitent  ? 
Now  helpe  hym  Lorde,  and  let  him  not  be  fhente 

But  fith  it'  is  fo  there  is  a  trefpas  done, 
Unto  Mercie  let  yelde  the  treipaffour. 
It  is  her  office  to  redreffe  it  fone. 
For  trefpafle  to  Mercie  is  a  mirrpur, 
And  like  as  thefwete  hath  the  price  by  foure, 
So  by  Trefpaffe  Mercie  hath  all  her  might, 
Without  Trefpaffe  Mercie  hath  lacke  of  light. 

What  Ihould  phifike  doe  but  if  fikenes  were  ? 
What  nedith  falve  but  if  there  were  a  fore  ? 
What  nedith  drink  wher  thirft  hath  no  power  ? 
What  ihould  Mercie  do  but  Trefpas  go'  afore  ? 
But  T  refpas  Mercie  woll  be  litil  ftore, 
Without  Trefpas  ner  execufion 
Male  Mercie  have  ne  chief  perfeccion. 

The  caufe  at  this  time  of  my  writyng, 
And  touchyng  Mercie,  to  whom  I  make  mone. 
Is  for  fere  left  my  fovereigne  and  fwetyng, 

1  menin  her  that  lovelyir  is  none, 

With  me'  is  difplefed  for  cauCs  more  than  one; 
What  caufis  thei  be  that  knoweth  God  and  ftie, 
But  fo  do  n'ot  1  ;  alas,  it  forthinketh  me  ! 

What  fe  fhe'  in  me,  what  dcfaute  or  offence  ? 
What  have  I  doe  that  flie  on  me  difdaine  ? 
How  might  I  doe  come  into  her  prefence, 
To  tell  my  complaint,  whereof  I  were  faine  ? 
I  drede  to  loke,  to  fpeke,  or  to  complaine, 
To  her  that  hath  my  herte  every  dele; 
So  help  me  God  I  would  al  thing  Wer  wele  : 

For  in  this  cafe  came  I  never  or  now 
In  Lov'is  daunce  fo  ferre  in  the  trace, 
For  with  myne  efe  efcapin  I  ne  mow 
Out  of  this  daungir,  except  her  gode  grace. 
For  though   my  countenaunce  be  mery'in  her 

face, 
As  femith  to  her  by  worde  or  by  chere, 
Yet  her  gode  grace  fettith  myne  herte  nere. 

And  if  my  foveraine  have  any  marvaile 
Why  I  to  her  now  and  afore  ywrote. 
She  niaie  welj  think  it  is  no  grete  travaiie 


To  him  that  is  in  love  brought  fo  hote ; 
It  'ft-  ajimple  tre  that  fallteh  luith  onejiroke  ; 
That  mene  I,  though  that  my  foveraine  to  forn 
Me  hath  denied  yet  grace  may  come  to  morn. 

Maiflris,  for  the  gode  will  I  have  you  ought,  '•'- 
And  evir  fhall  as  long  as  life  durith, 
Pitie  your  fervant,  kepe  him  in  your  thought, 
Give'  him  fom  comfort  or  medi'cin,  and  curith 
His  ague,  that  encrefith,  that  renuith  ; 
So  grievous  ben  his  paines  and  fighis  fora. 
That  without  mercy  his  dais  be  forlore. 

Go,  litil  bill,  go  forth,  and  hie  the  faft, 
Recommende  me',  and  excufe  me  as  you  can, 
For  very  feble  am  I  at  the  laft. 
My  pen  is  woren,  my  hew  is  pale  and  wan. 
My  eyen  ben  fonke,  disfigured  like  no  man. 
Till  Deth  his  dart  that  caufith  for  to  fmert 
My  corps  have  confumed,  then  farewel  fwet  hert. 

Doughtre'  of  Phoebus  in  vertuous  apparence. 
My  love  eleft  in  my  rememberaunce, 
My  carefull  herte  diflrained  caufe  of  abfence, 
Till  ye  my'  empreffe  me  relefe  my  grevaunce 
Upon  you  'is  fet  my  life,  myne  attendaunce. 
Is  fette  without  recure  I  wis  untill 
Ye  grauntin  my  true  herte  to  have  his  will. 

Thus,  my  dere  fwetyng  !  in  a  traunce  I  lye, 
And  flial,  til  drops  of  pitie  from  you  fpring, 
I  mene  your  mercie,  that  lieth  my  herte  nye. 
That  me  mail  rejoyce,  and  caufe  for  to  fyng 
Thefe  termes  of  love  ;  lo  I  have  won  the  ring, 
My  godely  raaiftris  ;  thus  of  his  gode  grace 
God  graunt  her  bliffe  in  heyen  to  have  a  place ! 


Ufre  follo-weth  hozu  Hfferczirie,  ivHh  Pallas,  Venvf^ 
and  yuno,  appered  to  Paris,  of  Trok,  hejlep^ng  by 
a  fountain  *. 

Pallas  loquitur  ad  Parin. 
Sonne  of  Priim,  gencill  Paris  of  Troie, 
Wake  of  thy  flepe,  beholde  us  goddeffes  thre, 
We  bavin  brought  to  the  encrefe  of  joye, 
To  thy  difcrefion  reportyng  our  beautie  ; 
Take  here  this  appill,  and  well  advife  the 
Whiche  of  us  Is  the  fairift  in  thy  fight, 
And  give  thou  it,  we  praie  the,  gentil  knight, 

yuno  loquitur  prirno. 
,    If  fo  be  thou  give  it  to  me,  Parife, 
This  fhal  I  give  unto  thy  worthines, 
Honour  and  conqueft,  nobley,  lofe  and  prife, 
VicSlorie,  courage,  force,  and  hardines, 
Gode  avinture,  and  famous  manlines; 
For  that  appi!  all  this  give  I  to  the, 
Confidir  this  Parife,  and  give  it  me. 

Venus  loquitur  ad  Parin, 
Naie,  give  it  me,  and  this  I  Ihall  you  give, 
A  glad  aipeijiq  with  favour  and  fairnes, 

*  The  title  in  Speght  and  Urry  runs,  How  Mercury, 
with  Pallas,  Venus,  and  Minerva,  fsc.  but  as  Pallas  a nrl 
Minerva  Is  one  and  the  fame  goddeii-,  and  as  Juno  was 
the  third  Rodclela  at  this  interview  with  Paris,  her  name 
in  the  title,  and  as  one  of  the  appellants  to  thfr- Trojan 
{■rincs,  is  fubtiityted  for- that  of  Minerva, 
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And  love  of  ladies  alfo  while  ye  live, 
Famous  ftature  and  princely  femelines, 
Accordyng  to  your  natife  gentilnes ; 
Undirftand  this  gift  well,  I  you  advife, 
And  give  it  unto  me  hardly  Parife. 

Pallas  loquitur  ad  Par'in. 

Ye, ye,  Farife,  takith  hede  unto  me; 
Thou  art  a  prince  yborne  by  thy  difcente, 
And  for  to  rule  thy  royall  dignite 
T  {hall  the  givin  firfl  intendemente, 
Pifcrecion,  prudence  in  right  judgemente, 
Whiche  in  a  prince  is  thing  moft  covenable  : 
Give  it  to  me  ;  I  am  to  have  it  able. 


A  balad:  plefaunte. 

J  HAVE  a  ladie,  where  fo  that  flie  be, 

That  feldome  is  Ihe  foveraine  of  my  thought, 

On  whofe  beautie  when  I  beholde  and  fe, 

Remembryng  me  how  well  Ihe  is  ywrought, 

I  thanlce  Fortune,  that  to  her  grace  me  brought, 

So  faire  is  fhe,  but  nothyng  angelike. 

Her  beautie  is  unto  none  othir  like. 

For  hardily  and  fhe  were  made  of  brafle, 
Her  face  and  all,  fhe  hath  enough  fairnefle  ; 
Her  eyen  ben  holow'  and  grene  as  any  gfaffe, 
And  ravenifti  yelowe  is  her  founitrefle. 
Thereto  Ihe  hath  of  every  comelineffe, 
Soche  quantitie  givin  her  by  Nature 
That  with  the  left  Ihe  is  of  her  ftature. 

And  as  a  bolt  her  browis  ben  ibent, 
And  betill  browed  fhe  is  alfo  with  all. 
And  of  her  witte  as  fimple'  and  innocent 
As  is  a  childe  that  can  no  gode  at  all ; 
She  is  not  thicke,  her  ftature  is  but  fmall ; 
Her  fingers  ben  litiland  nothyng  long; 
Her  fkin  is  fmothe  as  any  ox'is  tong  : 

Thereto  fhe  is  fo  wife  in  daliaunce, 
And  befet  her  wordis  fo  womanly. 
That  her  to  here  it  doeth  me  difplefaunce. 
For  that  fhe  faieth  is  faied  fo  connyngly 
That  when  there  be  no  mo  then  fhe  and  I 
I  had  levir  fhe  were  of  talkyng  flill 
Then  that  fhe  fhonld  fo  godelie  fpeche  fpill. 

And  flothe  none  fhall  ye  have  in  her  entreflc. 
So  diligent  is  fhe  and  vertulefTe, 
And  fo  bufte  aie  all  gode  to  undrefTe, 
That  as  Ihe  ape  flae  is  harmleffe, 
And  as  an  harnet  meke  and  piteleiTe, 
With  that  fhe  is  fo  wife  and  circumfpetSe 
That  prudence  none  her  folic  can  infedie. 

Is  it  not  joye  that  foche  one  of  her  age. 
Within  the  boundes  of  fo  grete  tendirneffe. 
Should  in  her  werke  be  fo  fadde  and  fo  fage, 
That  of  the  weddyng  fawe  all  the  nobleffe 
Of  Quene  Jane,  and  ywas  tho  as  I  gefle 
But  of  the  age  of  yeris  ten  and  five  ? 
I  trowe  there  are  not  many  foche  alive. 

For,  as  Jefu  my  fmfuU  foule  fave. 
There  n'is  creture  in  all  this  worlde  llvyng 
Like  unto  her  that  I  would  gladly  have, 
So  plefith  mine  hert  that  godely  fwete  thyng, 
Whofq  foule  in  hafte  unto  his  Wis  ybring 
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That  firft  her  formid  to  be  a  creture, 
For  were  fhe  well  of  me  f  did  no  cure. 


An  other  balade,^ 

0  MofTie  quince  !  yhangyng  by  your  flaike, 
The  whiche  no  man  dare  plucke  awaie  nor  take 
Of  all  the  folke  that  pafTe  forthe  by  or  walke, 
Your  flouris  Ircfhe  be  fallen  awaie  and  fhake; 

1  am  right  forie,  maiftreffe ;  for  your  fake ; 
Ye  feme  a  thyng  that  all  men  have  forgoten  ; 
Ye  be  fo  ripe  ye  waxin  almofte  roten. 

Your  ughe  chere  deinous  and  froward, 
Your  grene  eyin^  frownyng  and  nothing  glad, 
Your  chekes,  enbolned  like  a  melowe  coftard, 
Colour  of  orenge,  your  breftes  fatournad, 
Gilt  on  wara'ntiie,  the  colour  wil  not  fade, 
Eawfjn  buttockid,  belied  like  a  tonne. 
Men    crie    S,   Barba'ry    at    the'  lofing    of  your 

gonne. 
Lovely  lende  maiftrip,  take  confideracion, 
I  'am  fo  forrowfull  there  as  ye  be'  ablent, 
Floure  of  the  barkfate  fouleft  of  al  the  nacion, 
To  love  you  but  a  little'  is  myne  entent ; 
The  fvvert  hath  fent  you,   the   fmoke  hath   you 

fhent, 
I  trow  y'  have  ben  laid  on  fome  kill  to  drie. 
You  do  foch  worfhip  there  as  ye  be  prefent. 
Of  al  women  I  love  you  heft  a  M.  timis  fie. 


A  halade  ivarnying  men   to  leivare  of  deceitfuU 


LoKE  well  aboute  ye  that  loviris  be. 
Let  not  ycftir  luftis  lede  you  to  dotage. 
Be  not  enamoured  on  all  thynges  ye  fe; 
Sampfon  the  forte  and  Salomon  the  fage 
Decevid  were  for  all  ther  grete  courage  ; 
Men  demin  it  right  that  thei  fe  with  eye. 
Beware  tlierefore,    The  blind  eteth  many'  a  fie.  "' 

I  mene  of  women  ;  for  all  ther  cheres  queint, 
Truft    them    not    to    moch,    ther    truthe  is  but 

trefon 
The  fairift  outward  wel  can  thei  ypaint, 
Ther  ftedfaftneffe  endurith  but  a  fefon. 
For  thei  faine  frendlines  and  worchin  trefon 
And  for  thei  are  chaungable  natu'rally. 
Beware  therefore,  The  blind  eUth  many'  a  fie 

What  wiglu  on  lyve  ytruftith  on  ther  cheres 
Shall  have  at  laft  his  guerdon  and  his  mede ; 
Thei  can  fliave  nerir  than  rafours  or  fheres  :' 
All  is  not  gold  that pinith,  men  take  hede, 
Their  galle  is  hid  undir  a  fugrid  wede ; ' 
It  is  but  queint  ther  fantafie  to'  afpie 
Beware  therefore.    The  blind  eteth  many'  a  flie. 

Though  all  the  worlds  doe  his  bufie  cure 
1  o  make  women  ftandin  in  ftableneffe 
It  would  not  be ;  it  is  againft  nature ; 
The  wor  de  is  doe  when  thei  lacke  doublenes, 
For  thei  laugh  and  love  not,  this  is  exprefl-e  • 
Fo  truft  on  them  it  is  but  fantaQe 
Beware  therfore.  The  blind  eteth  many'  a  fie. 
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Women  of  kinde  hath  condicions  thre; 
The  firft  is  that  thei  be  full  of  diffeite, 
To  fpinnin  alfo  is  ther  propertie, 
And  women  have  a  wondirfull  confeite, 
For  thei  can  wepe  oft,  and  all  is  a  fleite. 
And  when  thei  lift  the  tere  is  in  the  eye. 
Beware  therfore,   The  blind  eteth  many   a  file. 

In  foth  to  faie,  though  aH  the  yerth  fo  wanne 
Wer  parcheraent  fmoth,  white  and  fcribabell, 
And  the  gret  fe,  that  called  is  the'  Ocean, 
Were  tournid  into  ynke  blacker  than  fabell, 
Eche  fticke  a  pen,  eche  man  a  fcrivcner  abel, 
Not  coud  thei  writin  woman's  trechirie, 
Beware  therfore,   T^he  blind  etdb  many'  a  fiis. 


A  halade  declaring  that  ^womens  chafiite  doeth  moche 
excel  all  trefure  tuorldly. 

In  womanhede,  as  audlours  al  ywrite, 
Moft  thing  commendid  is  chafte  honefte, 
Thing  moft  flaund'erous  ther  nobles  to  atwite, 
As  wSen  women  of  hafty  fraclte 
Exceden  the  bondes  of  wifely  chaftite. 
For  what  availeth  lynage  or  rial  blode 
When  of  ther  Ivying  the  report  'is  not  gode  \ 

The  holy  bed  defoilid  of  marriage 
Far  ones  defoiled  may  not  reco'vered  be. 
The  vice  goth  forth  and  the  froward  langage 
By  many'  a  relme  and  many'  a  grete  cite ; 
Slaundir  hath  a  cuftome,  and  that'  is  grete  pite, 
That  true  or  fals,  by  a  contrarious  foune, 
Onis  areife  it  goth  not  lyghtly  downe  : 

For  when  a  lechour  by  force  or  maftrj 
Defoulld  hath  of  virgins  the  clennes, 
Widous  opprefled,  and  ly  in  advoutry, 
Affailid  wives  that  ftode  in  ftablenes, 
Who  may  then  ther  flaunderous  harnie  redrefle 
When  ther  gode  name  is  hurt  by  foch  report  ? 
For  fame  lofi  onei  can  ner  have  his  refort. 

A  thefe  may  robbe  a  man  of  his  richeffe, 
And  by  fome  mene  make  reftitucion, 
And  fome  man  maye  dyfherit  and  oppreffe 
A  povir  man  from  his  pofleffion, 
And  aftir  make  him  fatisfaccion, 
But  No  man  may  refiore  in  no  degre 
^  maid  rohhid  of  her  -virgittite, 


A  man  may  alfo  bete  a  caftll  doune. 

And  bildc  it  aftir  more  frefhe  to  the  fight, 

Exile  a  man  out  of  his  regioune. 

And  him  revoke  whether  it  be  wrong  or  right, 

But  No  man  hath  the  poivir  ne  the  might 

For  to  refiore  t'  e  palace  'virginal 

Of  Chafiite  ivhen  broiin  is  the  ival. 

Men  may  alfo  put  out  of  ther  fervice, 

And  officirs  remeve  out  of  ther  place, 

And  at  a  day,  when  Fortune  lift  devife. 

They  may  again  reftorid  be  to  grace. 

But  Ther  nis  time  nothit  fet  ne  /pace,- 

Nor  ner  in  flory  neither  rad  ne  fain. 

That  TT.aydenhode  lofi  recovered  -was  again  : 

For  whiche  men  fliouldin  have  a  confcience, 
Rewe  in  ther  hertis  and  repentin  fore, 
And  bavin  a  remorce  of  gret  offence 
To  raviftie  thing  which  they  may  not  reftcre. 
For  it  is  faide,  and  hath  be  faid  ful  yore, 
77:1^  emeraud  grene  of  parfite  chafiite 
Stole  ones  aivay  may  not  recovered  he. 

And  hard  it  is  to  raviftie  a  trefour 
Whiche  of  nature  is  not  rccuperable ; 
I,ordfiiip  may  not  of  kinge  nor  emperour 
Reforme  a  thinge  whiche  is  nat  reformablc  ; 
Ruft  of  defame  is  infeparable, 
KnA  JSdaidinhode  ylofi  of  ne'we  or  yore 
No  man  in  live  may  it  again  refiore. 

The  Romanes  olde  thorough  ther  pacienct 
Sufiirid  tyra\intes  in  ther  tyranyes 
On  ther  cites  to  do  grete  violence, 
The  peple  to  oppreflewith  ther  roberies. 
But  them  to  puniflie  they  fet  gret  efpies 
On  falfe  avouterers,  as  it  is  wel  couth, 
Whi^    widowes   ravifti    and   maidens  in    ther 
youth. 

Chaucer's  ivordes  unto  his  evunfcrivenerea 

Adam  Scrivenere,  yf  ever  it  the  befalle 

Boece  or  Troiles  for  to  write  new 

Under   thy  longe    lockes  thou    maift    have  the 

fcalle. 
But  after  my  makynge  thou  write  more  true, 
So  ofte  adaye  1  mote  thy  werke  renew 
It  to  correcSle  and  tke  to  rubbe  and  fcrape. 
And  al  i?  thorow  thy  negligence  and  rape. 
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Here  noble  Surrey  felt  the  facred  rage, 
SvRRET,  the  Granville  of  a  former  age, 
Matchiefs  his  pen,  vifiorious  was  his  lance, 
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THE   LIFE   OF   SURRET. 


After  the  death  of  Chaucer,  no  confiderable  improvements  were  made  in  Englifli  poetry,  till  about 
the  beginning  of  the  fixteenth  century.  At  that  period,  our  intercourfe  with  Italy,  not  only  in- 
troduced the  ftudy  of  claflical  literature  into  England,  but  gave  a  new  turn  to  our  vernacular  poetry. 
The  language  and  the  manners  of  Italy,  were  efleemed  and  ftudied,  The  fonnets  of  Petrarch,  were 
the  great  models  of  compofition.  They  entered  into  the  genius  of  the  fafhionable  manners ;  and  in 
the  boifterous,  but  polifhed  court  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  Petrarch  of  courfe  became  the  popular 
poet. 

Henry  Howard,  Earl  of  Surrey,  the  unrivalled  ornament  of  that  court,  and  of  his  age,  led  the  w.ay 
to  great  improvements  in  Englifh  poetry,  by  a  happy  imitation  of  Petrarch,  and  other  Italian  poets, 
who  had  been  moft  fuccefsful  in  painting  the  anxieties  of  love  with  pathos  and  propriety. 

He  was  the  fon  and  grandfon  of  two  Lord  Treafurers,  Dukes  of  Norfolk ;  and  in  his  early  child- 
hood, difcovered  the  moft  promifing  marks  of  lively  parts,  and  an  adtive  mind. 

While  a  boy,  he  was  habituated  to  the  modes  of  a  court  at  Windfor  Caftk,  where  he  relided,  yet 
under  the  care  of  proper  inftrudiors,  in  the  quality  of  a  companion  to  Henry  Fitzroy,  Duke  of  Rich-» 
mond,  a  natural  fon  of  King  Henry,  and  of  the  higheft  expedlations. 

Afriendlhip  of  the  clofeft  kind  commencing  between  them,  about  1530,  they  were  both  removed 
to  Cardinal  Wolfey's  College  at  Oxford  ;  which  was  one  of  the  firft  feminaries  of  an  Englifh  univer- 
fity  that  profeffed  to  explode  the  pedantries  of  the  old  barbarous  philofophy,  and  to  cultivate  the  gra- 
ces of  polite  literature. 

Two  years  afterwards,  he  accompanied  his  noble  friend  into  France,  where  they  received  King 
Henry  on  his  arrival  at  Calais,  to  vifit  Francis  the  Firft,  with  a  moft  magnificent  retinue. 

The  friendfhip  of  thefe  two  young  noblemen,  was  foon  ftrengthened  by  a  new  tie  ;  for  Richmond 
married  Lady  M'Sry  Howard,  Surrey's  After. — Richmond,  however,  appears  to  have  died  in  1536, 
about  the  age  of  feventeen,  having  never  cohabited  with  his  wife. 

It  was  long  before  he  forgot  the  untimely  lofs  of  this  amiable  youth,  the  friend  and  affociate  of  his 
childhood,  and  who  nearly  refembled  himfelf  in  genius,  refinement  of  manners,  and  liberal  acqui- 
fitions. 

It  is  not  known  at  what  period  he  began  his  travels.  They  have  the  air  of  a  romance.  He  made 
the  tour  of  Europe  in  the  true  fpirit  of  chivalry  ;  proclaiming  the  unparalleled  charms  of  Geraldinn; 
hismiftrefs,  and  prepared  to  defend  the  caufe  of  her  beauty  with  the  weapons  of  knight  errantry. 

In  his  way  to  Italy,  he  pafTed  a  few  days  at  the  Emperor's  court,  where  he  became  acquainted 
with  Cornelius  Agrippa.  This  celebrated  adept  in  natural  magic,  (hewed  him,  in  a  mirror  of  glafs, 
a  living  image  of  Geraldine,  reclining  on  a  couch,  Ock,  and  reading  one  of  his  moft  tender  fonnets  by 
a  waxen  taper.  His  imagination  was  heated  anew  by  this  interefting  and  affedling  fpedacle.  In- 
flamed with  every  enthufiafm  of  the  moft  romantic  paffion,  he  haftened  to  Florence,  the  original  feat 
of  the  anceftors  of  his  Geraldine ;  and  on  hi3  arrival,  immediately  publiflied  a  defiance  againft  any 
perfon  who  ihould  prefume  to  difpute  the  fuperiority  of  her  beauty.  The  grand  Duke  of  Tufcany 
nermitted  this  important  trial  to  be  decided.     The  challenge  was  accepted,  and  Surrey  vitftoricus. 
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His  heroic  vanities  did  not,  however,  fo  totalij'-  engrofs  the  time  which  he  fpent  in  Italy,  as  to  al» 
enate  his  mind  from  literature  :  he  ftudied,  with  the  greatcft  fuccefs,  a  critical  knowledge  of  the  Itai* 
lian  language,  and  attained  a  juft  tafte  for  the  peculiar  graces  of  the  Italian  poetry. 

He  was  recalled  to  England,  for  fome  idle  reafon,  by  the  King,  and  appeared  at  court  the  moft 
polite  lover,  the  moft  learned  nobleman,  and  the  moft  accomplifhed  gentleman  of  his  age. 

He  fhon€  in  the  tournaments  of  the  court ;  and  his  name  is  renowned  in  the  military  achievements 
of  that  martial  age. 

In  154a,  he  marched  into  Scotland  as  a  chief  commander  in  his  father's  army,  and  was  confpicu* 
ous  for  his  condudl  and  bravery  at  the  memorabk  battle  of  Flodden-field,  where  James  the  Fourth  of 
Scotland  was  killed. 

The  year  following,  he  was  imprifoncd  in  Windfor  Caftle,  for  eating  flelh  In  Lent ;  a  circumftance 
worthy  of  notice,  only  as  it  marks  his  character,  impatient  of  any  controul,  and  regardlefs  of  petty 
fortnalities,  and  as  it  gave  occafion  to  one  of  his  moft  fentimental  and  pathetic  fonnets. 

In  1544,  he  was  field-marftial  of  the  Englifh  army  in  the  expedition  to  Boulogne,  which  he  toot; 
but  being  defeated,  endeavouring  to  cut  off  a  convoy  of  the  enemy,  a  difgrace  he  repaired,  he  loft  the 
King's  favour,  and  was  fuperfeded  by  the  Earl  of  Hertford. 

Confcious  of  his  high  birth  and  capacity,  he  could  not  refrain,  upon  this  occafion,  from  dropping 
fome  reproachful  expreflions  againft  a  meafure  which  feemed  to  impeach  his  perfonal  courage. 

It  was  his  misfortune  to  ferve  a  monarch,  whofe  refentments,  which  were  eafily  provoked,  could 
only  be  fatisfied  by  the  moft  fevere  revenge. 

The  brilliancy  of  his  charader  was  viewed  by  Henry  with  difguft  and  fufpicion.  His  populari- 
ty was  mifconftrued  into  a  dangerous  ambition,  and  gave  birth  to  accufations  equally  groundlefs  anil 
frivolous. 

He  was  fufpeded  of  a  defign  to  marry  the  princefs  Mary  ;  and  it  was  infinuated  that  he  conver- 
fed  with  foreigners,  and  correfponded  with  Cardinal  Pole. 

The  addition  of  the  arms  of  Edward  the  Confeffor  to  his  own,  though  juftified  by  the  ufage  of  his 
family,  and  the  authority  of  the  heralds,  was  made  a  foundation  for  an  impeachment  of  high- 
treafon. 

He  was  arraigned  at  Guildhall;  and  notwithftanding  his  eloquent  and  manly  defence,  he  was 
■condemned  by  the  prepared  fuffrage  of  a  fervile  and  obfequious  jury,  and  beheaded  on  Towcr- 
JiiU,  January  19th  1546-7. 

The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  charged  with  allegations  equally  groundlefs,  efcaped  the  fame  unhappy  fate, 
hy  the  death  of  the  tyrant,  which  happened  nine  days  after  the  unmerited  death  of  hisfon. 

Surrey  was  buried  in  the  church  of  All  Hallows-Barking,  Tower-ftreet,  but  afterwards  removed 
to  Framlingham,  Suffolk,  where  an  honourajjle  monument  was  ereded  to  his  memory,  by  his  fe- 
cond  fen,  Henry  Earl  of  Northampton. 

He  married  Frances,  daughter  of  John  Earl  of  Oxford;  by  whom  he  left  feveral  children.  One  of 
his  daughters,  Jane,  Countefs  of  Weftmorehnd,  was  among  the  learned  ladies  of  that  age,  and  be- 
came famous  for  her  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages. 

Hiftory  is  filent  as  to  the  name  of  the  fair  Gerahllne,  the  general  objedl  of  his  pafllonate  fonnets, 
and  as  to  the  reafons  why  the  gallantries  he  performed  for  her,  did  not  end  in  a  marriage. 

The  notices  concerning  her  in  his  fonnets  are  obfcure  and  indireci  ;  but  they  have  been  illuftrated 
■with  the  moft  happy  fagacity  by  the  prcfent  Earl  of  Orford,  and  applied  to  Lady  Elizabeth  Fitje-  , 
gerald,  v/hofe  poetical  name  is  almoft  her  real  one.    She  was  fecond  daughter  of  Gerald  Fitzgerald, 
Earl  of  Kildare,  fecond  coufm  to  the  PrincefTes  Mary  and  Elizabeth,  bred  up  with  them,  as  it  is  con- 
jectured, at  Hunfdon-Houfe,  and  afterwards  the  third  wife  of  Edward  Clinton,  Earl  of  Lincoln. 

His  Songes  and  Sonnettes,  as  they  have  been  ftiled,  were  firft  collecSled  and  printed  at  London,  by 
Tottell,  in  I557,  together  with  the  "  Songes  and  Sonnettes"  of  his  amiable  and  accompliftied  friend 
Sir  Thomas  Wyat,  the  elder,  and  of  uncertain  authors.  Another  edition  appeared  1565.  Others 
in  1574,  -iS^S^  1587-  The  laft  edition  was  printed  In  1717.  Thsy  are  now,  for  the  firft  tim.6j  re- 
ceived into  a  tolledion  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry. 
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They  were  in  high  reputation  with  his  contemporaries,  and  for  many  years  afterwards,  though 
they  are  fcarcely  known  at  prefent.  They  have  been  praifed  by  Leland,  Sydney,  Tuberville,  Put- 
tcnham,  Churchyard,  and  Drayton,  and  in  more  recent  times  by  Dryden,  Waller,  Fenton,  and  Pope. 
They  merit  attention  equally  as  compofitions  of  real  and  intrinfic  merit,  and  as  objedls  of  curiolity. 

They  are  chiefly  amatory  and  fentimental;  but  in  elegance  of  fentiment,  and  in  nature  and  fenfi- 
bility,  they  are  equal  to  the  beft  love  vcrfes  in  our  language  ;  and  in  harmony  of  numbers,  perfpicui- 
ty  of  expreffion,  and  facility  of  phrafeology,  they  approach  fo  near  the  produftions  of  the  prefent  age, 
that  they  will  hardly  be  believed  to  have  been  produced  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth, 

But  Surrey  was  nor  merely  the  poet  of  idlends  and  gallantry.  He  was  fitted,  both  from  nature 
and  ftudy,  for  the  more  folid  and  laborious  parts  of  literature.  He  tranflated  the  zd  and  4th  books 
of  the  ^neid  into  blank  verfe,  which  are  the  firft  compofitions  extant,  in  that  meafure,  in  the  Englifh 
language.  They  were  printed  in  1557,  I  imo ;  but  the  book  is  fo  extremely  fcarce,  that  a  copy  coulJ. 
not  be  procured  for  this  edition  of  his  works.  He  wrota  many  other  poems,  which  were  never  pub- 
■lifhed,  and  are  now  perhaps  entirely  loft.  He  tranflated  the  Eccleliaftes  of  Solomon  into  EngliQi 
verfe.  He  alfo  tranflated  a  few  of  the  Pfalms  into  metre.  Thefe  verfions  of  Scripture  fliew  that 
he  was  a  friend  to  the  Reformation.  Among  his  works  are  alfo  mentioned  a  poem  on  the  death  of 
his  friend  the  Duke  of  Richmond,  an  exhortation  to  the  city  of  London,  a  tranflation  of  Boccace's 
epiftle  to  Pinus,  and  feveral  Latin  epiftles. 

All  his  biographers,  particularly  the  Earl  of  Orford  and  Mr.  Warton,  have  been  lavifii,  and  vcrjr 
juiily,  in  his  praife  ;  he  merits  the  higheft  encomiums,  as  the  firft  refiner  of  our  language,  and  the 
unrivalled  ornament  of  his  age  and  country,  and  challenges  the  gratitude  and  eftecm  of  every  man 
of  literature,  for  the  generous  afliftance  he  afforded  it  in  its  infancy,  and  his  ready  and  liberal  aOift- 
ance  to  all  men  of  merit  in  his  time. 

His  poetical  charader  is  fo  elegantly  drawn  by  the  happy  pencil  of  Mr.  Warton,  as  to  render  the 
bungling  after-ftrokes  of  a  cafual  hand  unnecefTary. 

"  in  the  fonnets  of  Surrey,"  fays  that  judicious  and  dafllcal  critic,  whofe  death  is  an  irreparable 
lofs  to  Englifti  literature,  "  we  are  furprifed  to  find  nothing  of  that  metaphyfical  caft,  which  marks 
the  Italian  poets,  his  fxrppofed  mailers,  efpecially  Petrarch.  Surrey's  fentiments  are  for  the  mofb 
part  natural  and  unafFefted ;  arifmg  from  his  own  feelings,  and  diftated  by  the  prefent  circumftances^ 
His  poetry  is  alike  unembarraffed  by  learned  allufions,  or  elaborate  conceits.  If  he  copies  Petrarch, 
it  is  Petrarch's  beft  manner,  where  he  defcends  from  his  Platonic  abftraftiops,  his  refinements  of 
paflion,  his  exaggerated  compliments,  and  his  play  upon  oppofite  fentiments,  into  a  track  of  tender^  j 
nefs,  fimplicity,  and  nature. 

"  Surrey,  for  his  juftnefs  of  thought,  correftnefs  of  ftylc,  and  purity  of  expreffion,  may  juftly  be 
pronounced  the  firft  Englifti  claflical  poet.  He  un^ueftionably  is  the  firft  polite  wticer  of  love  ver- 
fes'in  our  language." 

Vol.  r.  P  p 


That  to'have  w€ll  written  in  verfe,  yea  antJ  in 
Jmall  parcelles,  deferveth  great  prayfe.  The 
workes  of  dyvers  Latines,  Italians  and  other,  doe 
prove  fufficiently,  that  our  tong  is  able  in  thai 
kynde  to  dooe  as  prayfe  worthely  as  the  reft,  the 
Honorable  Style  of  the  Noble  Earl  of  Surrey,  and 
the  weightineffe  of  the  deep  wittcd  Syr  Thomas 
Wyat  the  Elders  verfe,  with  feveral  graces  in  fun- 
diry  good  Englifh  writers,  doe  flioe  abundantly. 
It  refteth  nowe  (gentle  reader)  that  thou  thynkc 
it  not  evil  done,  to  publyfh  to  the  honour  of  the 
Englyfli  tong,  and  for  the  profit  of  the  ftudioufe 
<of  Englyfli  Eloquence,  thofe  woorkeswhiche  the 


ungentle  borders  Bp  of  fuche  treafu^e,  have  here- 
tofore envyed  thee  ;  and  for  this  point  (good  read- 
er) thyne  owne  profite  and  pleafnre  in  thefe  pre- 
fently,  and  in  nio  hereafter  fhall  annfwere  for  my 
defence.  If  perhappes  fome  myflyke  the  ftateli- 
neffc  of  ftyle  removed  from  the  rude  feyll  of 
common  eares  :  I  afk  heipe  of  the  learned  to  de- 
fende  thyre  learned  frend  the  authore  of  this- 
woorke,  and  I  exhorte  the  unlearned  by  reading 
to  learne  to  be  more  ikyllfull,  and  to  purge  that 
fwinelike  grofFeneffe  that  maketh  the  fw€€t  ma» 
feroine  not  to  fmell  to  theyr  delight. 


Sefciiptlo)!  of  the  rejllefs  flute  of  a  Lo'ver,  ivith  Sute  to 
*  h'u  Lady,  to  rue  on  his  dieng  hart, 

X  HE  Sunne  hath  twyfe  brought  fourth  his  tender 

grene, 
Twyfe  cladde  the  earth  in  lyvely  liiftinefie  ; 
Ones  have  the  wyndes  the  trets  dyfpoled  clene, 
And  once  agayne  begynnes  theyr  cruelnefie, 
Synce  I  have  hyd  under  my  breft  the  harme, 
That  never  (hall  recover  heahhfulnefle. 
The  wynters  hurt  recovers  with  the  warme, 
The  parched  grene  reftored  is  with  fhade  : 
What  watnith,  alas !  may  ferve  for  to  dyfarine 
The  frofen  hart  that  mync  iufiame  hath  made  ? 
What  colde  agayne  is  able  to  reftofe 
My  frefli  grene  yeares,  that  wither  thus  and  fade. 
Alas!  I  fee  nothing  has  hurt  fo  fore 
But  tyme,  in  tynie  reduceth  a  returne  : 
In  tyme  my  harme  encreafeth  more  and  more 
And  feemes  to  have  my  cure  allwayes  in  fcorne, 
Strange  kindes  of  death,  in  lyfe  that  I  doe  trye 
At  hand  to  melt,  farre  of  in  flame  to  burne  : 
And  lyke  as  tyme  lyft  to  ray  cure  applye. 
So  doth  ethe  place  my  comfort  cleane  refufe. 
All  things  alive,  that  feeth  the  heaveJis  with  eye, 
With  cloke  of  night  may  cover  and  excufc 
Iffelf  from  travayle  of  the  dayes  unreft, 
Jia-ve  I,  alas!   againft  all  others  ufe 
I'hat  then  flyrre  up  the  tormentes  of  my  hreafte  ; 
And  curfe  eche  ftarre  as  caufer  of  my  fate  : 
And  when  the  fun  hath  eke  thedarke  oppreft, 
And  brought  the  day,  it  doth  nothing  abate 
The  travayles  of  myne  endlefs  fmarte  and  payne  : 
For  then  as  one  as  hath  the  light  in  hate, 
1  wifh  for  night  more  covertly  to  playne 
And  me  withdrawe  from  every  haunted  place, 
Left  by  my  chere  my  chaunce  appeare  to  playne^^ 
To  feeke  the  place  where  I  Ctiy  felf  had  loft, 
And  in  my  mynde  I  meafure  pace  by  pace. 

?rhat  day  that  I  was  tangled  in  the  lace, 
n  femyng  flacke  that  knitted  ever  moft  ; 
35ut  nevet  yet  the  travayll  of  my  thought 
Of  better  ftate,  could  catche  a  caufe  to  boft  : 
For  if  1  founde  fometime  that  1  have  fought, 
Thofe  fteires  by  whom  I  trufted  of  the  port, 
My  fayles  do  fall,  and  I  advaunce  right  nought, 
As  ankred  fsft,  my  fprit«s  do  sll  refort 


To  {land  agazed,  and  link  in  more  and  more  ; 

The  deadly  harme  which  he  doth  take  in  fpori, 

1-0  !  if  I  feek,  how  I  do  find  my  fore  ! 

And  if  1  flee,  I  cary  with  me  flyll 

Tlie  vcnomed  fnaft  which  doth  hys  force  rellore 

By  haft  of  flight,  and  I  may  plague  riiy  fill 

Unto  n-y  felf,  unlefsthis  carefull  long 

Print  in  your  bart  fome  patcell  of  my  tene 

For  I  alas  !  in  lilence  all  tot)  long 

Of  myne  olde  hurt,  yet  feele  the  wound  hut  gtene ! 

Rue  on  my  lyfe,  or  elfe  your  cruel  Wronge 

Shall  well  appeare   and  by  my  death  be  fcne. 


Defcripiion  of  Spring,  luhsrein  eche  thing  reHezues, 
fave  only  the  Lti-uer, 

The  foote  fea&n   that  bud,  and  hloome  fourth 

bringes, 
With  grene  hath  cladde  the  hyll,  and  eke  the  vale, 
The  nightingall  with  fethers  new  fhe  finges  ; 
The  turtle  too  her  mate  hath  told  her  tale  ; 
Somer  is  come,  for  every  fpray  now  fpringes. 
The  hart  hath  hung  hys  olde  head  en  the  pale  ; 
The  bucke  in^brake  his  winter  coate  he  flynges| 
The  fifiies  flete  with  nev^e  repayred  fcale  : 
The  adder  all  her  flougii  away  flic  flyngeS, 
The  fwift  fwallow  purlueth  the  flyes  I'malle, 
The  bufy  bee  htir  honey  how  Ihemynges ; 
Winter  is  worre  that  was  the  floures  ball. 
And  thus  1  fee  among  thefe  plcalant  thynges 
Eche  care  decayes,  and  yet  my  forrOw  fprynge*« 


Sefcripdon  ofihe  refdefs  ejlale  bf  d  Lo^er, 

WnnR  youth  had  led  hie  halfe  thfe  race, 
That  Ciipides  fcbuige  had  made' the  riiiine  5 
I  looked  back  to  meet  the  place, 
From  whence  rriy  weafy  courfe  beguhne  S 
And  then  I  faw  howe  my  defy  re 
Mifguiding  me  had  led  the  -vVayfe, 
Myne  cyne  to  greedy  of  theyre  hjrcj 
Had  made  me  lofe  a  better  ptey. 
For  when  in  lighes  I  fpeht  the  day, 
I  And  could  not  cloake  ray  grief  with  gayfc*  ^ 

?  ?  y 
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The  boyling  fmoke  dyd  flill  bewray, 

The  prefcnt  heate  of  fecret  flame  : 

And  when  fait  teares  do  bayne  my  bread. 

Where  love  his  pleafcnt  traynes  hath  fowen, 

Her  beauty  hath  the  fruyte^  oppreft. 

Ere  that  the  buddes  were  fpronge  and  blowne. 

And  when  myne  eyen  dyd  flill  purfue, 

The  flying  chafe  of  theyre  requell ; 

Theyre  greedy  looks  dyd  oft  renew. 

The  hydden  wounde  within  my  brefte. 

When  every  loke  thefe  cheekes  miglu  ftayne, 

From  dedly  pale  to  glowing  red  ; 

"By  outward  fignes  appeared  playne, 

To  her  for  helpe  my  hart  was  fled. 

But  all  to  late  love  learneth  me, 

To  paynt  all  kynd  of  colours  new ; 

To  blynd  theyre  eyes  that  elfe  fliould  fee 

My  fpeckled  chekes  with  Cupids  hew. 

And  now  the  covert  breft  I  clame, 

That  worftiit  Cnpide  feeretely ; 

And  nouriflied  hysfacred  flame. 

From  whence  no  blairing  fparkes  do  flye. 


Defer ipcion  of  the  fclle  AfflEiions^  Pangs,  and 
■  •   ■  Sleightes  ef  Lo-ue. 

Such  wayward  wayes  hath  Love,  that  mo  ft  part 

in  difcord 
Our  willes  do  flandr  whereby  our  hartes  but  fel- 

dom  do  accord  : 
Decytc  is  hyis  delighte,  and  to  begyle  and  mocke 
The  fimple  hartes  who  he  doth  ftrike  with  froward 

divers  ftroke. 
He  canfcth  th'  one  to  rage  with  golden  burning 

darte,  [harte. 

And  doth  alay  with  leaden  cold,  again  the  others 
Whofe  gleames  of  burning  fyre  and  eafy  fparkes 

of  flame,  [ame 

In  balance  of  unequal  weyght   he  pondereth  by 
Trpm  eafye  ford  where  I  myghte  wade  and  pafs 

full  well. 
He  me  withdrawes  and  doth  me  drive,  into  a  depe 

dark  hell : 
And  me  witholdes  where  1   am  calde  and  offrcd 

place. 
And  x^jlles  me  that  my  mortal  foe  1  do  bcfeke 

of  grace ; 
He  lettcs  me  to  purfue  a  conqueft  vv'elnere  wonne 
To  foUowe  where  my  paynes  were  loft,  ere  that 

my  fute  begunne.  [turne 

So  by  this  means  1  know  how  foon  a  hait  may 
Prom  warre  to  peace,  from  truce  to  ftryfe,  and  fo 

agayne  returne. 
I  know  how  to  content  hiy  felf  in  others  luft, 
Of  little  ftuffe  unto  my  felf  to  weave  a  webbe  of 

truft ; 
And  how  to  hyde  my  harmes  with  fole  dyfiem- 

blyng  chere 
,Whan   in  my  face  the  painted  thoughtcs  wou'd 

outwardly  appeare.  [dred, 

I  know  how' that  the  bloud  forfakes  the  face  for 
And  low  by  fhame  it  flaynes  agayne  the  chekes 

with  flamyng  red  ; 
3 


0  F    S  U  R  R  E  y. 

I  knowunder  the  grene,  the  ferpent  how  he  lurkee: 
The  hammer  of  the  reftlefs  forge  I  wote  eke  how 

it  workes. 
I  know,  and  can  by  roate  the  tale  that  I  woulde  tell 
But  ofte  the  woordes  came  fourth  awrye  of  him 

that  loveth  welL 
I  know  in  heate  and  colde  the  lover  how  he  fhakes. 
In  fyngeing  how  he  doth  complayne,  in  fleeping 

how  he  wakes 
Tolanguifh  without  ache,  fickelefTe  for  to  confume, 
A  thoufand  thynges  for  to  devyfe,  refolvynge  of 

his  fume ;  [fore 

And  though  he  lyfte  to  fee  his  ladyes  grace  fuU 
Such  pleafures  as  delyght  his  eye,  do  not  his  helthe 

reftore. 
I  know  to  feke  the  trade  of  my  defyred  foe, 
And  fere  to  fynde  that  1  do  feek,  but  chiefly  this 

I  know,  [loved, 

That  lovers  muft  tranfourme  into  the  thynge  be-* 
And  live  (alas!  who  would  believe  ?)  with  fprite 

from  lyfe  removed. 
I  knowe  inhartyfighesand  laughters  of  the  fpleene, 
At  once  to  chaunge   my  ftate,   my  will,  and  eke 

my  colour  clene. 
I  know  how  to  deceyve  my  felf  wythe  othershelpe, 
Arid  how  the  lyon  ctaftifed  is,  by  beatynge  of  the 

whelpe. 
In  ftandypge  nere  the  fyre,  I  know  how  that  I  freafe; 
Farre  of  1  burne,  in  bothe  I  wafte,  and  fo  my  lyfe 

1  leefe.  [mynde, 

1  know   how  Love   doth   rage  upon  a  yeylding 
How  fmalle  a  nete  may  take  and  mafe  a  harte  of 

gentle  kynde  : 
Or  elfe  with  feldom  fwete  to  feafon  hcpies  of  gall, 
Revived  with  a  glympfe  of  grace  old  forrows  to 
let  fall.  [Love, 

The  hydden  traynes  I  know,  and  fecret  fnares  of 
How  foone  a  loke  will  prynte  a  thoughte  that  ne- 
ver may  remove.  [welthe 
The  flypper  "'ate  I  knowe,  the  fodein  turncs  from 
The  doubtnill  hope,  the  certaine  wooe,  and  fure 
defpaired  hethe.    . 


The  Complainte  of  a  Lo'ver  that  defied  Love,  and  iv(fs 
by  Love  after  the  more  tormented. 

When  fomer  tooke  in  hande  the  wynter  to  affayle^, 
With  force  of  myghte  and  vyrtue  grete,  his  flormy 

bisfts  to  quaile  : 
And  when  he  clothed  fayre  the  earthe  about  wythe 

grene. 
And  every  tree  new  garmented,  that  pleafure  wa^ 

to  fene : 
Mine  hart  gan  new  revive,  and  changed  blood  did 

llir  * 

Me   to  withdrawe  my  wynter  woes,  that  kepte 

wyth yn  the  dur. 
Abrode,  quod  my  defyre,  afl"ay  to  fet  thy  fate 
Where  thou  Ihalt  fynde  the  favour  fweete  '  for 

'    fprong  is  every  rote  ' 

And  to  thy  helthe  if  th©u  were  fycke  in  any  caf'» 
Nothmg  more  good, than  m  the  fprynge  the  ayre 

to  tele  a  ■olace  t  .  , 


SONGES    AN 

There  {halt  thou  heare  and  fee  al  kynde  of  Byrdes, 

ywrought 
Wei  tune  theyre  voyce,  with  warble  fmal,  as  na- 
ture hath  them  tought.  [leave, 
Thus  pricked  me  my  luft  the  fluggilh  houfe   to 
And  for  my  helthe  I  thoughte  it  bell,  fuch  coun- 

fel  to  receaTe  4 
So  on  a  morrow  furth,  unwift  of  any  vVyghte, 
I  went  t#  prove  how  well  it  woulde,  my  hevy 

btirden  lyghte  : 
And  when    I   felt  the  ayre,   fo  pleafant   round 

aboutc;  [gotten  out. 

Lorde  to  my  felfe  how  glad  I  was,  that  1  had 
There  myght  I  fee  how  Ver  had  every  bloflbme 

kenr,  [they  went ; 

And  eke  the  new  betrothed  byrdes  y  coupled  how 
And  in  thyre  fonges  me  thought,  they  thanked 

nature  much, 
That  by  her  lyceiice  al  that  yere,  to  Love  theyre 

hc'pe  was  Such  :  \ 

Right  as   they  could  devife   to  chofc  them  trees 

throughout, 
Wyth  much   reyoyng  to   theyr  Lord,  thus  flew 

they  all  about.      .  [ceave, 

Whyche  when  I  gan  refolve,  and  in  my  head  con- 
What  pleafant  lyfe,  what  heaps  of  joy,  thofe  little 

birdes  receave. 
And  faw  in  what  eftate  I  weary  man  was  wroughte, 
By  want  of  that  they  had  at  will,  ^nd  1  refcet  at 

nought : 
Lord,  how  I  gan  in  wrath!  unwifely  me  demeane! 
1  curfed  Love,  and  hym  defied,  1  thoughte  to  turne 

the  ftreame  : 
But  w+ien  I  vi^eil  behelde,  he  had  me  under  awe, 
I  aflced  mercy  for  my  faulte,  that  fo  tranfgreft  his 

lawe,  , 

Thou  blinded  God  (quod  I)  forgive  me  this  offence, 
Unwittingly  I  went  about  to  malice  thy  pretence  : 
Wherewith  he  gave  a  becke,  and  thus  medioughte 

he  fwore, 
Thy  forrow  ought  fufEce  to  purge  thy  faqlte  if  it 

were  more  : 
The  virtue  of  which  found,  mine  hart  did  fo  revive. 
That  I  methought  was  made  as  whoale,  as  any 

man  alive. 
But  here  I  may  perceve,  myne  error  and  all  and 

fome,  [ftill  undone  : 

For  thar   I  thought  that  fo    it  was,    yet  was  it 
And  althat  wasno  more  but  mine  expreffed  mynde, 
That  fain  wou'd  have  fome  good  reliefe,  of  Cu- 
pid well  afligned. 
I  turned  home  forthwith,  and  might  perceyve  it 

well,  [rebel 

That  he  agrevcd  was  right  fore,  with  me  for  my 
My  harmes  have  ever  fince  encreafed  more,  and 

more,  [evermore. 

And  I  remaind  without  his  helpe,  undone  for 
A  mirror  let  me  be  unto  ye  lovers  all ;  [befall. 
Strive  not  with  Love,  for  if  ye  do,  it  will  ye  thus 
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Clad  in  the  armcs,  wherein  with  riie  he  fought, 
Oft  in  my  face  he  doth  his  banner  reft. 
She  that  methought  to  love,  and  fuffer  pain, 
My  doubtfuU  hope,  and  eke  my  hot  defire. 
With  fliamfafl  cloke  to  fhadowe  and  reftrain, 
Her  fmiling  grace  converteth.ftraight  to  ire, 
And  cowred  Love  then  to  the  hart  apace 
Taketh  his  flight,  whereas  he  lurkesand  plaines, 
His  purpoi'e  loft,  and  dare  not  Ihewe  his  face. 
For  my  I^oves  gilt  thus  faultlefs  bide  1  paines. 
Yet  from  my  Love  ftiall  not  my  foote  remove 
Swete  is  his  deth,  that  takes  his  end  by  Love. 


Cximplalnt  of  the  Lover  Difda'med. 

In  Ciprus  fpringes  whereas  dame  Venus  dwelt,    ■ 
A  well  fo  bote,  that  whi)  fo  taftes  the  fame ; 
Weri:  he  of  ftone,  as  chawed  yfe  Ihould  melt,    .    ^ 
And  kindlede  finde  his  breft  with  fired  flame. 
Whofe  mo)  ft  poi(on  diffolved  hath  my  hate. 
This  -creping  fire  my  cold  lims  fo  oppreft ; 
That  in  the  hart  that  harborde  fredome  late, 
Endleffe  defpayre  long  thraldome  hath  iraprelK  <■ 
An  other  fo  colde  infrtxjenjfe  is  founde, 
Whofe  chilling  venom  of  repugnant  kinde  ; 
I'he  fervent  heat  doth  quenche  of  Cupides  wounde 
And  with  the  fpoted  change  infedes  the  minde  i 
Whereof  my  dere  hath  tafted  to  my  paine, 
My  fervice  thus  is  grown  into  difdaine. 


Complaint  of  a  Lever  Rebuked. 

Love  thatliveth,  and  raigneth  in  my  thought, 
i'hat  built  his  feat  within  my  cative  brcft 


Defcripllon  and  Praife  of  his  Love  Geraldine.    , 

From  Tufcane  came  my  Ladies  worthy  race, 
Faire  Florence  was  fonittinie  her  auncient  feate  : 
The  Weftern  Yle  whofe  pleafant  fhore  doth  fa^e 
Wild  Cambers  clifs,  did  gevc  her  lyuely  heate : 
Foftered  ftie  was,  with  miike  of  Iriflie  breft  : 
Her  fire,  an  erle,  her  dame,  of  princes  blood ; 
From  tender  yeres,  in  Briiaine  Ihe  doth  reft, 
With  kinges  childe,  where  ftie  tafteth  coftly  foode. 
Honfdon  did  firft  prefent  her  to  myne  yien  : 
Bright  is  her  hewe,and  Geraldine  flie  hight,, 
Hampton  me  taught,  to  wifhe  her  firft  for  mine. 
And  Windfor,  alas,  doth  cha'fe  me  from  her  fight. 
Her  beauty  of  kinde,  her  vertue  from  ab(^ve, 
Happy  is  he,  that  can  obtain  her  Love; 


The  frailtye,  and  hurtfulnes  of  Beaufie. 

Brittle  beautie  that  nature  made  fo  fraile, 
Whereof  the  gift  is  fmall,  and  fliort  the  feaion ; 
Flowring  to  day,  to  morowe  apt  to  failt. 
Tickled  treafure,  abhorred  of  reafon  : 
Dangerous  to  deale  with,  vaiue  of  none  availe, 
Coftly  in  keeping,  palt  not  worthe  two  peafon  : 
Slipper  in  Aiding,  as  is  an  cles  taile ; 
Harde  to  attain,  once  gotten  not  geafon, 
Jewell  cf  jeopardie,  that  peril  doth  afi'aille, 
f  alfe  and  vntrewe,  enticed  oft  to  trcafon  ; 
F  p  iij 
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Enemy  to  youth,  that  mo{l  may  1  bewaille  ; 
Ah  bitter  fwete  !  infedling  as  the  poyi'on, 
Thou  fareft  as  frute,  that  with  the  froil  is  takeri, 
To  day  redy  ripe,  tq  niorow  al  to,  Ihakea. 


ji  Coi^plahft  iy  tii^ht  of  the  JLcver  not  Bclo'ved. 

Alas  !  fo  al  thinges  now  doe  holde  theire  peace, 
Hea\'en  and  earth  difturbtd  in  Dothinj^; 
Thebeaftes,  the  ayer,  the  birdes  their  fonge  doe 

leafe, 
The  nifihtes  chare  the  ftarcs  aboute  doth  bringe  : 
Calme  is  the  fea,  the  \i'aues  worUe  h.'ffe  and  leiTe. 
►So  am  not  I,  whome  Love  alas  doth  wring. 
Bringing  before  my  face  the  great  encreafe 
Of  my  dehres,  whereas  I  wcpe  and  finer. 
In  joy  and  wo,  as  in  a  doubtful  cafe, 
For  my  fwete  thoughts,  fome  tyme  doe  pleafure 

bring ; 
I^ut  by  and  by,  the  caufc  of  my  diieafe, 
Geves  me  a  pang,  that  inwardly  dotii  flinge  ; 
When  that  I  thinke  what  grief  it  is  againp, 
To  live  and  iacke  the  thing  Ihouid  ridde  my  pain. 


floiu  echf  things  fame  the  Lover  in  Spring,  Re'inueth  i^ 
pUaJure, 

When  Windfor  Vi'ailcs  fufleined  my  wearied  arme, 
My  hands,  my  chin,  to  eafe  wiy  rcftlefl'e  bed. 
The  pleafant  plot  reuefted  green  with  warme, 
The'bloflbmd  bowes  with  ludy  Ver  yfpred  : 
The  floured  meades,  the  wedded  byrdes  fo  'ate, 
JVIyhe  eyes  difcouer,  and  to  my  mynde  rt-furte 
The  ioly  wpes,  the  hatehfTc  ftiort  debate. 
The  rakehtJl  lyfe,  that  Jonges  to  loues  difporte, 
Wherewith,  ala»,  tlie  heaiiy  charge  of  care 
Heapt  in  my  breit,  breakes  fourth  agayni^  my  wyll, 
In  fmoky  hghtcs  that  cuercaft  the  ayre, 
My  vapor'd  eyes  fuch  drearly  teariis  dynit!. 
The  tender  fpring  whiche  quicken,  wbc!  e  they  fall, 
And  I  haife  bent  to  thiowe  me  dcvi/ne  w^ihall. 


A  l''oipeio  love  ffi'Uhfulhj  liivfoe-usr.  he  he  ritvardei. 

Set  me  whereas  the  ffpnne  dcth  parch  the  grcne, 
Or  wJiere  his  beams  do  not  d)  fTolve  ?he  yfe, 
In  tt-mperatc  heat,  wh^re  he  is  felt,  and  feue, 
in  prtlf-nce  preU  pf  people,  madde,  or  wife  ; 
."^et  me  in  hye,  or  yet  ic  Ipwe  degree, 
In  longell  night,  or  in  the  (iior tefl  day  ; 
In  clcareil  feye,  or  where  clcudes  thickeii  fee, 
5n  liiily  yoiuli,  or  when  my  hears  are  grave  : 
•Set  me  in  Iiraveip,  in  earth,  or  elfe  in  liell, 
In  hyli  or  dale,  or  in  tiie  foaming  fjcod  ; 
Thr-.iil,  or  at  large,  alyve  wliere  To  i  dwell, 
oicke,  or  in  helihe,  in  tvyll  f:<n!e  or_-ocd  ; 
licrs  will  f  j,e,  and  cuiy  witli  this  ;hoiight, 
.T^nt;;-'  .^—     '*'.•  fli'htug  my  cii»unv'^  be  nyught. 


Complaint  that  by.!  LaJy  after  fie  l,:e'w  cf  ays  Love, 
kept  her  face  alitiays  hydden  from  hym. 

\  NEVER  fa  we  my  Lady  laye  apart. 
Her  cornet  blacke,  in  colde  nor  yet  in  heate, 
Sith  fyrO.  fbe  knewmy  griefev/asgrowen  fo  greate, 
V/hyche  other  fancies  dry  veth  from  my  harte 
That  to  my  felfe  I  do  the  thought  referVi^,, 
The  whyche  unwares  dyd  wound  my  woeful  breft, 
But  on  licr  face  myne  eyes  mought  never  rell : 
Yet  fyncc  ilie  knew  !  dyd  her  love  and  fcrve. 
Her  golden  treffes  cladde  allway  with  blacke  • 
Her  fmyleyng  lookes  that  had  thus  evermore. 
And  that  rtftraynes  which  I  defire  fo  fore  : 
So  doth  this  cornet  governe,  rqe  alacke  1 
(n  fummer  fun,  in  winters  breathe,  a  frofle. 
Whereby  e  the  lyghte  of  her  fayre  lookes  I  loft. 


Eequefl  to  hy$  Love  to  ioyne  Bour.tie  ivith  Beauty, 

The  golden  gyft  that  Nature  L.yd  thee  geve. 
To  faften  frendes  and  feed  them  at  thy  will ; 
With  fournie  and  favour,  taught  me  to  believe, 
How  thou  arte  made  to  fhowe  her  greateft  fkylle  ; 
Whofe  hydden  virtues  are  not  fo  urknowen, 
But  ly  vely  dames  m.yghte  gather  at  the  fyrlle  ; 
Where  beauty  {%  her  perfeifle  feede  hath  fowen, 
Of  all  other  graces  follow  nedes,  there  muft. 
Now  certes  l^adie,  fynce  all  thys  is  true, 
That  from  abi)ve  thy  gyftes  are  thus  clcCl ; 
I)o  not  deface  them  than  wyth  fanfies  newe. 
Is'or  chaunge  of  myndes  let  not  the  mynde  infe(51 : 
But  mercy  hyme  thy  frende,  that  doth  thee  ferve, 
\Vho  fcekes  always  thyne  honour  to  prtlerve. 


Prifoner  in  Wir.dfir^  he  recounteth  L-s  pleafare  there. 

p--'M 

So  cruell  prifon  hov.'e  could  betyde,  alas  I 
Asproude  Windlbr  :    Where  I  in  luft  and  joy, 
Wythe  a  kyngesfonne,my  chyldyfliyeres  dydpafle,^ 
In  greater  fead,  than  Priams  Ibnnes  of  Froye  : 
y/here  eche  fwefe  place  returnes  a  taflfull  fower  : 
The  large  grene  where  vye  were  wont  to  trove, 
Wyth  eyes  calt  up  into  the  lylaydens  tower. 
And  eafy  fighes.  Inch  as  folkcs  draw  in  Love  : 
The  {lately  feates,  the  ladies  brighte  of  hewe  ; 
The-daynces  Ihort,  long  tales  of  gicate  delight 
Wyth  woordes  and  looke.',  that   tygers  could  but 

tewe, 
\Vhere  eche  of  uq  dyd  plcade  the  others  ryghte. 
Tlie  palme  play,  where  defpoyled  for  the  game,- 
With  dared  eyes  oft  we  by  gleames  of  love. 
Have  myft  the  ball,  and  gote  fighte  of  our  dame 
To  bayte  her  eyes,  whyche  kept  the  leads  above 
The  gravel  giounde,  wythe  fievcs  tyde   on   the 
^       .    '^^•''^■'■'  [hartes; 

On  ion-yng  horfe,  with  fwordes  and  frcndly 
vA'ytlie  chef  e  as  tliough  ore  (hould  ai^other  whelms, 
Wh.rswe  have  lougl:t^a,ud  chafed  oft  wyth  dartes.' 


S'ONGES    AN 

"With  filver  droppes  the  meade  yet  fpreade  for 

ruthe, 
In  adiives  games  of  nimblenefs  and  ftrength, 
¥/hcre  we  did  ftrayne  tray ned  with  fwarmes  of 

youthe 
Our  tender  limmcs,  that  yet  flTOt  up  m  lengthe. 
The  fccrete  groves  which  oft  we  made  refounde, 
Of  pleafant  playnte,  and  of  our  Ladies  prayfe, 
Recordyng  oft  what  grace  eche  one  had  foundc, 
What  hope  of  fpede,  what  dreade  of  long  delayes. 
The  wylde  forreft,  the  clothed  holes  with  grene. 
With  raynes  availed  and  fwiftly  breathed  horfe  ; 
Vv'yth  cry  of  houtides  and  merry  blaAes  betwene, 
Where  we  did  chafe  the  feareful  harte  of  force. 
The    wyde  vales    eke,    that    harbordc    us  eche 

nyg^hte, 
Wherewyth,  (alas)  revivethinmy  brefte; 
The  fwete  accorde,  fuclVflepes  as  yet  delyt. 
The  pleafant  dreames  the  quyet  bed  of  reft ; 
The  fecret  thoughtes  imparted  wirhfuch  truft, 
The  wanton  talice,  the  dyverschaunge  of  playe  ; 
The  friendfhip  fvvorne,  eche  promife  kept  fo  faft, 
Wherewith  we  paft  the  winter  nyghte  away. 
And  wyth  thys  thoughte,  the  bloud  forfakes  the 

face, 
The  teares  beraynemy  chekes  of  deadly  hewe. 
The  whyche  as  foone  asfobbyng  fighes,  (alas!) 
Upfupped  have,  thus,  I  my  playnt  renew*  : 
O  place  of  blifle  !  renewer  of  my  woes  ! 
Giwe  me  accompt  where  is  my  noble  fere, 
Whom  in  thy  walles  tliou  doeil  eche  nyghte  en- 

clofe, 
To  other  lufe,  but  unto  me  moil  clere  : 
Eccho  (alas !)  that  doth  my  forrow  rewe, 
Returns  thereto  a  hoUowe  founde  of  playnt ; 
Thus  I  alone,  where  all  my  freedome  grewe, 
In  pryfonpyne,  withe  bondage  and  reftraync : 
And  wirh  remembrance  of  the  greater  griefe, 
To  banifh  the  leffs  I  fynd  my  chief  reliefe. 


D    SONETTE-3.  S99 

Was  all  to  Wynne  a  lady  fayre, 

Shall  I  not  learne  to  fuffer  then  ? 

And  think  my  tyme  well  fpent  to  be; 

Serving  a  woorthier  wyghte  than  fhe  i 

Therefore  I  never  will  repent, 

But  paynes  contented  ftyll  endure; 

For  like  as  when  rough  winter  fpent, 

The  pleafant  fpryngc  ftraight  draweth  in  ure„ 

So  after  raging  flormes  of  care, 

JoyfuU  -at  length  may  be  my  fare. 


'Tie  Lovtr  comforteih  Mimfelfe  ivythe  the  W-orth^neJJe 
of  hys  Lome, 

Whe-v  rageyrg  love  wyth  extreme  payne, 
Moft  cruelly  diflraynes my -harte.; 
When  that  my  teares  as  floudes  of  rayne, 
Bear  witnefs  of  my  woful!  fmarte  : 
When  fighes  have  v/afled  fo  my  breathe 
That  I  lye  at  the  poynt  of  deathe. 
3  call  to  mynde  the  navy  greate, 
That  the  Greekes  brought  to  Troy  towne, 
And  how  the  boyflerou«  wyndes  dyde  beate 
Tbeyre  fhipnes,  and  rent. thayre  i'avles  adowne ; 
Tyll  Agameninons  dsughters  bloode, 
Appeafed  the  goddefs  that  them  withftood  i 
And  howthat  in  thofe  ten  years  warre. 
Full  many  a  bloody  dede  was  done; 
And  many  a  Lorde  that  came  full  iarre, 
There  caughte  his  bane  (alas  !)  too  foone  ; 
-And  many  a  good  Imyglite  overcome, 
■Before  the  Grekes  had  ilelenne  wonne. 
Ji'hen  think  1  thus  fith  fuch  rcpayre, 
Qsi  lon^  trrae  vi'iirre  cf  valiant  menn^j 


Complaint  of  the  abfence  of  her  Lever  being  upon 
tbefeas. 

0  Happy  dames  that  may  embrace, 
The  fruite  of  your  delyghte; 
Help  to  bewayle  the  woeful!  cafe. 
And  eke  the  heavy  plyghte 

Of  me  that  wonted  to  reioyce, 

The  fortune  of  my  pleafant  choice  : 

Good  ladyes  helpe  to  fill  my  mourning  voice. 

In  Ihippe  freighte  wythe  remembraunce 

Of  thoughtes  and  pleafures  paft. 

He  faylcs  that  hath  governaunce; 

My  life  while  it  will  laft. 

With  fcalding  fighes  for  lacke  of  gale^ 

Furderyng  hys  hope  that  is  his  fayle. 

Toward  me,  the  fwete  port  of  hys  avayle. 

Alas  !  how  oft  in  dreams  I  fee 

Thofe  eyes  that  were  my  foode, 

Whych  fometyme  fo  delyted  me 

That  yet  they  do  me  goode  : 

Wherewith  I  wak  wythe  his  returne, 

Whofe  abfent  flame  dyd  make  me  burn, 

But  when  1  fynde  the  lacke,  Lord,  how  I  mourne! 

When  other  lovers  in  armes  acroffe, 

Reioyce  their  encchyle  delyght ; 

Drowned  in  teares  to  mourne  my  loffe 

1  ftand  the  bytter  nyghte 

In  my  windov/  where  I  may  fee 

Before  the  wyndes  how  the  cloudes  flee 

Lo  !  what  a  mariner  love  hath  made  me. 

And  in  grene  waves  when  the  fait  floode  i. 

Doth  ryfe  by  rage  of  wynde, 

A  thoufand  fanfies  in  that  mood 

AfTayle  my  rcftlefle  mynde  : 

Alas  !  how  drencheth  my  fwet  fo 

That  wjth  the  fpoyls  of  my  hart  did  gO, 

And  left  me,  (but  alas  1)  why  did  he  fo  ? 

And  when  the  feas  were  calme  agayne,  j 

To  chace  from  me  annoye, 

My  doubtful -hope  doth  caufe  my  playne. 

So  drede  cuts  of  my  loye. 

Tlius  in  my  wreakh  anyngled  with  woe, 

And  of  eche  thought  a  doubt  doth  growe 

Now  he  comes !  will  he  .come  ?  alas !  no  ! 


Complaint  of  a  dying  Ltver  rcfufed  upon  hys  Lfidye^ 
Infult  mylailng  of  hys  -wrytyng. 

In'  wynters  iuft  returne,    when  Boreas  gan  his 

raygne. 
And  every  tree  unclothed  faft,  as  nature  taught 

them  pbync  ; 

P   piiii 


Sos  THEWORKS 

In  myfty  morning  darke,   as  fiiepe  are  then  in 

holde, 
I  hyde  me  faft,  it  fat  me  on,  my  fliepe  £or  to  un- 

folde. 
And  as  it  is  a  thyiige  that  lovers  have  by  fyttes, 
Under  a  palme  I  heai-d  one  cry,  as  he  had  loft  hys 

wittes. 
Whofe  voice  did  ringe  fo  fliryll  in  utterynge  of 

hys  playnt, 
That  I  amazed  was  to  heare,  how  love  coulde  hym 

attaynt. 
Ah !  wretched   man  (quod  he)   come  death  and 

ryd  thys  woe  ; 
A  iuft   reward,  a  happy  end,  if  it  may  chaunce 

thee  foe. 
Thy  pleafares  paft,  have  wrought  thy  woe  with- 
out redreffe ; 
If  thou  hadft  never  felt  no  ioy,thy  fi^iart  had  been 

the  leffe. 
And  reehlefle  of  hys  lyfe,  he  gan  both  figh  and 

grone, 
A  ruefull  thynge  methought  it  was  to  here  hym 

make  fuch  mone 
Thou  curfed  pen  fayd  he,  wo  worthe  the  byrde 

fhe  bare, 
The  man,  the  knyfe,  and  all  that  made  thee,  wo 

be  to  thyre  fliare  : 
Wo  worth  the  tyme  and  plate,  wjiere  I  could  fo 

endyte, 
And  wo  be  it  yet  once  agayne,  the  pen  that  fo 

can  wryte. 
Unhappy  hand  !  it  bad  been  happy  tyme  for  me, 
If  when  to  wryte  thou  learned  fyrfte,  unjoynted 

hadft  thou  be. 
Thus  curfed  he  himfelf,  and  every  other  wyghte, 
Save  her  alone  whom  love    him  bound  to  ferve 

both  day  ^ndnyght. 
Whyche  when  i  heard  and  faw,  how  he  hymfelf 

foredyd 
Againft  the  ground  with  bloody  ftrokes,  hymfelf 

even  thereto  rid; 
Had  been  piy  hart  of  flynt  it  myft  have  melted 

though, 
Por  in  niy  lyfe  I  never  faw  a  man  fo  full  of  wo, 
Wyth  teares  for  hys  redrefle,  I  raihaly  to  him 

ran, 
And  in  my  armes  I  caught  hym  faft,  and  thus  I 

fpake  hym  than  : 
What  wofull  wyght  art  thou  that  in  fuch  heavy 

cafe, 
Tormentes  thy  felfe  wyth  fuch  defpyte  here  in 

thysdefert  place  ? 
Whercvsryth  as  all  agayfte,  fulfylde  with  ire  and 

dread, 
Ke  caft  on  me  a  ftareing  loke  with  colour  pale 

and  dead  -,  '  [filyght, 

Nay  what  art  thou  (quod  he)  that  in  thys  heavy 
Doeft  fynde   me  here,  moft  wofull  wretch,  that 

lyfe  hath  in  defpight  ?  • 

H  am  (quod  I)  but  poore  arid  fymple  in  degree, 
A  Ihepheardes  charge  Thave  m  hande,  unworthy 

though  I  be : 
Wyth  that  he  gave  a  fighe  as  though  the  flcye 

fhould  fall,  [he  call : 

^nd  loud  alas  he  fhryked  oft,  and  Ihepheard  gan 


OF    SURREY. 
Come  hye  thee  faft  at  ones,  and  prynt  it  in  thy 

hart. 
So  thou  ftiall  know,  and  I  fhall  tell,  thy  gyltleffe 

how  I  fmart. 
Hys  backe  agaynfte  the  tree  fore  feebled  all  wythe 

faynte 
Wyth  weary  fprite,  he  ftretcht  hym  up,  and  thus 

he  told  hys  plaint : 
Once  in  my  harte  (quod  he)  it  chaunce.d  me  to 

love 
Such  one  in  whome   hath    nature  wrought  her 

cunning  for  to  prove  : 
And  fure  I  cannot  fay  but  many  yeres  were  fpent. 
With  fuch  good  will  fo  i-ecompenft,  as  both  we 

were  content. 
Where  to  fhew  I'me  bourde,  and  fhe  lykewife  alfo, 
The  funne  fhould  lune  hys  courfe  awry   ere  we 

thys  fayth  foregoe. 
Who  joy-ed  then  but  1  ?  who  hadde  thys  worldes 

blyffe  ? 
Who  myghte  compare  a  lyfe  to  myne  that  never 

thought  on  this  ? 
But  dwellyng  in  thys  truth,  amid  my  greateftjoy. 
It  me  befalled  a  greater  lofTe  then  Priam  had  of 

Troy  ; 
She  is  reverfed  cleane  and  beareth  me  in  hand. 
That  my  defertes  have  geven  caufe  to  breke  thya 

faythful  band. 
And  for  my  juft  excufe  avayleth  no  defence  : 
Now  knoweft  thou  all,  I  can  no  more,  but  fhep- 

heard  hye  thee  hence;  [lyve. 

And  gave  him  leave  to  dye,  that  may  no  longei' 
Whofe  record  to  1  claims  to  have,  my  death  1  dH 

forgeve ; 
And  eke  when  I  am  gone,  be  bold  to  fpeake  i^ 

playne. 
Thou  haft  feen  dye  the  trueft  man  that  ever  love 

dyd  payne. 
Wherewith   he  tumde  hyrn  rounde,  and  gafping 

oft  for  breath, 
Into  his  armes  a  tree  he  caught,  and  fayd  welcome 

my  death 
Welcome  a  thoufand  fold,  now  dearer  unto  me 
1'han  fhould  without  her  love  to  live,  an  empe- 

rour  to  be. 
I'hus  ir/  this  wofull  ftate  he  yelded  up  the  goft. 
And  little   knoweth  his  ladye,   what  a  lover  fhe 

l^ath  loft.  [right 

Whofe  death  when  1  beheld,  no  .marvel  was  it 
For  pitic  though   my  heart  dyd  blede,   to  fee  fo 

piteous  fight.    ■ 
My  bloud  from  heate  to  cold  oft   chaunged  won- 
ders fore,  [before : 
A  thoufand  troubles  there  I  foun^  I  never  knew 
Twene   dreade  and  dolour,  fo  my  fpretes  were 

brought  in  feare. 
That  long  it  was  ere  1  could  call  to  minde,  whap 

I  <^yd  there. 
fiut  as  eche  thing  hath  ende,  fo  had  thefe  paynes 

of  myne. 
The   furies  paft,  and   I  my  wittes  reftorde  by 

length  of  tyme  : 
Then  as  I  could  devyfe,  to  feek  I  thought  it  beft,1 
Where  I  might  finde  fome  worthy  pUce  for  fuch 

a  corps  to  reft  :  ' 


SONGES    AND   S  O  N  E  T  T  E  S. 


Cot 


And  in  my  mynde  It  came,  from  thence  not  farre 
away 

Where  Crefelds  love,  Icing  Priams  fone  the  wor- 
thy Trolus  lay : 

By  him  I  made  his  tombe,  in  token  he  was  true. 

And  as  to  him  belongeth  well,  1  covered  it  with 
blewe ;  [foone, 

Whctfe  Ibule  by  aungels  power,  departed  not  fo 

But  to  the  heavens,  lo  it  fled,  for  to  receive  his 
dome. 


Complaint  of  the  abfence  of  btr  lover  beyng  upon  thefea. 

Good  ladies,  ye  that  have  your  pleafures  in  exile, 
Step  in  your  foote,  coAie  take  a  place,  and  morne 

with  me  a  while  : 
And  fuch  as  by  theyr  lordes  do  fet  but  little  pryce, 
I^et  them  fit  ftiH,  it  Ikilles  them  not  what  chaunce 

come  on  the  dice  : 
But  ye  whom  love  hath  bound  by  order  of  defyre. 
To  love   your  lords,  whofe  good    deferts  none 

other  would  require  :  [myne, 

Come  ye  yet  once  agayne,  and  fet  your  foote  by 
Whofe  wofuU  plight,  and  forrwes  great,  no  tong 

can  well  define. 
My  love  and  lord,  alas !  in  whom  confiftes  my 

welth. 
Hath  fortune  fent  to  paffe  the  feas  in  hazard  of 

his  helth :  [mynde. 

Whom  I  was  wont  tembrace  with  well  contented 
Is  now  amyd  the  fomyng  floods  at  pleafure  of  the 

wynde : 
Where  God  will  him  preferve,  and  foone  hina 

home  me  fend, 
Without  which  hope  my  lyfe  (alas)  were  fhortly 

at  an  ende : 
Whofe  abfence  yet  although  my  hope  doth  tell 

me  playne 
With  fliort  returne  he  comes  anone,  yet  ceafeth 

not  my  payne  : 
The  fearefuU  dreames  I  have,  oft  tymes  doe  grieve 

me  fo, 
That  when  I  wake,  I  lye  in  double,  where  they 

be  true  or  no  : 
Sometimes  the  roaring  feas,  me  femes  do  grow 

fo  hye, 
That  my  deare  Lord,  ay  me,  alas !  methinkes  1 

fee  him  dye. 
An  other  time  the  fame  doth  tell  me  he  is  come, 
And  playing,  where  I  fliaH  hym  finde  with  his 

faire  little  foime. 
So  fourth  I  goe  apace  to  fee  that  lefefome  fight. 
And  with  a  kyfle,  methin^e  I  fay  welcome  my 

lord  my  knight. 
Welcome  my  fwete,  alas,  the  flay  of  my  welfare, 
Thy  prefence  bringeth  forth  a  truce  atwixt  me 

and  my  care  : 
Then  lively  doth  he  look,  and  falveth  me  agayne. 
And  fayth  my  dere  how  is  it  now  that  you  have 

all  this  payne  ?  [brefl;, 

Wherewith  the  heavy  cares  that  heapt  are  in  my 
Breake'  fourth  and  me  difchargen  dene  ©f  all  my 

huge  unreft. 


But  when  I  me  awake,  and  find  it  but  a  dreame 
The  anguifti  of  my  former  wo  beginneth  more 

extreme 
And  me  tormenteth  fo  that  uneath  may  I  fynde, 
Some  hidden  peace  wherein  to  flake  the  gnawing 

oi  my  mynde.  [burne. 

Thus  every  way  you  fee  wythe  abfence  how  t 
And  for  my  wound  no  cure  1   fynde  but  hoape 

of  good  returpe ; 
Save  when  I  thynke  by  fowre  how  fwete  is  felt 

the  more  [fore  : 

It  doth  abate  fome  of  ray  paynes,  that  I  abode  be- 
And  then  unto  myfelf  I  fay,  when  we  fliall  mete. 
But  little  whyle  fhall  feme  thys  payne,  the  joy 

ftiall  be  fo  fwete. 
Ye  wyndes  I  you  conjure  in  cheifefi  of  your  rage. 
That  ye  my  lord  fafely  fend  my  forrowes  to  af- 

fwage. 
And  that  I  may  not  long  abyde  in  thys  excefle. 
Do  your  good  will  to  cure  a  wyght  that  liveth  in 

diftrefle. 


A  prarfe  of  hys  Love,  luherein  he  reproveth  them  that 
compare  their  ladies  •with  his. 

Give  place  ye  lovers  here  before. 

That  fpent  your  boaftes  and  bragges  in  vain. 

My  ladies  beuty  paffeth  more. 

The  beil  of  yours  I  dare  well  fayne, 

Then  doth  the  funne  the  caundle  lyght. 

Or  bryghtefl;  day  the  darkefl;  nyght. 

And  thereto  hath  a  troth  as  jult. 

As  had  Penelope  the  fayre, 

For  what  flie  fayeth  ye  may  it  truft, 

As  it  by  wrytyng  fealed  were  : 

And  virtues  hath  ftie  many  moe, 

Than  I  wyth  pen  have  fkill  to  flaoe. 

I  could  reherfe  if  that  I  would. 

The  whole  effecfte  of  natures  playnt,  < 

When  flie  had  loft  the  perfcde  moulde. 

The  like  to  whome  ftie  could  not  paynte  : 

With  wringeing  hands,  how  fhe  did  cry, 

And  what  ftie  faid,  I  know  It,  I. 

I  knowe  flie  fwore  with  rageing  mynde. 

Her  kyngdorae  only  fet  apart ; 

There  was  no  lofle  by  law  of  kynde. 

That  could  have  gone  fo  nere  her  hearte ; 

And  this  was  chiefely  all  her  payne. 

She  could  not  make  the  lyke  agayne. 

Syth  nature  thus  gave  her  the  prayfe. 

To  be  the  chiefeft  worke  flie  wroughte ; 

In  fayth  me  thynke  fome  better  ways,  ^ 

On  your  behalfe  myghte  well  be  foughtc. 

Then  to  compare  (as  you  have  done) 

To  matche  the  candle  withe  the  funne. 


To  a  Ladie  that  fkorned  her  Lonisr, 

Althoughe  I  have  a  checke, 
To  geve  the  mate  is  harde ; 
For  I  have  found  a  necke, 
To  keep  my  men  in  gardjc. 
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And  you  that  liarJy  are, 
To  geve  fo  great  affaye 
Unto  a  man  of  warre 
To  dry  ve  hys  men  away  : 
I  nede  you  take  good  hcde, 
iAnd  marke  this  foolyfti  verfe  ; 
]?or  1  wyll  fo  provyde, 
That  I  wyll  have  you  ferce. 
And  when  your  ferce  is  had. 
And  all  your  warre  is -done. 
Then  fhall  yourfelf  be  glad, 
"To  end  that  you  begonne. 
For  if  by  chaunce  I  wrnne, 
Your  perfonne  in  the  feilde, 
To  late  then  you  come  in 
Your  fclfe  to  me  to  yelde. 
S'or  I  will  ufe  my  power. 
As  capfayne  full  of  rayghte  ; 
.And  luch  I  will  devoure, 
As  t;fe  to  fhew  my  fpyghte. 
And  for  becaufe  you  gave 
-IVIe  cheke  in  your  degree  ; 
"This  vantage  lo  1  have. 
Now  check  and  guarde  to  thee 
Defend  it  if  thou  may, 
Stand  flyffe  in  thyne  eflate  ; 
For  fure  I  will  alTay, 
if  I  can  geve  the  mate. 


THE   WORKS    OF    S  tr  R  U  E  t. 

1  fee  (what  woulde  you  more)  (lode  never  man  fH 

fure. 
On  womans  woord,  but  wifedome  vi^ould  inllrua; 
it  to  endure. 


wC  warding  to  the  Laver,  ho*ut  he  is  abufid  by  hh  Love, 

To  dearly  had  I  boughte  my  grene  and  youthful 

yeres, 
If  in  myne  age  I  coulde  not  fynde,  when  craft  fbr 

love  apperes.  [reft, 

And  feldome  though  I  come  in  Court  among  the 
Yet  can  I  iudge  in  colours  dymme,  as  deep  as  can 

the  bell. 
Where  grief  tormentes  the  man  that  fuifereth  fe- 

cret  fmart. 
To  breake  it  fourth  unto  fome  frendc,  it  cafeth 

well  the  heart : 
So  fland  it  now  with  me,  (foi  my  beloved  frend) 
This  cai'e  is  thine,  for  wliom  I  feel  luch  torments 

of  my  myncie  ; 
And  for  thy  fake,  I  burne  fo  in  my  fecret  brefte, 
That  tyll  ttiou  know  rrty  whole  difeafe,  my  heart 

can  have  no  reft. 
1  fee  how  thyne  abufe  hath  wrefted  fo  thy  wittes, 
'i  hat  all  it  yelues  to  thy  defire,  and  foiknves  thee 

by  llttcs. 
Where  thou   haft   loved  fo  long,  with  heart  and 

all  thy  power,  [devour  ; 

I  fee  thee  ftd  with  fayned  wordes,thy  freedom  to 
■1  know,  (though  fhc  fay  nay,  and  would  it  well 

withllande, 
When  in  her   grace',  thou  yeldeft  thee  moft,  Ihe 

bare  thee  but  in  hand  ; 
J  fee  her  pleafant  chere,  in  chiefeft  of  thy  ftiite, 
■When  thou  art  gone,  I  fee    him  come,  that  ga- 

ihei  s  up  the  fruite  ; 
And  eke  in  thy  refpcd,  I  fee  the  bafe  degree, 
KM  him  to  whum  fhc  gave  the  hart,  that  promifcd 

was  to  thee. 


Thefotfalen  Lawr  defcriheth,  and farfaheth  Love, 

O  Lothfome  place  where  I, 
'  Have  feene  and  heard  Jiiy  dere  ; 
When  in  my  hart  her  eye. 
Hath  made  her  thought  appcre. 
By  glinfing  with  fuch  grace. 
As  fortune  it  ne  woulde 
That  laften  any  fpace, 
Between  us  longer  Ihoulde. 
As  fortune  did  advance. 
To  further  my  dtiire, 
Even  fo  hath  fortunes  chaunce, 
Throv/en  allammiddes  themyte. 
And  that  I  have  defer, ed. 
With  true  and  faithful!  hart ; 
As  to  his  handcs  referved, 
That  never  feit  the  finart. 
But  happy  is  that  man, 
That  fcapeth  hath  the  griefs. 
That  love  will  feek.hiracan. 
By  wanting  his  reliefe. 
A  fcourge  to  quiet  myndes. 
It  is  who  taketh  hede  ; 
A  common  plague  tiiat  byndes^ 
A  travel!  without  mede. 
This  gift  it  hath  alfo. 
Who  fo  enjoy es  it  moft, 
A  thbufand  troubles  grow, 
Yo  vex  his  wearied  ghoft. 
And  laft  it  may  not  long, 
Ihe  truefl;  thynge  of  all ; 
And  fure  the  grcateft  wronge. 
That  is  wirhin  thys  thrall. 
But  fince  thou  defert  place, 
Canft  give  me  no  accompte ; 
Of  my  defyred  grace. 
That  I  to  have  was  wont : 
farewell  1   thou  haft  nv.  taughtc. 
To  thinke  nie  not  the  fyrfte. 
That  love  hathe  fet  a  .loft, 
And  .eaftcn  ia  the  duft. 


The  Lo-ver  defcriles  his  refxhjfe  EJIah. 

Aa  ofte  as  I  beholde  and  fe. 

The  foveraigne  beautie  that  me  bounde. 

The  nier  my  comforte  is  to  me, 

Alas  :  the  frefher  is  my  wound. 

As  ilanie  doth  quench  by  rage  of  fire, 

And  running  ftremes  confumesby  rainej 

So  doth  the  fight  that  1  defire, 

Appeafe  my  griefe  and  deadly  paine. 

Firft  when  I  law  thofe  chryflal  ftremes 

Whofe  beauty  made  my  mortal!  wound'e4! 

I  little  thoughte  within  her  beames  * 

te  fwete  a  venom  to  be  fuunce. 
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But  wllfull  Will  did  pricks  me  forth, 
And  blinde  Cupid  did  whippe  and  guyde; 
Force  made  me  take  my  grief  in  worili 
My  Iruitkffe  hope  my  harmc  did  hide. 
As  cruel  waves  full  oft  be  founde, 
Againft  the  rockes  do  rore  and  cry, 
So  doth  my  hart  full  oft  rebound, 
Againft  my  bteft  ful  bitterly. 
T  fall  and  fe  mine  own  decay, 
As  one  that  beares  flame  in  hisbrcft; 
Forgets  in  paine  to  put  away, 
The  thinge  that  bredeth  mir.e  unreft. 


TLe  Lover  excufeth  hlmfelf  tffufpeSled  chancre. 

Though  I  regarded  not 

The  promife  made  by  me, 

Or  paffed  not  to  fpot 

My  faith  and  honeftie  ; 

Yet  were  my  fanfie  ftrange, 

And  wilful  will  to  wite ; 

If  I  loughte  now  to  change 

A  lalkon  for  a  kite. 

All  men  might  well  difpraife 

My  wit  and  enterprife, 

If  I  efteemed  a  pefe 

Above  a  pearle  in  price  : 

Or  judged  the  owle  in  fight. 

The  fparhauke  to  excell ; 

Which  flyeth  but  in  the  night  , 

As  all  men  know  righte  well. 

Or  if  I  foughte  to  faile, 

Into  the  brittle  porte; 

Where  anker  hold  doth  faile, 

To  fuch  as  do  refort ; 

And  leave  the  haven  fure, 

Where  blowes  no  blufliing  winds; 

Nor  uckeenefTe  in  ure 

So  farforth  as  I  iinde. 

No,  think  me  not  fo  iighte, 

Nor  of  fo  churlifii  kinde. 

The  ugh  it  lay  in  my  wighte. 

My  boundage  to  unbinde  : 

That  I  woiilde  leave  the  kincle 

'I'o  hunt  the  ganders  fo. 

No,  no,  I  have  no  mindc 

To  make  exclianges  fo  ; 

J-Jor  yet  to  change  at  all, 

For  thinke  it  may  not  be. 

That  i  fliouldc  feke  to  fall 

Ficm  my  felicitie. 

Delirous  for  to  win, 

^\nd  loth  for  to  forgo, 

Or  new  change  to  begin. 

How  may  all  this  be  {n\  . 

The  fire  it  cannot  frefe. 

For  it  is  not  his  kinde  ; 

Nor  true  love  cannot  Icfe 

T'he  cnnrrancye  of  niinde  : 

Yet  asfone  fliall  the  fire, 

Want  heate  to  blale  and  burne, 

As  I  in  fuch  defire 

Hjive  once  a  thoyght  to  tisrne. 


A  Carclejfe  Man  f corning  and  defcrlh'ing  thefuttk  ufage 
of  IVomen  to-wards  their  Lovers. 

Wkapt  in  me  careleffe  cloke,  as  I  walk  to  and 

fro, 
I  fee  how  love  can  Ihew  what  force  there  reign- 

eth  in  his  bow. 
And  how  he  ftioteth  eke  a  barty  hart  to  wound ; 
And  where  he  glaunceth  by  again,  that  little  hurt 

is  found. 
For  feldme  is  it  fene  he  wounde  the  harts  alike ; 
The  tone  may  rage,  wheo  tothers  love  is  often 

farre  to  feke  : 
All  this  I  fee  with  more,  and  wonder  thinketh  me, 
How  he  can  flrike  the  one  fo  fore,  and  leave  the 

other  free  ; 
I  fee  that  wounded  wight,  that  fulTcreth  all  this 

wrong, 
How  he  is  fed  with  yeas  and  nays,  and  liveth  al 

to  long 
In  filence,  though  I  kepe  fuch  fecretes  to  my  felf ; 
Yet  do  1  fee  how  flie  fometime  doth  yelde  a  looke 

by  flckh. 
As  though  it  femde,  y  wis  y  will  not  lofe  the  fo. 
When  in  her  hart  f»  fwete  a  thought  did  never 

truly  grow ; 
Then  fay  I  thus,  alas,  that  man  is  farre  from  blifle 
'I'hat  doth  receive  for  his  relief  none  other  game 

but  this ; 
And  flie  that  fedes  him  fo,  I  fele  and  find  it  plain, 
U  but  to  glory  in  her  power,  that  over  fuch  can 

raigne ; 
Nor  are  fuch  graces  fpent,  but  when  flie  thinks 

that  he 
A  wery  man  is  fully  bent  fuch  fancies  to  let  flee. 
Then  to  retaine  him  flill,  (he  wreftcth  new  her 

grace; 
And  fmileth  lo  as  though  fhe  woulde  forthewith 

the  man  embrace  : 
But  when  the  proofe  is  made  to  try  fuch  lokes 

withall, 
He  findeth  then  the  place  alvoide,  and  frighted 

full  of  Gall  : 
Lord  what   abufe  is  this !  who  can  fuch  women 

praife  ? 
That  for  theire  glory  do  devife  to  ufe  fuch  craf- 
ty ways  :  [rowie, 
I  that  amonge  the  reft,  do  fit   and   marke    the 
Find   that    in   her  is  greater    crafte   then  is    in 

twenty  moe, 
Whofe  tender  years,  alas !  with  v/iles  fo  y/el  arc 

fped. 
What  will  file  do,  v/hen  hory  hcares,  are  pow- 
dered in  her  hedj' 


Aii  Anftuere  in  the  hchalf  vf  a  IVoman  of  an  uncer-' 
tain  Auiihor. 

Girt  in  my  giltles  gowne,  as  I  fit  here  'ind  fow 
I  fee  that  thinges  are  not  in  dede  as  to  the  out- 
■w^rde  {how.  [what  nere 

And  who  fo  lift  to  lokej  and  note  thinges  fome.. 
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Shal  find  wher  plalnefie  femes  to  haunt,  nothing 

but  craft  appear : 
For  with  indifferent  eyes  my  felf  can  well  difcernc, 
How  fom  to  guide  a  fhip  in  ftormes  feke  for  to 

taike  the  fterne  j 
Whofe  praftice  it  were  proued  in  calme  to  flere  a 

barge, 
Affuredly  believ  it  well  it  were  to  great  a  charge  : 
And  feme  I  fe  again  fit  ftili  and  fay  but  fmall, 
That  coulde  do  ten  times  more  then  they  that  fay 

they  can  do  all ; 
Whofe    goodly  giftes  are  fuch,    the  more  they 

underftand. 
The  more  they  feke  to  learne   and  know,  and 

take  lefe  charge  in  hand. 
And  to  declare  more  plam  the  time  fleets  not  fo 

faft, 
But  I  can  bear  full  well  in  mind  the  fong  now 

fong  and  part, 
The  aucStor  whereof  ceme  wrapt  in  a  crafty  cloke. 
With  will  to  force  a  flaming  fire,  where  he  could 

raife  no  fmoke ; 
If  power  and  will  had  joined,  as  it  appereth  plaine. 
The  tiuth  no  right  had  tane  no  place  their  ver- 

tues  had  been  vain, 
So  that  you  may  perceive,  and  I  may  falfly  fe 
The  innocent  that  giltleffe  is,  condempned  fliould 

have  be. 


7i>e  Conflant  Lover  Lamenthf 

Sins  fortunes  wrath  envieth  the  welth 
Wherein  I  raigned  by  the  fight 
Of  that,  that  fed  mine  eyes  by  ftelth. 
With  fowre,  fwete,  dread  and  delight. 
Let  not  my  griefe  move  you  to  mone. 
For  I  will  wepe  and  wailc  alone. 
Spjte  drave  me  into  Boreas  raigne, 
Where  hoary  froftes  the  fruites  do  bite, 
When  hills  were  fpread,  and  every  plaine 
With  flormy  winters  mantle  white, 
And  yet  my  dere  fuch  was  my  heate, 
When  others  freaze  then  did  I  fweate. 
And  now,  though  on  the  Cunne  I  drive, 
Whofe  fervent  flame  ail  thinges  decaies, 
His  beames  in  brightneffe  may  not  flrive. 
With  light  of  your  fwete  golden  rayes  ; 
Nor  from  my  brefle  this  heate  remove, 
The  frozen  thoughtes  graven  by  love. 
He  may  the  waves  of  the  fait  floode 
Quench  that  your  beautie  fet  on  fyre, 
For  though  myne  eyes  forbeare  the  foode, 
That  dyd  relieve  the  hot  defire  : 
Such  as  I  was,  fuch  will  I  be, 
Your  owne,  what  woulde  you  more  of  me  ? 


A  Song  ivritten  by  the  Earle  of  Surrey,  by  a  Lady 
that  refufed  to  Daaitce  -with  him, 

EcHE  beall  can  choofe  his  fere  according  to  his 

mynde,. 
And  eke  can  fliewe  a  friendly  chcre  lyke  to  their 

bcaflly  kynde; 


OF   SURREY". 

A  lyon  faw  I  late  as  whyte  as  any  fubwe, 
Which  femed  well  to  leade  the  race,  his  port  the 

fame  did  fhowe  : 
Upon  the  gentle  beaft  to  gaze  it  pleafed  me. 
For  ftill  me  thoughte  he  feemed  well  of  noble 

bloud  to  be. 
And  as  he  praunced  before,  flill  feeking  for  a  make, 
As  who  would  fay,  there  is  none  here,  I  trowe 

will  me  forfake ; 
I  might  perceive  a  woolfe  as  white  as  whales  bone, 
A  fairer  beafte,  of  freflier  hue  beheld  I  never  none, 
Save  that  her  lookes  were  coy,  and  froward  eke 

her  grace, 
Unto  the  whiche  this  gentle  beaft  gan  him  avaunce 

apace. 
And  with  a  becke  full  lowe  he  bowed  at  her  feete. 
In  humble  wife,  as  who  wouJde  fay,  I  am  too 

farre  unmeete. 
But   fuch   a  fcornfuU  chere  wherewith  flie  him 

rewarded, 
Was  never  feene  I  trowe  the  like  to  fuch  as  well 

defer  ved. 
With  that  (lie  flart  afyde well neere afoot  or  twaine, 
And  unto  him  thus  gan  flie  fay  with  fpyte  and 

great  difdaine, 
Lyon  flie  faide,  if  thou  hadeft  known  my  mind 

before. 
Thou  hadft  not  fpent  thy  travaOe  thus,  nor  all 

thy  paine  for  lore.  [me. 

Do  way  1  lete  thee,  wete  thou  flialt  not  play  with 
Go  range   about,  where  thou   maift  finde  feme 

meter  fere  for  thee. 
With  that  he  bet  his  tayle,  his  eyes  began  to  flame, 
I  might  perceive  his  noble  heart,  much  moved  by 

the  fame» 
Yet  faw  I  him  refrayne,  and  eke  his  wrath  affwage, 
And  unto  her  thus  gan  he  fay,  when  he  was  paft 

his  rage. 
Cruel  you  do  me  wronge,  to  fet  me-4hus  fo  lighte, 
Without   defert  for  my  good  will,  to  Ihew  mc 

thus  defpyte  ; 
How  can  ye  thus  entreate  a  lyon  of  the  race, 
"That  with  his  pavves,  a  crowned  kynge  devoured 

in  the  place. 
Whofe  nature  is  to  pfey  upon  no  Ample  foode, 
As  long  as  he  may  fucke  the  flefh,  and  drink  of 

noble  bloud. 
If  you  be  fayre  and  frefh,  am  I  not  of  your  hue. 
And  for  my  vaunt  I  dare  well  fay,  my  bloud  is 

not  untrue. 
For  you  yc.urfelf  have  heard,  it  is  not  long  agoe, 
Sith  that  for  love,  oiue  of  the  race  dyd  end  his 

life  in  wo. 
In  tower  ftrong,  and  bye  for  hisaffured  truth. 
Whereas  in  tears  he  fpent  his  breath,  alas  the 

more  the  ruth. 
Thys  gentle  beaile  fo  dyed,  whom  nothing  could 

remove,  [love. 

But  willingly  to  leefe  hys  life  for  lofs  of  his  true 
Other  tliere  be,  whofe  lives  do  linger  flill  in  payne, 
Againft  their  wills  preferved   are,   that  woulde 

have  dyed  fayne. 
But  now  I  do  perceive,  that  nought  it  moveth  you. 
My  good  entent  my  gentle  heart,  nor  yet  my 

kinde  fo  true.  ■ 


SONGES    AND 

But  that  your  will  is  fuch,  to  lure  me  to  the  trade. 
And  other  fome  full  many  yeres  to  trace  by  craft 

ye  made. 
And  thus  behold  our  kyndes  how  that  we  differ 

farre, 
I  feek  my  foes,  and  you  your  frendes  do  threten 

ftill  with  warre. 
I  faune  where  I  am  fed,  you  flay,  that  fekes  to  you, 
I  can  devour  no  yelding  prey,  you  kill  where  you 

fubdue. 
My  kind  is  to  defire  the  honour  of  the  feild, 
And  you  with  bloud  do  flake  your  thyrfte  on  fuch 

as  to  you  yclde  : 
Wherefore  I  woulde  you  wifle,  that  for  your  coy- 

ed  lookes, 
I  am  no  man  that  will  be  trapt,  nor  tangled  with 

fuch  hookes. 
And  though  fome  lufl  to  love,whcre  blan^fuU  well 

they  might, 
And  to  fuch  beaftes  of  current  fort,  that  would 

have  travail  bright ; 
I  will  obferve  the  lawe,  that  nature  gave  to  me, 
To  conquer  fuch  as  will  refift,  and  let  the  reft  go 

free  : 
And  as  a  faulcon  free,  that  foreth  in  the  ayre, 
Which  never  fed  on  hand  nor  lure,  nor  for  no  ftale 

doth  care. 
While  that  I  live  and  breathe,  fuch  fliall  my  cuf- 

tome  be. 
In  wildnefs  of  the  woodes,  to  feek  my  prey  where 

pleafeth  me  : 
Where  many  one  (hall  rue,  that  never  made  offence. 
Thus  your  refufe  againft  my  power,  ftiall  bote 

them  no  defence. 
And  for  revenge  thereof,  I  vow  and  fwear  thereto, 
A  thoufand  fpoyles  I  fhall  commyt,  I  never  thought 

to  doe. 
And  if  to  lyght  on  you  my  luck  fo  good  fhall  be, 
I  ftiall  be  glad  to  feed  on  that,  that  would  have 

fed  on  me. 
Arid  thus  farewelle  unkynd,  to  whom  I  bent  and 

bowe, 
I  would  you  wift,  the  ftiip  is  fafe,  that  bare  his 

fayles  fo  lowe. 
Slth  that  a  lyons  hart,  is  for  a  Wolfe  no  preye. 
With  bloody  mouthe  go  flake  your  thirft  on  limple 

ftiepe  I  fay. 
With  more  defpyce  and  ire,  than  I  can  now  ex- 

preffe. 
Which  to  my  payne,  though  I  refrayn,  the  caufe 

you  jjiay  well  guefs. 
As  for  becaufe  my  felf  was  au(£tour  of  the  fame. 
It  bootes  me  not  that  for  my  wrath,  I  flioulde 

diflurbe  the  fan;ie. 


The  faithfull  Laver  declareth  his  Paynes  and  hjs  un- 
certaine  yoys,  and  ivith  onely  hope  recomfort  fome- 
•what  his  ivofull  heart. 

If  care  do  caufe-  men  crye,  why  do  not  I  com- 

playne 
If  eche  man  do  bewaile  his  wo,   why  fhew  T  not 

my  payne  \ 
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Synce  that  amongft  them  all,  I  dare  well  fay  is  nonei 
So  farre  from  weal,  fo  full  of  woe,  or  hath  more 

caufe  to  mone. 
For  all  thinges  haveing  life,  fometime  hath  quiet 

reft,  [beaft: 

The  bearing  affe,  the  drawing  oxe,  and  every  other 
The  peafant,  and  the  poft,  that  ferves  at  all  affayes. 
The  ftiip  boy,  and  the  galley  flave,  have  time  t» 

take  their  eafe. 
Save  I,  alas  I  whom  care  of  force  doth  fo  conftrayne. 
To  wale  the  day,  and  wake  the  night,  continually 

in  payne. 
From  penfivenefs  to  plaint,  from  plaint  to  bitter 

teares. 
From  teares,  to  paynfull  playnt  againe,  and  thus 

my  life  it  weares. 
Nothyng  under  the  fun,  that  I  can  heare  or  fee, 
But  moveth  me  for  to  bcwayle  my  cruel  deftyny. 
For  where  men  do  rejoyce  (fince  that  1  cannot  fo) 
I  take  no  pleafure  in  that  place,  it  doubleth  but 

my  woe. 
And  when  I  hear  the  found  of  fong  or  inftrument 
Methinke  eche  tune  there  doleful!  is,  and  helps, 

me  to  lament; 
And  if  1  fee  fome  have  theyre  moft  defyred  fyghf  e, 
Alas!  thynke  I,  eche  man  hath  weale  fave  1  moih 

wofuU  Wyghte. 
Then  as  the  ftricken  deere,  withdrawes  himfelf 

alone, 
So  da  I  feeke  fome  fecret  place,  where  I  may  make 

my  moane. 
There  do  my  flowing  eyes  fhew  fourthe  my  melt- 
ting  hart. 
So  the  ftremes  of  thofe  two  welles,  right  well  de- 
clare my  fmart. 
And  in  thofe  cares  fo  could  I  force  my  felf  a  heate. 
As  ficke  men  in  theyr  ihaking  fittes  procure  them- 

felfe  to  fweate. 
With  thoughtes  that  for  the  tyme  do  much  ap- 

peafe  my  payne, 
But  yet  they  caule  a  farther  feare,  and  brede  my 

wo  agayne.  [appere 

Methinke  within  my  thought  I  fee  right  playne 
My  hartes  delight,  my  forowes  lethe,  myne  earthly 

goddeffe  here. 
With  everyfundry  grace  that  I  have  feene  her  have. 
Thus  I  within  my  wofuU  breft  her  pifture  paynt 

and  grave  ; 
And  in  my  thought  I  role  her  beauties  too  and  fro. 
Her  laughing  chere,  her  lively  looke,  my  heart 

that  perced  fo. 
Her  ftrangenes  when  T  fued  her  fcrvaunt  for  to  be, 
And  what  fhe  fayde,  and  how  fhe  fmylde,  when 

that  ftie  pitied  me. 
Then  comes  a  fodyane  feare  that  rueth  all  my  refl-. 
Left   abfence   caufe  forgetfulnes  to  finke  within 

her  breft.  [divyde. 

For  v/hen  1  thinke  how  farre  this  earth  doth  us 
Alas,  me  femes  love  throws  me  downe,  I  fele  how 

that  1  Aide  : 
But.  when  I  thinke  agayne,  why  (hould  I  thus  mif- 

truft,  [juft. 

So  fwete  a  wight,  fo  fad  and  wife,  that  is  fo  true  and 
For  loth  {he  v/as  to  love,  and  wavering  is  fhe  not. 
The  farther  off  the  more;  defyrde,  thus  lovers  tye 

tlievr  I'.not ; 
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So  in  dif[.ayre  and  hoape  plunged  am  I  both  up 
and  downe. 

As  is  the  fhip  with  wind  and  wave,  wiien  Nep- 
tune lift  to  frowne. 

But  as  the  watery  fliowcrs  delay  the  rajring  wind. 

So  doth  good  hoape  cleane  put  away  difpayre  out 
of  my  mynde ; 

And  byddes  for  to  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently, 

For  what  wot  I  the  after  weak  that  fortune  wiles 
to  me. 

For  thofe  that  care  do  knowe,  and  tailed  have  of 
trouble, 

When  paffed  is  theyr  wofuU  payne,  eche  joy  fhall 
feme  them  double  : 

And  bytter  fendes,  fhe  now  to  make  nie  taftc  the 
better, 

The  pleafant  fwete  when  that  it  comes  to  make  it 
feem  the  fweter. 

And  fo  determine  1  to  fcrve  until  my  breath. 

Yea  rather  dye  a  thoufand  timts  ihan  once  to  falfe 
my  fayth. 

And  if  my  cook  corps  through  weight  of  wcfull 
fmart,  [hart. 

Do  fayk  or  faint,  my  will  it  is  that  ftill  fhe  kepe  my 

And  when  this  carcas  here  to  earth  fliall  be  refard, 

1  do  bequeath  my  werisd  ghoft  to  ferve  her  after- 
ward. 


The  meanes  to  altayns  happy  Life, 

Martiall  the  thingea  that  doe  attayiie 
The  happy  lyfe,  be  thefe  I  fynde, 
The  riches  left,  not  got  Vi^ith  payne, 
The  fruitfsili  grounde,  the  quiet  mynde, 
The  egall  fcend  no  grudge  no  llrife, 
No  charge  of  ruk  nor  governaance  ; 
.''/Vithout  difeaie  the  healthful  lyfc, 
The  houfliold  of  continuance. 
The  meane  dyet  no  dehcate  fare, 
True  wifdome  joynde  with  fimplenefle  ; 
The  night  difcharged  of  all  care, 
Where  wine  the  witte  may  not  oppreffs. 
The  faithfuU  wyfe  without  debate, 
Such  flepe  as  may  beguile  the  night, 
Contented  with  thli;e  owne  eO;ate, 
Ne  wilh  fur  death,  ne  feare  his  might. 


Pravft  of  meane  dnd  corjlant  ejlute. 

Of  thy  lyfe  Thomas,  this  compafTe  well  marke 
Not  aye  with  full  fiiks  the  bye  feas  to  bt-ate, 
Ne  by  coward  dred,  in  flionning  ftoniKs  datke, 
On  fliallowe  fhcres  thy  keel  in  perill  fret. 
Who  fo  gladly  halfeth  the  golden  meane, 
"Voide  of  daungers  advifedly  hath  his  home, 
Not  with  lothfome  niuckc  as  a  den  uneleane, 
Nor  palace  like,  whereat  difdayne  may  glome. 
The  lofty  pyne  the  great  wind  often  rives, 
With  vioieiuer  fwey  fsdne  turrets  llepe, 
Ijightnings  affaure  tiie  high  mountaines  and  cilves, 
-A  hart  well  flayde,  in  overthsxarlej  depe, 


Hoapeth  amendcs,  in  fwete,  doth  feare  the  fowejF, 
God  that  fendeth,  withdraweth  winter  fharpe, 
No  will  not  aye  thus,  once  Phebus  to  lowre. 
With  bowe  unbent,  Ihall  cefie  and  frame  to  harp, 
His  voyce  in  ftrayte  eftatc  appeare  thou  ftoute 
And  fo  wifely,  v/lien  iacky  gale  of  winde 
All  thy  pult  fayks  fliall  fill,  looke  well  about. 
Take  in  a  rift,  hafl:  is  wail,proofe  dothe  finde. 


Pra'ifes  of  certain  Pfalmes  of  David  tranflated hy  Sir 
■     T.  W.  t/ie  4Uer. 

Tn  E  great  Macedon,  that  out  of  Perlia  chafed 
Darius,  of  whofc  huge  powers  all  Afie  rong. 
In  the  riche  arke  Dan  Homers  rimes  he  placed, 
Wo  feigned  ge{L°s  of  heathen  princes  fong, 
What  holy  grave,  what  worthy  fepulchre 
To  Wyatespfalmsfhi/uldChriftians  then  purchafe  ; 
Where  he  doth  paint  the  ly  vely  faith  and  pure, 
Ihe  fledfaft  hope  the  fweete  returne  to  grace. 
Of  juft  David  by  perfite  penitence, 
where  rulers  may  f^e  in  a  myrrour  clear, 
The  bytter  fruite  of  falfe  concupifcence, 
How  Jewry  bought  Urias  death  ful  deare. 
In  princes  hartes  Gods  fcourge  emprinted  depCj 
Ought  them  awake  out  of  their  Hufuil  flepe. 


Of  the  Death  cf  the  fame  Sir  T.  W. 

DivFRs  thy  death  do  dyverfly  bemone, 
Some  that  in  prefencc  of  thy  iivelihed 
Lurked,  whofe  breftcs  envy  with  hate  had  fwolne, 
Yield  Ctafars  feares  upon  Pompeushed, 
Some  that  watched  with  the  murderers  knife. 
With  eager  thyrft  to  drinke  thy  giltleffe  blood, 
whofe  pradlife  brake  by  happy  end  of  lyfe, 
With  envious  teares  to  heare  thy  fame  fo  good. 
But  i,  that  knew  what  harbred  in  that  hed 
What  vertues  rare  were  tempred  in  that  brell, 
Honour  the  place  that  fuch  a  jewel  tred. 
And  kiffe  the  ground  wberas  the  corps  doth  reft, 
With  vapourd  eyes,  from  whence  fuch  ftreameS 

avayk. 
As  Pyramus  did  on  Thiibcs  breft  bewayle. 


Of  the  fame. 

Wyat  reflefh  here,  that  quicke  could  never  refc, 
Whofe  heavenly  gyft-es  encreafeth  by  difdayne,  ' 
And  vertne  fanke  the  deper  in  his  breft. 
Such  profit  he  by  envy  could. obtayn. 

A  hed,  where  wifdome  mifteries  did  frame, 
Whofe  hammers  bet  flyll  in  that  hvely  braine". 
As  on  a  ftythe,  where  that  fome  worke  cf  fam'e 
Was  dayly  wrought,  to  turn  to  Eritaines  gayne. 

A  vilage  flerne,  and  milde,  wh^re  both   did 
growe, 
Vyce  to  contemne,  in  virtue  to  rejoyce  : 
Amyd  great  flormes,  whom  grace  afTured  fo 
To  live  upright,  and  fm.ik  at  fortunes  ehoyz* 


SONGES    AND    SONETTES. 


Cc^T 


Ahand,tliat  tauglit  what  might  '^e  fayd  in  ryme 
That  reft  Chaucer  the  glory  of  his  wit. 
A  marke,  the  which  (unparfited,  for  time) 
Some  may  approche,  but  never  none  fliall  hit. 

A  tong,  that  ferved  in  forein  realmes  his  kinjj, 
Whofe  courteous  talke  to  verttie  did  infJame, 
Eche  noble  hart,  a  woorthy  guydeto  bring 
Our  Englifh  youth,  by  travayle  unto  fame. 

An  eye  whofe  judgment  none  affeft  could  blind, 
Friendes  to  allure  and  foes  to  reconcyle  ; 
Whofe  piercing  looke  did  reprefen:  a  mynde 
With  vertue  fraught,  repofed  voyd;  of  guyie. 

A  hart,  where  dreade  was  never  fo  impreft, 
To  hydethe  thought, thatmight  the  trouth  avaunce 
In  neyther  fortune  loll,  nor  yet  repreft, 
To  fwell  in  welth,  or  yield  unto  rnifchaunce, 

A  valiant  corps,  where  force  and  beauty  met, 
Happy,  alas !  too  happy,  but  for  foes, 
Lived,  and  ran  the  race,  that  nature  fet. 
Of  manhodes  Ihape,  where  fte  the  mold  did  lofc. 

But  when  to  the  heavens  that  fimple  foule  is  fle J 
Which  left  with  fuch,  as  covet  Chrilt  to  knowe, 
Witnefs  of  faith,  that  never  Taal  be  dead  ; 
Sent  for  our  health,  but  not  received  fo. 
Thus  for  our  gilt,  this  jewel- have  we  loft. 
The  earth  his  bones,  the  heavens  poffcile  his  ghoil. 


Of  the  fame. 


In  the  rude  age  when  knowledge  vi^as  not  ryfe. 
If  Jove  in  Crete  and  other  were  that  taught. 
Arts  to  convert  to  profile  of  our  lyfe. 
Wend  after  death  to  have  theyr  temples  fought^ 
If  vertue  yet  no  voyde  unthankful!  tymes, 
Fay  led  of  fome  to  blaft  her  endlefs  fame, 
A  goodly  meane  both  to  deterre  from  crime, 
And  to  our  fteppes  our  fequele  to  enflame  : 
In  daves  of  truth  if  Wyates  frendes  them  wayle, 
'Ihe  only  det  that  dead  or  quick  may  clayme. 
That  rare  wit  fpent,  employed  to  our  avayle. 
Where  Chrift  is  taught  we  led  to  vertues  trayne. 
Ris  lively  face  their  breaftes  how  did  it  freat, 
Whofe  cyndiesyet,  with  envy  they  do  eate. 


0f  Sardanapaluf  dljhonorable  life,  and  mlferahle  death, 

Thassirian  king  in  peace,  with  foule  defyre, 
And  filthy  lulles,  that  llaynde  his  rcgall  hart. 
In  warre  tha"  fliould  fet  princely  heartes  on  fyre, 
Did  yeld,  vanquiiht  for  want  of  marcial  arte, 
The  dynt  of  fwordes  from  kilTes  feraed  ftrange, 
And  harder,  than  his  ladies  fyde,  his  targe. 
From  glutton  feaftes,  to  fouldiers  fare,  a  change, 
His  helmet,  farre  above^  a  garlandcs  charge. 
Who  fcafe  the  name  of  manhood  did  retaine, 
Drenched  in  llouth,  and  womannifh  delight, 
Feble  of  fprite,  impacient  of  payne. 
When  he  had  loft  his  honour,  and  his  right 
Proud  time  of  wealth,  in  ftormes  appalled  v/Ith 

dread, 
Murthered  htmfelfe,  to  flicwe  feme  manfuJl  dede. 


Haiv  no  age  is  content  luith  his  e-wne  ejlate,  andho-w  the 
age  of  Childrsti  is  the  happieji  if  they  bad  fkill  /»• 
undeifgnd  it. 

Layd  in- my  <juiet  bed,  in  ftudy  as  I  were 
I  iav/  v»itain  my  troubled  head,  a  heap  of  thoughts- 
appear, 
And  every  thought  did  fhew  fo  lyvely  in  myne. 

eyes,. 
That  ncv/  1  fight,  and  then  I  fmilde,  as  caufe  of 

thoughts  did  ryfe. 
I  fawe  the  little  boy,  in  thought  how  oft  that  he 
Did  wifhe  of  God,  to  fcape  the  rod,  a  tall  young; 

man  to  be, 
The  young  man  eake  that  feks  his  bones  witk 

paines  oppreft 
How  he  would  be  a  ricbe  old  man,  to  live  and 

lye  at  reft  ?  [fore^ 

The  riche  olde  man  that  fees  his  end  draw  on  fo 
Hov/  he  would  be  a  boy  againe  to  live  fo  much 

the  more.  [three. 

Whereat  full  oft  I  fmylde,  to  fee  how  all  thofe 
From  boy  to  man,  from  man  to  boy,  would  chop 

and  change  degree. 
Ajid  muCng  thus,  1  think,  the  cafe  is  veryftrange. 
That  man  from  wealth,  to  live  in  wo,  doth  ever 

feke  to  change, 
Thus  thoiightfull  as  1  lay,  T  iiwe  roy  withered  ikyn, 
Kow  it  doth  fliew  my  dented  chewes,  the  flefti 

was  worn  fo  thin. 
And  eke  my  totheiefs  chaps,  the  gates  of  my  right 

way, 
That  opes  and  fiiuttes,  as  I  do  fpeak,  do  thus  unto 

me  fay; 
The  white  and  horifli  heres,  the  meffengersof  age. 
That  Cciew  like  lines  of  true  belief,  that  this  life 

doth  affuage, 
Biddes  the  lay  hand,  and  feele  them  hanging  on 

thy  c!-iin. 
The  whiche  doth  write  to  ages  pafi,  the  third  nov/ 

coming  in,  [tymc. 

Hang  up  therefore  the  bitte,  of  thy  yong  wanton 
And  thou  that  therein  beaten  art,  the  happieft  life 

defyne  :  [toye,. 

Whereat  I  fighed,  and  fayde,  farewell  my  wonted 
Truffc  up  thy  packe^  aud  trudg;  from  me  to  everj' 

little  boy, 
And  tell  them  thus  from  me,  their  time  moft  hap- 
py is,  _ 
If  to  theyr  time  they  reafon  had,  to  know  ths- 

truth  of  this. 


Bonum  ejl  mihi  quod  humiliafi  me. 

Tke  ftormes  are  paft,thefe  clouds  are  over  blowne. 
And  humble  chere,  great  vigour  hath  reprefl, 
For  the  defauUe  is  fee  apayne  for  knowne, 
And  patience  graft  in  a  determed  breft-. 
And  iit  the  heart  -where  heapes  of  griefet  werf 

.  growne 
I'he  fwete  revenge  has  planted  mirth  and  reftj 
No  coiapany  fo  pleafict  as  mine  owne, 


Cos 
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Thraldom  at  large,  hath  made  this  prifon  free, 
Panger  well  paft  remembred  workes  delight. 
Of  lingering  doubles  fuche  hope  is  fprong  pardie, 
That  nought  I  fiiide  difpleafant  in  my  fight. 
But  when  my  glaffe  prefented  unto  me. 
The  curelefs  wound  that  bledith  day  and  night, 
To  think  (alas)  fuch  hap  ftiould  graunted  be ; 
Unto  a  wretch  that  hath  fo  oft  been  fticd, 
For  Britannes  fake  (alas)  and  now  is  ded. 


Exhortation  to  leartte  by  others  trouble. 

Mv  Ratclif,  when  thy  recheleffe  youth  ofFendes, 
Receive  thy  fcourge  by  others  chaftifement, 
For  fuch  calling,  when  it  woorkes  none  amendes 
Then  plages  are  fent  without  advertifement ; 
Yet  Salomon  fayd,  the  wronged  ftiall  recure, 
Bnt  Wyat  faid  true,  the  fcarre  doth  aye  endure. 


"The  fttnfie  of  a  -wearied  Lever^ 

The  fanfy,  which  that  I  have  ferved  long. 
That  hath  alway  been  enemy  to  myne  cafe, 
Semed  of  late  to  rue  upon  my  wrong, 
And  badde  me  flye  the  caufe  of  my  mifcafe. 
And  I  furthwith  did  preafe  out  of  the  throng. 
That  thought  by  flight  my  painfull  heart  to  plcafc 
Some  other  way,  till  I  faw  faith  more  ftrong. 
And  to  my  felf  I  faid,  alas,  thofe  dayes 
In  vain  were  fpent,  to  runne  the  race  fo  long. 
And  with  that  thought,  1  met  my  guyde,  that 

plaine. 
Out  of  the  way  wherein  I  wandered  wrong, 
Brought  me  amiddes  the  hiiles  in  bafe  Bullayne, 
Wherein  I  am  now,  as  reftlefs  to  remayn, 
Againft  my  will,  full  pleafed  with  my  payn. 


DIDO  AND  AENEAS  GOING  TO  THE  FIELD, 


DIDO  AND  AENEAS  GOING  TO  THE  FIELD  *; 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THF    FOURTH    BOOK    OF   VIRGIL's    ENEIDE. 


At  the  tlirefliold  of  her  chamber  dore 
The  Carthage  lords  did  on  the  quene  attend  ; 
The    tiampling    deed,    with    gold    and    purple 

trapt. 
Chawing  the  foaming  bit  ther  fcrcely  ftood. 
Then  iffued  fhe,  awayted  with  great  train. 
Clad  in  a  cloke  of  Tyre  embroider'd  rich. 
Her  quiver  hung  behind  her  back,  her  trefle 
Knotted  in  gold,  her  purple  vefture  eke 
Buttned  with  gold.  The  Trojans  of  her  train 
Before  her  go,  with  gladfome  lulus, 
JEneas  eke,  the  goodlieft  of  the  route, 
Makes  one  of  them,  and  joyneth  clofe  the  throng. 
Like  when  Apollo  leaveth  Lycia, 
His  wintring  place,  and  Xanthus'  flood  likewife 
To  vifit  Delos,  his  mother's  manfion. 
Repairing  eft  and  furnifhing  her  quire : 
The  Candians  and  the  foike  of  Driopes 
With  painted  Agathyrfies,  Ihoute  and  crye. 


Environing  the  altars  round  about ; 

When  that  he  walkes  upon  Mount  Cynthus*  top 

His  fparkled  treffe  repreft  with  garlandes  fofte. 

Of  tender  leaves,  and  truffed  up  in  golde ; 

His  quivering  darts  clattering  behind  his  baclte. 

So  frefli  and  luftie  did  ^neas  feme — 

But  to  the  hills  and  wild  holtes  when  they  came,' 

From  the  rockes  top  the  driver  favage  rofe. 

Loe  from  the  hills  above,  on  thother  fide. 

Through   the  wide  lawns  thy  gan  to  take  their 

courfe. 
The  hartes  likewife,  in  troops  taking  their  flight, 
Rayfing  theduft,  the  mountain  fail  forfake. 
The  childe  lulus,  blithe  of  his  fwift  fteede 
Amids    the   plain,   now    pricks    by    them,   now 

thefe ; 
And  to  encounter,  wiftieth  oft  in  minde, 
The  foming  boar  infleede  of  fearful  beafts, 
Or  lion  browne,  miglit  from  the  hill  defcend. 


DIDO'S  PASSION,  AND  ITS  EFFECTES  ON  THE  RYSINGE  CITIE, 

FROM  THE   SAME  BOOK. 


And  when  they  all  were  gone. 

And  the  dimme  moon  doth  efte  withold  her  light ; 
And  Aiding  ftarres  provoked  unto  flepe. 
Alone  fhe  mourns  within  her  palace  voide, 
And  fits  her  downe  on  her  forfaken  bed  : 
And  abfent  him  flie  heares,  when  he  is  gone, 
And  feeth  eke.     Oft  in  her  cuppe  ftie  holdes 


Afcanlus,  trapped  by  his  father's  forme. 

So  to  begile  the  love  cannot  be  told  ! 

The  turrettes  now  arize  not,  erft  begonne  : 

Neither  the  youth  welde  arms,  nor  they  avance 

The  portes,  ripr  other  mete  defence  for  warr. 

Broken  there  hang  the  workes,  and  myhty  frame 

Of  walks  high  raifed,  thretening  the  fkie. 


*  Tois  and  the  two  following  pieces^  are  noxv  printed^  for  the frft  time,  among  Surrey's  Poem* 
Vol.  I.  ^     .  Q^'^ 


Over  the  tonib   of  1'hofnas  Cler-e^  ^iH't  ^^  Lamhcth   Church,   was  formerly  a 
tablet  with  the  following  epitaph,  written  by  the  Earl  of  Surrey. 


ILpiTAPHieM  Thomje  Clere,  qui  fato  fundus 
eft  1545 1  au(5lore  Henrico  Howard  comite  Surri- 
enfi,  in  cujus  felicis  ingenii  fpecinien  &  fingularis 
facundia;  argumentum  appenfa  fuit,  haic  tabula 
per  W,  Howard,  filiuni  Thomas  nuper  D'ucis  Norf. 
filii  ejufdenx  Henrici  comitis  burricnfis. 

Norfolke  fprung  thee,  Lambeth  holds  thee  dead, 
Clerc  of  the  Count  of  Clereniorit  thou  hight, 
Within  the  womb  of  (Srmond'srace  thou  bred, 
^nd  fawefi  thy  cofin  crowQcd  in  thy  fight ; 


Shelton  for  love,  Surrey  for  Lord  thou  chafe. 
Aye  me  while  IFfe  did  laft  that  league  was  tender 
Tracing  whofe  fteps  thou  faweft  Kelfall  blaze, 
Laundcrfey  burnt  and  batter'd  BuUeyn's  render. 
At  Muttrell  gates  hopelefs  of  alirecure 
Thine  Earl  half  dead,  gave  in  thy  hand  his  will, 
Which  caufe  did  thee  this  pining  death  procure 
Ere  fummers  four  times  feven  thou  couldft  fulfil^ 
Aye  Clere,  if  love  had  booted  care  or  coll; 
Heaven  had  nut  wonne,  nor  earth  fo  timely  lo^ 
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SIR    THOMAS    WYAT. 

Containiog  his 

SOMNETS,  I  IMITATIONSj 

epiSTI.E$,  I  TB.4NSIATI0NJ, 

t^c.  W<;.  £3"^. 
To  which  Is  prefixed 

THE    LIFE    OF  THE    AUTHOR, 


They  with  the  Mufes  who  converfed,  were 
That  princely  Surrey,  early  in  the  time 
Of  the  Eight  Henry,  who  was  then  the  prime 
Of  England's  noble  youth.  With  him  there  came 
Wyat,  with  reverence  whom  we  ftill  do  name 
Amongft  our  poets  :  Bryan  had  a  fhare 
With  the  two  former,  which  accounted  are 
The  time's  beft  makers,  and  the  authors  were 
Of  thofe  fmall  poem?  which  the  title  bear 
Of  Sondes  and  Sonnettes,  wherein  oft  they  hit 
On  many  dainty  paffages  of  wit. 

DRAVTOn's  EIEGY  to  REyNOLDS. 


EDINBURGH: 

FRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
^nno  1 793. 


biR  Thomas  Wyat  was  the  fon  of  Henry  "Wyat,  Efq.  of  AlHngton  Caftle,  in  Kent,  where  he 
was  born,  in  the  year  1503.  He  is  commonly  called  the  elder,  to  diftinguifli  him  from  his  fon,  of 
the  fanie  name,  who  raifed  a  rebellion  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Mary. 

He  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education  at  Cambridge,  and  afterwards  went  to  Oxford,  where 
he  completed  his  fludies  :  But  his  chief  and  moft  fplendid  accomplifhments  were  derived  from  his 
travels  into  various, parts  of  Europe,  which  he  frequently  vifited  in  the  quality  of  an  envoy. 

He  was  the  contemporary  and  friend  of  the  accompliflied  and  high-fpirited  Earl  of  Surrey.  A 
fimilarity,  or  rather  famenefs  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits,  as  it  is  ^  proof,  fo  perhaps  it  was  the  chief  ce- 
ment of  that  inviolable  friendfhip  which  fubfifted  between  them. 

His  wit  and  popular  accomplifhments  rendered  him  one  of  the  brilliant  ornaments  of  the  court  of 
King  Henry  the  Eighth,  which  at  leaft  affedled  to  be  polite  ;  and  as  Henry  did  not  always  aft  from 
cruelty  and  caprice,  he  was  endeared  to  him,  for  his  fidelity  and  fuccefs  in  the  execution  of  public 
bnfinefs,  his  fkill  in  arms,  literature,  familiarity  with  languages,  and  lively  converfation. 

Wood,  who  degrades  every  thing  by  poverty  of  ftyle,  fays,  that  "  the  king  was  in  a  high  manner 
delighted  with  his  "ivlttyjejls."  He  is  reported  to  have  occafioned  the  Reformation  by  a  joke,  and  to 
have  planned  the  fall  of  Cardinal  Wolfey  by  a  feafonable  flory. 

But  he  had  almoft  lofl  his  popularity,  either  from  an  intimacy  with  Queen  Anne  Boleyn,  which 
was  called  a  connexion,  or  the  gloomy  cabals  of  Bifhop  Bonner,  who  could  not  bear  his  political 
fuperiority. 

Yet  his  prudence  and  integrity,  no  lefs  than  the  powers  of  his  oratory,  juftified  his  innocence. 
He  laments  his  fevere  and  unjuft  imprifonment,  on  that  occalion,  in  a  fonnet  addreffed  to  the  brave  ' 
and  accompliflied  Sir  Francis  Bryan  ;  infinuating  his  folicitude,  that  although  the  wound  would  be 
healed,  the  fear  would  remain  ;  and  that  to  be  acquitted  of  the  accufatioa,  would  avail  but  little, 
while  the  thoughts  of  having  been  accufed  were  flill  frefli  in  his  remembrance. 

He  recovered  his  liberty  and  the  king's  favour,  and  was  wife  enough  not  to  interrupt  his  pleafures, 
his  convenience,  or  his  ambition ;  but  fpent  much  of  his  time  at  Allington  Caftle,  which  he  magni- 
ficently repaired  "  for  the  reception,"  fays  Jacob,  "  of  one  of  his  noble  fpirit  and  refined  tafte  of 
life  ;  which  were  more  fuperior  to  his  anceftors  than  his  ftately  manfion,  by  the  coftly  reparations, 
exceeded  the  ancient  ftrudlure." 

In  one  of  his  efijiles  to  Foines,  on  the  life  of  a  courtier,  his  execration  of  flatterers  and  courtiers  is 
contrafted  with  an  entertaining  pidture  of  his  own  private  life  and  rural  enjoymcpts  at  Allington 
Caftle. 

This  is  the  caufe  that  I  could  never  yet 
Hang  on  their  fleeves,  that  weigh,  as  thou  maift  fee, 
A  chip  of  chaunce  more  than  a  pound  of  wit ; 
This  maketh  me  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawkc, 
And  in  fowle  wether  at  my  booke  to  fit ;  \,y. 

In  froft  and  fnowe  then  with  my  bow  to  ftalkej 
No  man  doth  marke  wherefo  I  ride  or  go  ; 
In  lufty  leas  at  hberty  I  walke  : 
And  of  thefe  newes  1  fele  no  weale  nor  wo, 
Save  that  a  clogge  doth  hang  yet  at  my  hclc; 
No  forfe  for  that,  for  it  is  ordered  fo, 
*         That  I  may  leape  both-hedge  and  dike  fijil  wele. 


^14  T  H  E    L  I  F  E    O  P   W  Y  A  Tl 

I*  am  notnow  in  Fraunce.  to  judge  the  wine,  &c. 
But  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Chriftendonie, 
Among  the  mufes,  where  I  reade  and  rime. 

The  «  clogge"  he  complains  ©fj..  probably  alludes  to  fome  office' which  he  ftill  held  at  court,  anj 
which  fometimes  recalled  him,  but  not  too  frequently,  from  the  country. 

It  is  a  common  miftake  of  his  biographers,  that  he  died  abroad  of  the  plague,  in  an  embaffy  to 
Charles  the  tifth.  Being  fent  to  condutfl  that  emperor's  embafiador  from  Falmouth  to  London, from 
too  eager  and  a  needlcfs  defire  of  executing  his  commiffion  with  difpatch  and  punctuality,  he  caught 
a  fever, by  riding  in  a  hot  day;  and  in  his  return,  died  on  the  roa-d  at  Sherborn,  in  the- year  I54Ij 
in  the  38th  year  of  his  age  ;  and  was  buried  in  the  great  abbey  church  of  that  place. 

The  next  year,  Leland  publifhed  a  book  of  Latin  verfes  on  his  death,  intitled,  Nanids  in  mtrfevi 
!r.  Viati,  with  a  wooden  print  of  his  head,  after  a  painting  of  Holbein,  and  the  following  eleganf 
i'nfcription  ilnder  the  head  : 

Holbehus  nitida  pingendi  niaximus  arte, 
Effigiem  expreflit  graphice,  fed  nullus  Apelles 
Exprimet  ingenium  felix,  animumque  Fiati, 

His  poems  were  printed  by  Tottell,  in  his  editions  of  Surrey's  poems,  of  1559  ^^^  1565,  under  the 
title  iif  tbc  Songes  and  Sonneites  of  '-ir  Thomas  Wyat  the  elder,  and  reprinted,  with  the  poems  of  Surrey^ 
iy  Dr.  Sewel,  in  1717  ;  and  are  now  admitted,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collection  of  claffical  En- 
gjifli  poetry. 

The  poetical  pieces  of  Wyat,  and  his  friend  Surrey,  were  in  higJi  reputation  with  their  contempo- 
raries, and  for  many  years  afterwards.  They  are  thus  charatfterifed  by  Puttenham,  the  author  of 
the  old  "  Art  of  Englifti  Poefie,"  whofe  opinion  remained  long  as  a  rule  of  criticifm  :  "  In  the  lat- 
ter end  of  the  fame  kinge's  ( Henry'i)  raigne,  fpronge  up  a  new  company  of  wit  makers,  of  whom 
Sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  elder,  and  Henry  Earle  of  Surrey,  were  the  two  chieftaines ;  who  hivino-  tra- 
vailed into  italic,  and  there  tafled  the  fweete  and  ftately  meafures  and  ftyle  of  the  Italian  poefie,  as^ 
iioviles  newly  crept  out  of  the  fchooles  of  Dante,  Ariofto,  and  Petrarch,  they  greatly  polifhed  our  rude 
and  homely  manner  of  vulgar  poefie  from  that  it  had  been  before,  and  for  that  caufe  may  juftly  be 
fayd  the  firft  reformers  of  our  Englifh  meetre  and  ftyle."  And  again,  "  Henry  Earl  of  Surrey,  and 
Sir  Thomas  Wyat,  between  whom  I  find  very  little  difference,  I  repute  them  (as  before)  for  the  two 
chief  lanternes  of  light  to  all  others  that  have  fince  employed  their  pennes  upon  Englifh  poefie  : 
Their  conceits  were  lofty,  their  flyles  ftately,  their  conveyance  cleanly,  their  terms  proper,  their  mee= 
tre  fweet,  and  well  proportioned;  in  all,  imitating  very  naturally  and  ftudioufly  their  maifter  Fran- 
cis Petrarch."    P.  48 — 50.    Edit.  1589. 

Leland  i&lavifli  in  his  praife,  and  fcruples  not  to  compare  him  to  Dante  and  Petrarch  : 

Let  Florence  fair  her  lyanle  juftly  boaft. 

And  royal  Rome  her  Petrarch's  number 'd  feet ; 
In  Englijh  IVyat,  both  of  them  doth  coaft, 

In  whom  ail  graceful  eloquence  doth  meet. 

In  Surrey's  elegy  on  the  death  of  Wyat,  his  charadler  is  defmeated  in  the  following  nervous  an^ 
manly  quatraines :  °        ^^^^ ''"® 

A  vifage  fterne  and  mild,  where  both  did  growe ; 
Vice  to  contemne,  in  vertue  to  rejoyce  • 
Amid  great  ftormes,  whom  grace  alTured  fo 
To  live  upright,  arid  fmile  at  fortune's  choyce. 


THE    L  I  I-  E    OF    W  Y  A  T.  /^5 

'  "^   '  A  tOUng  that  ferved  in  forein  r^'almes  his  king, 

Whofe  courteous  talk  to  vertiie  did  enflame 
Eche  noble  heart ;  a  worthy  guide  to  briri"; 
Our  Englilh  youth  by  travail  unto  fame  ; 

An  eye,  whofe  judgment  none  affed;  could  blind  ; 
Friend  to  allure,  and  foes  to  reconcile  ; 
Whofe  perfmg  look  did  reprefcnt  a  mindc 
With  virtue  fraught,  rfcpofed,  void  of  gile. 

A  hart,  where  dreade  was  never  fo  impreft 

To  hide  the  thought  that  might  the  truth  advance  J 

in  neither  fortune  loft,  nor  yet  rcpreft, 

To  fwell  in  welth,  or  yeid  unto  mifchance  — 

Thy  fame,  great  Wyat,  fhall  by  all  be  read  ; 
What  vertues  rare  were  temper'd  in  thy  breaft  ! 
Honour  that  England  fuch  a  jewel  bred, 
And  kifs  the  groiind  ^vbereon  thy  corpfe  did  reil. 

it  will  be  fuperfluous  to  tranfcribs  the  panegyrics  of  his  contemporaries,  after  this  encomium  of 
Surrey,  in  which  his  amiable  chara&cr  owes  more  to  truth  than  to  the  graces  of  poetry,  or  to  the 
flattery  rtf  friendfhip. 

It  is  mentioned,  to  his  honoin-,  by  Puttenharh,  that  he  co-operated  with  Surrey  in  corredinfr  the 
toughnefs  of  our  poetic  ftyle.  Ele  certainfy  deferves  equally  of  pbftefity  with  Surrey  for  the  dili- 
gence with  \^^hich  he  cultivated  elegant  literature.  But  in  his  poetical  Capacity,  he  feems  to  have 
wanted  the  judgment  of  his  friend  Surrey,  who,  in  imitating  Petrarch,  refifted  the  contagion  of  his 
conceits.  He  has  more  imitations,  and  even  tranflations  from  the  Italian  poets,  than  Surrey  ;  and  he 
feems  to  have  been  more  fond  of  their  cdnceits.  He  is  confeffedly  inferior  to  hira  in  harmony  of 
numbers,  perfpicuity  of  expreffion,  and  facility  of  phrafeology.  Nor  is  he  equal  to  hini  in  elegance 
of  fentiment,  in  nature  and  fenfibility.  His  feelings  are  difgu'ifed  by  affecStatioh,  and  obfcufed  by  fan- 
taflic  incongruities.  His  declarations  of  paffiori  are  embarraffed  by  wit  and  fancy  ;  and  his  flyle  is 
iiot  inteliio-ible,  in  proportion  as  it  is  carelefs  and  unadorned. 

His  chief  merit  is  of  the  moral  and  didacftic  kind.  His  poems  abound  moVe  in  good  fenfe,  fatire,  and 
obfervations  on  life,  than  in  pathos  and  imagination.  Yet  there  is  a  degree  of  lyric  fweetnefs  in  the 
lines  to  his  lute,  in  which  the  lo-ver  complaineth  the  unMndHefs  of  his  love ;  and  in'  the  little  ode,  or  rather 
epigram  on  his  return  from  Spain  into  England,  there  is  great  fimplicity  and  propriety,  together 
with  a  flrain'  of  poetic  allufion.  In  the  fatiric  vein  of  his  epiJlUs  to  Poines  and  Bryan,  there  is  much 
«f  the  familiar  elegance  of  Horace ;  a  ftyle  of  writing  which  Cowper  has  caught  with  great  faccefsj 
in  his  «  Table  Talk,"  &c,  &c. 

Among  Wyat's  poems,  is  an  unfinifhed  tfanflation,  in  Alexandrian  verfe,  of  the  fong  of  Jopas,  in 
the  firft  book  of  VirgiFs  ^neid.  V/yat's  and  Surrey's  verfions  from  Virgil,  afe  the  firft  regular 
tranflations  in  Englifn  of  an  ancient  claffical  poet.  A  verfion  of  David's  Pfalnis,  by  Wyat,  is  highlf 
extolled  by  Surrey  and  Leland.  But  Wyat's  verfion  of  the  Penitdniial  Pfalms,  feems  to  be  a  feparate 
work  from  his  tranflation  of  the  whole  pfaltery  ;  and  probably  that  which  is  praifed  by  Surrey,  ill 
•the  oAe^intituiti,  Praifeof  eeriatne  Pfalmes  of  Ddvid,tranjlatedbi  Sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  elder  ^  They  Virere 
printed  in  1549.  But  this  verfion,  with  that  of  Surrey,  mentioned  in  his  life,  is  now  loft;  The 
charadef  of  Wyat  has  received  every  poffible  illuftration  from  Lord  Orford  and  Mf.  Warton  ;  aftet 
whofe  difcriminating  touches,  every  ftroke  from  a  cafual  hand  mufl  ferve  rather  to  injure  than  im^ 
prove  the  liken  efs. 

"  Itwas  from  the  capricious  and  over-ftraified  invdntion  of  the  Italian  poets,"  fays  Mr.  Warton, "  that. 
Wyat  was  taught  to  torture  the  paffion  of  love,  by  prolix  and  intricate  comparifons,  and  unnatiiral 
ailuQ'ons.     I  am  of  opinion,  thit  he  miftook  Iiis  talents,  when'  in  compliance, with  the  mode,  he  bs-' 
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came  a  fonnetteer ;  and,  if  we  may  judge  from  a  few  inftances,  that  he  was  likely  to  treat  any  other 
fubjed  with  more  fuccefs  than  that  of  love.  His  abilities  were  feduced  and  mifapplied,  in  fabricat- 
ing fine  fpeeches  to  an  obdurate  miflrefs.  He  appears  a  much  more  picafing  writer,  when  he  moialifes 
on  the  felicities  of  retirement,  and  attacks  the  vanities  and  vices  of  a  court,  with  the  honeft  indigna- 
tion of  an  independent  philofopher,  and  the  freedom  and  pleafantry  of  Horace.  Three  of  his  epif- 
tles  are  profefTedly  written  in  this  ftrain  ;  and  we  muft  regret,  that  he  has  not  left  more  pieces  in  a 
llyle  of  compofition  for  which  he  feems  to  have  been  eminently  qualified." 

To  the  poems  of  Surrey  and  Wyat,  are  annexed,  in  TottcU's  edition,  thofe  of  Unc'ertaine  AuSiours. 
Many  of  thefe  pieces  are  much  in  the  manner  of  Surrey  and  Wyat,  which  was  the  fafhion  of  the 
times.  They  are  all  anonymous;  but  probably  Sir  Francis  Bryan,  George  Boleyn  Earl  of  Rocli- 
ford,  and  Lord  Vaux,  contemporary  rhymers  and  fonnetteers,  were  large  contributers.  Two  ef  them, 
intituled.  The  Aged  Lsver  remunceth  Love,  in  which  are  three  ftanzas  of  the  grave-digger's  fong  in 
Shakcfpear's  Hamlet,  and  The  AJfaulte  of  Cupide,  &c.  arc  the  undoubted  produ<ftion  of  Lord  Vaux; 
"  a  man  of  marvellous  facility  in  vulgar  making." 

The  merit  of  fome  of  thofe  pieces  is  fo  confiderable,  as  to  juflify  a  feleiSlion;  and  the  reader 
owes  to  the  compiler  ©f  thefe  narratives,  whatever  plealure  or  difgult  he  may  have  in  finding  a  fpeci- 
men  of  the  firfl  printed  poetical  mifcellany  in  the  Englilh  language  in  this  colletSion. 

What  has  pleafed  himfelf,  he  has  undertaken  to  recommend  to  others ;  and  as  fenfe  and  genius 
are  not  wanting  in  the  pieces  he  has  endeavoured  to  preferve,  it  will  not  be  fo  much  the  fault  of 
the  writers,  as  of  the  the  language,  if  they  are  not  read  with  pleafure. 

The  ftanzas,  intituled,  A  Praife  of  his  Ladie,h2k\c  that  elegance  which  refults  from  fimplicity.  The 
thoughts  fupport  themfelves,  without  the  affetftations  of  language  ;  and  the  compliments  are  fuch  as 
■would  not  difgrace  the  gallantry  or  the  poetry  of  a  poliflied  age.  Puttenham  fpeaks  highly  of  the 
"  counterfait  aiflion"  in  Lord  Vaux's  AJfaulte  of  Cupide ;  but  there  is  more  poetry  in  fome  of  the  old 
pageants,  than  in  the  contrivance  of  the  allegory  of  this  piece.  In  the  little  ode  intitled  of  his  mif- 
irefs  M.  5.' much  pretty  defcription  and  imagination  is  built  on  the  circumftance  of  a  lady  being 
named  Bayes.  Harpalus's  complaint  oj  Philtidae's  lave  befioived  on  Covin,  is  perhaps  the  firft  example  in 
our  language  now  remaining  of  the  pure  unmixed  palloral ;  and  for  eafe  of  numbers,  elegance  of  ru- 
ral allufion,  and  fimplicity  of  imagery,  excells  every  thing  of  the  kind  in  Spenfer,  who  is  erroneoufly 
ranked  as  our  earlieft;  Englifti  bucolic.  In  the  poem,  intituled,  That  all  things  fametime  finde  eafe  of  their 
faille,  fa-ve  wily  the  lover,  fome  of  the  ftanzas  deferve  attention  for  their  fimple  beauty  and  native  force 
of  expreffion.  In  the  ode,  in  which  The  lover  in  dfpair  lamenteih  his  eafe,  there  is  more  pathos  and  feel- 
ing than  in  any  other  piece  of  the  whole  coUetflion.  The  epigram,  Of  a  neiv  married Jludent,  who 
■wa«  purfuing  his  fludies  fuccefsfully,  but  in  the  midft  of  his  literary  career,  married  unfortunately, 
contains  a  general  joke  on  an  unhappy  match.  It  is,  perhaps,  the  firft  pointed  epigram  in  the  En- 
glilh language ;  and  may  have  fallen  from  the  pen  of  Sir  Thomas  More,  one  of  the  beft  jokers  of 
that  age.  In  the  elegant  little  ode,  intituled,  The  Lever  that  once  difdained  love,  &c.  are  the  two  lines  faid 
to  be  written  by  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  in  a  window,  at  Fotheringay  caftle. 
From  the  toppe  of  all  my  truft, 
Milhap  hath  throwen  me  in  the  duft. 

The  unfortunate  queen  only  quoted  a  diftich  applicable  to  her  fituation,  which  flie  remembered  in 
a  fafiiionaMe  coUedion  of  poems,  perhaps  the  amufement  of  her  youth.  With  the  Songes  and Sonneetes 
of  Uncertain  AuQours,  the  original  editor  has  printed  Sorgcs  -written  by  N.  G.,  the  initials  of  Nicholas 
Grinioald,  who  is  the  fccond  Englifli  poet  after  Surrey  that  w  rote  in  blank  verfe  ;  to  which  he  added 
new  flrength,  elegance,  and  modulation.  As  a  writer  of  verfe  in  thyme  he  yields  to  none  of  his 
contemporaries,  for  a  mafherly  choice  of  chafte  expreffion,  and  the  concife  elegancies  of  didadlic 
verfification.  His  poem  in  Frai/e  of  Meafure  leeping  has  all  the  fmartnefs  which  belongs  to  the  mo- 
dern ftyle  of  fentcntious  poetry.  The  ftanzas  on  the  Nine  Mufes  are  more  poetical,  and  not  lefs  corredl-. 
His  poems  on  the  Death  of  Cicero,  and  the  Death  of  Zoroas,  are  impregnated  almolt  throughout  by  a 
warmth  of  imagination,  and  the  fpirit  of  pathetic  poetry. 

It  v/ou!d  be  unpardonable  to  difmifs  the  poetical  works  of  Wyat  unaccompanied  by  thofe  ad- 
mirable fpecimens  of  ancient  genius,  for  which  Englifh  literature  is  highly  indebted  to  Richard  Tot- 
tell,  v/ho,  at  a  critical  period,  colle&cd  and  prcferved  them  frosi  the  general  depredations  of  timCj 
in  a  printed  yolunie. 


7he  lo-uerfbrjbamefaflnejje  hideth  his  defire  loiihin  his 
faithful  heart. 

The  long  love,  that  in  my  thought  I  harber 
And  in  my  heart  doth  kepe  his  refidence, 
Into  my  face  preafeth  with  bold  pretence. 
And  there  campeth,  difplaying  his  banner ; 
She  that  mc  learnes  to  love,  and  to  fufFer, 
And  willes  that  my  traft  and  luftes  negligence 
Be  reyned  by  reafon,  (hame,  and  reverence 
With  his  hardineffe  takes  difpleafure. 
Wherewith  love  to  the  hartes  foreft  he  fleeth 
Leaving  his  enterprife  with  paine  and  crye, 
And  there  him  hideth  and  not  appeareth, 
What  may  I  do  ?  when  my  maifter  feareth, 
But  in  the  field  with  him  to  live  and  dye, 
For  good  is  the  lyfe,  ending  faithfully. 


The  lot>er  tuaxeth  ivyfer,  and  will  not  dye  for  affec- 
tion. 

Yet  was  I  never  of  your  love  agreved, 

Nor  never  ftiall,  whyle  that  my  life  do.th  laft  ; 

But  of  hating  my  felf,  that  date  is  pad, 

And  tears  continual  fore  hath  me  weried  : 

I  will  not  yet  in  my  greave  be  buried. 

Nor  on  my  tombe  your  name  have  fixed  fali, 

As  cruel  caufe,  that  did  my  fprite  foon  haft, 

From  th'  unhappie  bones  by  great  fyghes  ftyred ; 

Then  if  an  heart  of  amorous  faith  and  will 

Content  your  mind  withouten  doing  grief, 

Pleafe  it  you  fo  to  this  to  do  relief. 

If  otherwyfe  you  feke  for  to  fulfyil 

Your  wrath,  you  erre,  and  fhal  not  as  you  wene, 

And  you  your  felf  the  caufe  thereof  have  bene. 


The  alufed  lover  feeth  hisfoly,  and  inUndslh  to  truji  no 
more. 

Was  never  fyle  yet  half  fo  well  yfyled, 
To  fyle  a  fyle  for  any  fmithcs  entent, 
As  I  was  made  a  fyling  inftrument, 
To  frame  other,  while  that  I  was  begyled, 
But  reafon  loe,  hath  at  my  foly  froyled, 


And  pardoned  me,  fins  that  I  me  repent, 
Of  my  laft  yeres,  and  of  my  tymc  mifpent. 

For  youth  led  me,  and  falftiod  me  mifguyded. 
Yet,  this  truft  I  have  of  great  appearance. 
Sins  that  deceyt  is  aye  returnable. 
Of  very  force  it  is  agreable, 
That  therewithall  be  done  the  recompence, 
Then  gyle  begiled,  plain'd  fliotild  be  never 
And  the  reward  is  little  truft  for  ever. 


The  lover  defctiheth  his  being  friken  •with  fight  of  hi* 
love. 

The  lively  fparkes,  that  iffue  from  thofe  eyes, 

Againft  the  which  there  vaileth  no  defence, 

Have  perft  my  hart,  and  done  it  none  offence. 

With  quaking  pleafure,  mare  than  once  or  twifc 

Was  never  man  could  any  thing  devyfe, 

Sunne  beames  to  turne  with  fo  great  vehemence 

To  dafe  mans  fight,  as  by  their  bright  prefence 

Dafed  am  I,  much  lyke  unto  the  gyfe. 

Of  one  ftriken  with  dint  of  lightening,^ 

Blind  with  the  ftroke,  and  crying  here  and  there ; 

So  call  I  for  help,  I  not  when  or  where. 

The  payn  of  my  fall  paciently  bearing  ; 

For  ftreight  after  the  blafe  (as  is  no  wonder) 

Of  deadly  noyfe  heare  I  the  fearful!  thunder. 


The  laavering  lover  zvilleth  and  dreadeth  to  move  his 
deftre. 

Such  vayn  thought,  as  wonted  to  miflead  mc 

In  defert  hope  by  well  affured  mone. 

Makes  me  from  company  to  live  alone. 

In  following  her,  whom  reafon  biddes  me  flee, 

And  after  her  my  heart  would  fain  be  gone, 

But  armed  fighes  my  way  do  flop  anone, 

Twixt  hope  and  dreade  locking  my  libertie, 

So  fleeth  flie  by  gentle  crueltie, 

Yet  a?  I  geaffe  under  difdainfuU  brow, 

One  beam  of  truthe  is  in  her  cloudy  looke, 

Which  comforts  the  mind,  that  earft  for  fearihoote 

That  boldeft  ftrayght,  the  way  then  feeke  I  how 

To  utter  forth  the  fmart  I  hyde  within, 

Cut  fuch  it  is,  I  not  ho;v  to  begin. 
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The  lo'ucr  having  dreamed  enjoying  of  his  love,  com{>la'in' 
eth  that  the  dreame  is  not  either  longer  or  truer. 

Unstable  dreame  according  to  the  place, 
Be  ftedfaft  ones,  or  els  at  leaft  be  true, 
By  tafted  fvveetnefle,  make  me  not  to  rew, 
By  good  refpedl  in  fuch  a  dangerous  cafe. 
Thou  broughtell,  not  her  into  thefe  toffing  feas, 
But  madeft  my  fpirit  to  live,  my  care  teticreafe, 
My  body  in  temped  her  delight  tembrace. 
The  body  dead,  the  fpryte  had  Kis  defire, 
Painleffe  was  th'  one,  the  other  in  delight, 
Why  then,  alas  !  did  it  not  kepe  it  right, 
But  thus  returne  to  leape  into  the  fyer. 
And  where  it  was  at  willi,  could  not  remaine. 
Such  mockes  of  dreames  do  turn  to  deadly  payne. 


^bc  lover  unhappy^  hiddcth  h'ippy  lovers  rejoice  in  JMay, 
•while  be  ivaylctb  that  uionth  to  him  moll  unluckely. 

Ye  that  in  love  find  lucke  and  fwete  abundance. 
And  live  in  luft  of  joyful  jolitie, 
Aryfe  for  fhame,  do  way  your  fluggardy, 
Arife,  I  fay,  do  May  fome  obfervance, 
l^et  me  in  beds  lye  dreaming  of  mifchaunce, 
I,et  me  remember  my  mifhappes  unhappy, 
That  me  betide  in  May  molt  commonly. 
As  one  whome  love  lift  little  to  advance. 
Stepban-faid  true,  that  my  nativitie 
Mifchaunced  was  with  the  ruler  of  May  : 
He  geft  (I  prove)  of  that  the  veritie 
In  May  welth,  and  eke  my  wittes,  I  fay, 
Have  iland  fo  oft  in  fuch  perplexitie, 
Joy,  let  me  dreame  of  your  felicitie. 


^he  lover  confcjjeih  himfelfin  love  ivith  Phillis, 

If  waker  care,  if  fodayne  pale  colour. 
If  masiy  figlies  with  little  fpeeche  to  plaine. 
Now  joy,  now  wo,  if  they  my  chere  difiaine, 
For  hope  of  fmal,  if  much  to  fear  therefore. 
To  haft  or  flacke,  my  pace  to  leffe  or  more 
Ee  fygne  do  love,  then  to  1  love  againe  : 
If  thou  afke  whome,  fure  fyns  I  did  refrainc, 
'Brunet  that  fet  my  welth  in  fuch  a  rore  ; 
Th'  unfained  chere  of  Phyllis  hath  the  place 
That  Brunet  had.  flie  hath  and  ever  fliall,, 
yhe  from  my  feif  now  hath  me  in  her  grace. 
She  hath  in  hand  my  wit,  my  will  and  all. 
My  heart  alone  wel  woorthy  Ihe  doth  ftay, 
Without  whofe  helpe  Ikant  do  I  live  a  day. 


Of  others  falnedforrozv,  and  the  loners  faincd  mirth, 

Cesar  when  that  the  traitour  of  Egipt 
With  t'  honourable  head  did  him  prefent 
Covering  his  heartes  gladneiTe,  did  reprefent 
Playm;  with  hi;;  tearcs  outward,  as  it  is  writ,. 


Eke  Hanniball,  when  fortune  him  out  thft 
Clene  from  his  reigne,  and  all  his  entent, 
Laught  to  his  folke,  whom  forow  did  formenl;. 
His  cruel  difpite  for  to  difgorge  and  quit, 
So  chaunced  nie,  that  every  paflion 
The  mynd  hydeth  by  colour  contrary. 
With  fained  vifage,  now  fad,  now  wery, 
Whereby  if  that  I  laugh  at  any  feafon, 
It  is  becaufe  I  have  none  other  way 
To  cloakc  my  care,  but  iinder  fporte  and  play. 


Of  change  in  minde. 

EcHE  man  me  tel'th,  I  change  moft  my  devifci 
And  on  my  faith,  methinke  it  good  reafon ; 
To  chaunge  purpofe,  like  after  the  feafon. 
For  in  eche  cafe  to  kepe  ftilf  one  guife. 
Is  mete  for  them,  that  would  be  taken.^wyfe. 
And  I  am  not  of  fuch  maner  condicion. 
But  treated  after  a  divers  fafhion, 
And  thereupon  my  diverfeneffe  doth  ryfe, 
But  you  this  diverfeneiTe  that  blamen  moft, 
Change  you  no  more,  but  ftill  after  one  rate, 
Treate  you  me  welle,  and  kepe  you  in  that  ftate. 
And   while  with   me    doth    dwell    this  weried 

ghoft, 
My  v/oord  nor  \  fliall  not  be  variable, 
But  always  one,  your  own  both  firm  and  ftable. 


Jioin  the  lover perifheth  in  his  delight,  as  the  fye  in  the 
fer. 

Some  fowks  there  be  that  have  no  perfite  fight, 
Againft  the  funnc  their  eyes  for  to  defend. 
And  fome  becatife  the  light  doth  them  offend, 
Never  appere,  but  in  the  darke  or  night : 
Others  rejoyce,  to  fee  the  fire  fo  bright. 
And  wene  to  play  in  it,  as  they  pretend. 
But  fynd  contrary  of  it,  as  they  entende, 
Alas  of  that  fort,  may  I  be  by  right. 
For  to  withftand  her  looke  I  am  not  able,- 
Yet  can  I  not  hyde  me  in  no  darke  place, 
So  foiloweth  me  remembrance  of  that  face  ; 
That  with  my  teary  eyen,  fwolne,  and  enftable. 
My  defteny  to  behold  her  doth  me  leade, 
And  yet  I  know  I  runne  into  the  glead. 


Againjl  his  tong  that  failed  to  utter  his  fuites. 

Because  I  ftill  kept  thee  fro  lyes  and  blame. 

And  to  my  power  afwayes  the  honowred. 

Unkind  tongue,  to  yllhaft  thou  me  rendred 

For  fuch  defert  to  do  me  wrekc  and  ftiame. 

In  nede  of  fuccour  moft^  when  that  I  am 

To  afk  he  rewarde,  thou  ftandes  lyke  one  afrayde,' 

Alway  moft  cold  ;  and  if  one  word  be  fayd 

As  in  a  dreame,  unperfit  is  the  fame; 

And  ye  fait  teares,  againft  my  will  each  night  - 

That  are  with  me  when  I  would  be  alone 
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Tiien  are  ye  gone,  when  I  (hould  make  my  raone, 
AnA  ye  fo  ready  fighes,  to  make  me  Hiright, 
Then  are  ye  flacke,  when  that  ye  Ihoulde  outftart, 
And  only  doth  my  loke  declare  ray  hart. 


Defcription  ef  the  contrarious  fqjjlolts  in  a  lover « 

1  FiNDE  no  peace,  and  all  my  warre  is  done, 
T  fearc  and  hope,  I  burne,  and  frefe  lyke  yfe, 
I  flye  aloft,  yet  can  I  not  aryfe. 
And  nought  I  have,  and  all  the  world  I  feafon, 
That  lockes  nor  lofeth,  holdeth  me  in  prifon,. 
And  holdes  me  not,  yet  can  I  fcape  no  wyfe, 
Nor  lettes  me  live,  nor  dye,  at  my  devyle, 
And  yet  of  death  it  geveth  me  occafion, 
"Without  eye  I  fee,  without  tongue  I  playne, 
1  wifti  to  perifti,  yet  I  aik  for  health, 
I  love  another,  and  I  hate  my  felfe, 
1  fede  me  in  forowj  and  laugh  in  all  my  payne. 
Lo,  thus  difpleafeth  me,  both  death  and  life, 
And  my  delight  is  caufer  of  this  ftrife. 


"The    laver  compareth  his  Jiate  to  a  Jhippe  in  perilous 
Jiorme  tojfed  on  the  fea. 

My  gaily  charged  with  forgetfulneffc. 
Through  ftiarpc  feas,  in  winter  nightesdoth  pafie, 
Twene  rocke,  and  rocke,  and  eke  my  foe  (alas) 
That  is  my  lord,  ftereth  with  cruelneffe. 
And  every  houre,  a  thought  in  readineffe. 
As  though  that  death  wer  light  in  fuch  a  cafe. 
And  endleffe  wynde  doth  teare  the  fayle  apace 
Of  forced  fighes  and  trufty  fearfulneffe  : 
A  rayne  of  teares,  a  cloude  of  dark  difdayne. 
Have  done  the  weried  coardes  great  hinderance  ; 
Wretched  with  errour,  and  with  ignorance. 
The  ilarres  be  hidde,  that  lead  me  to  this  payne. 
I)rounde  is  reafon  that  ftioulde  be  my  comforte. 
And  1  remayne,  diiparing  of  the  porte. 


Ofdmbtful  love, 

AvTsiNG  the  bright  beamcs  of  thofe  fayre  eyes, 
Where   he  abides  that    mine    oft    moyftes   and 

walheth 
iThe  wearied  mynde  ftreight  from  the  heart  de- 

parteth, 
To  reft  within  his  worldly  paradyfe  ; 
And  bitter  findes  the  fwete,  under  his  gyfe, 
What  webbes  tjiere  he  hath  wrought,  well  he 

perceiveth, 
Wherby  then  with  hymfelfe  on  love  he  playneth, 
That  fpurs  with  fy re,  and  brydleth  eke  with  yfe  : 
In  fuch  extreniitie  thus  is  he  brought. 
Frozen  now  cold,  and  now  he  ftandes  in  flame, 
Twixt  wo  and  wealth,  betwixt  earneft  and  gaine, 
With  feldome  glad,  and  many  a  divers  thought ; 
In  fore  repentance  of  his  hardineffe, 
©f  fuch  a  roote  ioc  commeth  frute  frutelefle. 


Ihe  lover  Jheiveth  hoiu  he  is  forfaken  of  fuch  as  he 

Jhmetime  enjoyed, 

Thky  flee  from  me,  that  fometime  did  me  fcke. 
With  naked  fote  ftalking  within  my  chamber. 
Once  have  I  fene  them  gentle,  tame,  and  meke, 
I'hat  now  are  wyld,  and  do  not  once  remember. 
That  fometime  they  have  put  themfelves  in  dan- 
ger, 
To  take  bread  at  my  hand,  and  now  they  range, 
Bufely  feking  in  continual  change. 

Thanked  be  fortune,  it  hath  been  otherwyfe. 
Twenty  tymes  better,  but  once  efpeciall, 
In  thine  aray,  after  a  pleafaunt  gyfe, 
When  her    loofe  gowne  did  from  her  flioulders 

fall. 
And  flie  me  caught  in  her  armes  long  and  fmal!  j 
And  tiierwithall,  fo  fwetely  did  me  kyfle, 
And  foftly  fayd,  dear  hearte,  how  like  you  this  I 

It  was  no  dreame,  for  I  lay  brode  awaking. 
But  all  is  turned  ftow  through  my  gentleneiTcj 
Into  a  bitter  falhion  of  forfaking. 
And  I  have  leave  to  goe  of  her  goodnelTe  ; 
And  fhe  alfo  to  ufe  new  fangleneffe. 
But,  fyns  that  !  unkendly  fo  am  ferved. 
How  like  yoa  this,  what  hath  fhe  now  deferved  % 


The  Lady  to  aunfivere  direii'ly  loiih  yea  or  nay^ 

Madame,  withouten  many  woordcs, 

Once  I  am  fure,  you  will,  or  no  : 

And  if  you  will,  then  leave  your  boordes. 

And  ufe  your  wit,  and  Ihew  it  fe. 

For  with  a  beck  you  fhall  me  call. 

And  if  of  one,  that  burnes  alwaye, 

Ye  have  pitie,  or  ruth  at  all, 

Aunfwere  him  faire  with  ye  or  nay. 

If  it  be  nay,  frendes  as  before, 

You  fhall  an  other  man  obtayne, 

And  I  myne  own,  and  yours  no  more. 


To  his  love  ivhom  he  had  kijjed  againjl  her  ivill, 

AlaS;  madame,  for  ftealing  of  a  kifle. 
Have  I  fo  much  your  mind  therin  offended  ? 
Or  have  I  done  fo  grievoufly  amiiTc, 
That  by  no  maenes  it  may  not  be  amended  ? 
Revenge  you  then,  the  readieft  way  is  this, 
Another  kiffe  my  life  it  fhall  have  ended. 
For,  to  my  mouth  the  firft  my  hart  did  fucke, 
The  next  fliall  cleane  out  of  my  breft  it  plucke. 


Of  the  jealous  man  thai   loved  the  fame  tiioman,   and 
efpled  this  oihi^r  fitting  tuith  her. 

The  wandering  gadling  In  the  fommer  tydc. 
That  findes  the  adder  with  his  rechles  Xote, 
Startes  not  dilmayde  fo  fodenly  afyde, 
As  jealous  defpite  didj,  though  ther  wer  no  boote 


iSad 
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When  that  he  favv  me  fitting  by  her  fyde, 
That  of  my  health  is  very  crop  and  roote. 
It  pleafed  me  then  to  have  fo  faire  a  grace, 
To  fting  the  hart,  that  would  have  had  my  place. 


To  bis  love  from  •whom  he  had  Jjis  ghves. 

What  nedes  thefe  threatning  vsrordes,  and  wafted 

winde : 
Al  this  cannot  make  me  reftore  my  pray, 
To  robbe  your  good,  ywis  is  not  my  mynde, 
Noi"  caufeleire  your  fair  hand  did  I  difplay, 
Let  love  be  judge,  or  els  whom  next  we  finde, 
That  may  both  heure  what  you  and  I  cap  fay, 
She  reft  my  hart,  and  I  a  glove  from  her, 
Let  U6  fee  then,  if  one  be  worth  the  other. 


Of  the  fayned  frend. 

ilYCHT  true  it  Is,  and  fayd  full  yore  ago, 

Take  hede  of  him  that  by  the  back  thee  clawcth  : 

For  none  is  worfe  than  is  a  frendly  fo, 

Though  thee  feme  good,  all  thing  that  the  de- 

liteth, 
Yet  know  it  well,  that  in  thy  bofome  crepeth, 
For  many  a  man  fuch  fire  oft  times  he  kindleth. 
That  with  the  blafe  his  beard  himfelf  he  lingeth. 


The  lover  taught,  mijlrifieth  allurcmenis. 

It  may  be  good,  lyke  it  who  lift, 

But  I  do  dtubt  v/ho  can  me  blame? 

For  oft  afTured,  yer  have  I  mill, 

And  now  again  1  fear  the  fame  : 

The  woordes,  that  from  your  mouth  laft  came, 

Of  fodeyn  change  make  me  agaft, 

For  dread  to  fall,  1  Hand  not  fait. 

Alas  !  I  tread  an  endlefs  mafe, 
That  feke  t'  accord  two  contraries, 
And  hope  thus  flill,  and  nothing  hafe, 
Imprifoned  in  liberties. 
As  one  unheard,  and  ftill  that  cries, 
Always  thirfty,  and  nought  doth  tafte, 
For  dread  to  fall  I  Hand  not  faft. 

Affured  I  doubt  I  be  not  fure. 
Should  I  then  tr.uft  unto  fuch  furety, 
That  oft  hath  put  the  profc  in  ure 
And  never  yet  liave  found  it  truftie. 
Nay,  for  in  fayth,  it  were  great  folly, 
And  yet  my  life  thus  do  1  waft. 
For  dread  to  fall  I  ftand  not  faft. 


As  judges  lo  to  hear  my  cxclamacion, 

Among  whom  ruth  (1  finde)  ye  doth  rettiaytic, 

Where  I  it  feke,  alas  1  there -is  difdayne. 

Oft  ye  rivers,  to  heare  my  wofull  found. 
Have  ftopt  your  cours,  and  playnly  to  exprcfle. 
Many  a  teare  by  moyilure  of  the  ground, 
The  earth  hath  wept  to  hear  my  heavineffe. 
Which  caufelefie  1  endure  without  redreffes, 
The  hugy  okes  have  roared  in  the  wyndc, 
Eche  thing  me  thought,    complayning   in  their 
kind. 

Why  then  alas !  doth  not  fhe  on  me  rue. 
Or  is  her  heart  fo  hard,  that  no  pittie^ 
May  in  it  finke,  my  joy  for  to  renew  ; 
O  ftony  hart,  who  hath  thus  framed  thee 
So  cruel,  that  art  clcked  with  beauty, 
That  from  thee  may  no  grace  to  me  proceede. 
But  as  reward,  death  for  to  be  nvy  mede. 


The  lover  complaineib  that  his  love  doth  not  pitie  him. 

Rewound  my  voyce  ye  woods,me  heare  me  plain, 
Both  hils  «.id  vales  caufing  reflection, 
And  riveii  eke,  record  ye  of  my  payne, 
Which  have  oft  forced  yc  liy  compalli^..n, 


The  lo'ver  rejoyfeth  againfl  fortune,  that  by  hindering 
hlsfuite  had  happely  made  himforfaie  his  felly. 

In  faith  I  wote  not  what  to  fay, 
Thy  chaunces  been  fo  wonderous. 
Thou  fortune  with  thy  divers  play, 
That  makeft  the  joyfuil  dolorous. 
Yet  though  thy  chaine  hath  me  enwrapt, 
Spyte  of  thy  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 

Though  thou  haft  fet  me  for  a  wonder. 
And  fekeft  by  change  to  do  me  payne, 
Mens  myndes  yet  mayft  thou  not  fo  order, 
For  honeftie  if  it  remayne. 
Shall  fliine  for  al  thy  cloudy  rayne; 
In  vayne  thou  fekeft  to  have  me  trapt, 
Spyte  of  thy  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 

In  hindering  me,  me  didft  thoufurthur, 
And  made  a  gap,  where  was  a  ftyie, 
Cruel  wiles  been  oft  put  under, 
Wening  to  lower,  then  didft  thou  fmyle. 
Lord,  how  thy  felf  thou  didft  begyle, 
That  in  thy  cares  would  have  me  wrapt. 
But  fpyte  of  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 


^  renouncing  of  hardelie  efcaped  lave. 

Farewell  the  hard  of  cruelty. 
Though  that  with  pain  my  liberty. 
Dear  have  I  bought,  andwofully, 
Finiflit  my  feareiull  tragedy. 
Of  force  I  muft  forfake  fuch  pleafure, 
A  good  caufe  juft,  fins  I  endure, 
Therby  my  wo,  which  be  ye  fure,      . 
Shall  therwith  go  me  to  recuri. 

I  fare  as  one  efcapt  that  fleeth, 
Glad  he  is  gone,  and  yet  ftyll  fearetlx, 
Spied  to  be  caught  and  fo  dredeth 
I'hat  he  for  nought  his  pain  lefeth 
In  joyfuil  payn,  rejoyce  my  hart. 
Thus  to  fuilayn  of  eche  a  part. 
Let  not  this  fong  from  thee  aftart. 
Welcome  among  my  plealant  fmart. 


SONGES   AND    SONETTES. 


fi¥- 


T/je  lover  to  his  led,  •with  defcrtb'ing  of  his  unquiet Jiate, 

The  reflfull  place,  renuer  of  my  fmart, 
The  labours  falve  encreafing  my  forow, 
The  bodies  eafe,  and  troubler  of  my  haft, 
Quieter  of  minde,  myne  unquiet  foe, 
Forgeatter  of  paync,  rememberer  of  my  woe, 
The  place  of  flepe,  wherein  I  do  but  wake, 
Befprent  with  teares,  my  bed,  I  the  forfake, 

The  frofty  fnowes  may  not  redrefs  my  heate, 
Nor,  theate  of  funne  abate  my  fervent  cold, 
I  know  nothing  to  eafe  niy  palne  fo  great 
Eche  cure  caufeth  encreafe  by  twenty  fold, 
Renewing  cares  upon  my  forrows  old, 
Such  overthwart  effe<5les  in  me  they  make, 
Befprent  with  teares,  my  bed  for  to  forfake. 

But  all  for  nought,  I  find  no  better  eafe. 
In  bed  or  out,  thi*  moft  caufeth  my  paine. 
Where  do  I  feek  how  beft  that  I  may  pleafe. 
My  loft  labour  (alas)  is  all  in  vayn, 
My  heart  once  fet,  1  cannot  it  refrayne, 
No  place  from  me  my  grief  away  can  take, 
■Wherefore  with  teares,  my  bed  I  thee  forfake. 


Compartfon  of  love, to  a  Jireame  falling  from  the  Alps. 

F«0M  thefe  hye  hilles  as  when  a  fpring  doth  fall. 
It  trilleth  downe  with  ftill  and  futtle  courfe. 
Of  this  and  that,  it  gathers  aye  and  Ihall, 
Till  it  have  juft  downe  flowed  to  flreame  and 

force. 
Then  at  the  foote  it  rageth  over  all : 
So  fareth  leve,  when  he  hath  tane  a  courfe. 
Rage  is  his  raync,  refiftance  vayleth  none, 
The  firft  efchue  is  remedy  alone. 


JVyates  complaint  upon  love  ta  reafon,  ivith  loves 
aunfwere. 

Myne  old  dere  enmy,  my  froward  maifler, 
A  fore  that  quene,  I  caufde  to  be  acyted, 
Which  holdeth  the  divine  part  of  our  nature. 
That  like  as  golde,  in  fyre  he  mought  be  tryed. 
Charged  with  a  dolour,  there  Ime  prefented 
With  horrible  feare,  as  one  that  greatly  dreadeth 
A  wrongful!  death,  and  juftice  alway  fcketh. 

And  thus  I  fay'd  :  Once  my  left  foote,  madame, 
When  I  was  yong,  I  fet  within  his  raigne  ; 
Whereby  other  then  fyrely  burning  flame, 
1  never  felt,  but  many  a  grievous  payne. 
Torment  I  fulFred  anger  and  difdayne  : 
That  mine  opprefled  pacience  was  pafl:. 
And  I  mine  owne  life  hated  at  the  laft. 

Thus  hitherto  have  I  my  tyme  paffed 
In  painc  and  fmart,  what  wayes  is  profitable. 
How  many  pleafant  dayes  have  me  efcaped, 
In  ferving  this  falfe  Iyer  fo  deceivahle  ? 
What  wit  have  wordes  fo  prefl  and  forceable. 
That  may  contajne  my  great  mifhappinefle, 
Aod  juft  complaintes  of  his  ungeotlcneffe  I 


So  fmall  hony,  much  aloes,  and  gall, 
In  bitterneffe,  my  blinde  life  hath  y  tailed 
His  falfe  feniblance,  that  turneth  as  a  ball, 
With  fair  and  amorous  daunce,  made  me  be  traced. 
And  where  I  had  my  thought  and  minde  araccd. 
From  earthly  fraylneffe,  and  from  vaine  pleafure. 
Me  from  my  reft  he  tooke  and  fet  in  errour. 
God  made  he  me  regardleffe.than  I  ought. 
And  to  my  felfe  to  take  right  little  hede  : 
And  for  a  woman  have  I  fet  nt  nought, 
Al  other  thoughtes,in  this  only  to  fpedcj 
And  he  was  onely  counfeler  of  this  dede. 
"Whetting  alwayes  my  youthly  fraile  defyrc. 
On  cruel  whetftone,  tempered  with  fire. 

But  (oh  alas!)  where  had  I  ever  wit  ? 
Or  other  gift  geven  to  me  of  nature  ? 
That  fooner  flial  be  changed  my  weried  fprite, 
Then  the  obftinate  will,  that  is  my  ruler, 
So  robb^th  he  my  fredome  with  difpleafure. 
This  wicked  traytour,  whom  I  thus  accufe. 
That  bitter  life  hath  turned  in  pleafant  ufe. 

He  hath  me  hafted,  through  divers  regions. 
Through  defert  woodes,and  fharpe  by  mountaines. 
Through    froward    people,    and  through  bitter 

paflions. 
Through  rocky  feas,  and  over  hilles  and  plaines : 
With  wery  travel,  and  withlaborous  paynes, 
Alwayes  in  trouble  and  in  tedioulheffe. 
All  in  errour,  and  daungerous  diftrefle. 

But  nother  he,  nor  fhe,  my  tother  foe. 
For  all  my  flight  did  ever  me  forfake ; 
That  though  my  timely  death  hath  been  to  flows 
That  me  as  yet,  it  hath  not  overtake  : 
The  heavenly  gods  of  pitic  doe  it  flake. 
And  note  they  this  his  cruell  tyranny. 
That  feedes  him,  with  my  care,  and  mifery. 

Sins  I  was  his,  hower  refted  I  never, 
Nor  looke  to  doe,  and  eke  the  wafcy  nightes. 
The  banifhed  flepe  may  in  no  wife  recover. 
By  guyle  and  force,  over  my  thralled  fpites 
He  is  ruler,  fins  whidh  bell  never  ftrikes. 
That  I  hear  not  at.  founding  to  renue 
My   plaintes.     Himfelf  he   knoweth  that  I  fay 
true. 

For  never  woormes  old  rotten  flocke  have  eaten, 
As  he  m^  hart,  where  he  is  refident. 
And  doth  the  fame  with  death  daily  threaten. 
Thence  come  the  teares,  and  thence  the  bitter 
torment,  [nient. 

The  fighes,  the  woordes  and  eke  the  languifti- 
That  noy  both  me,  and  paraventure  other. 
Judge  thou  that  knoweft  the  one  and  eke  the  other. 

Mine  adverfarie  with  fuch  grcvous  reproofe. 
Thus  he  began.  Hear  lady  the  other  part : 
That  the  plain  trouth,  from  which  he  draweth 

aloofe. 
This  unkind  man  may  fhew,  ere  that  I  part. 
In  his  yong  age,  I  tookc  him  from  that  art. 
That  felleth  woordes,  and  make  clattering  knight. 
And  of  my  wealth  I  gave  him  the  delight. 

Now  ftiames  he  not  on  me  for  to  complaine. 
That  held  him  evermore  in  pleafant  gayne. 
From  his  defire  that  might  have  been  his  payne. 
Yet  therby  alone  I  brought  him  to  fome  frame, 
Which  now  as  wretchednes,  he  doth  fo  blame, 
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And  toward  honour  quickned  T  his  wit, 
Whereas  a  daftard  els  he  mought  have  fit. 

He  knowed  how  great  Atride  that  made  Troy 
freat, 
And  Hannibal  to  Rome  fo  troubelous, 
Whom  Homer  honoured  Achilles  that  great. 
And  th'  Affricane  Scipion  the  famous, 
And  many  other,  by  much  honour  glorious, 
"Whofe  fame  and  acStes  did  lift  them  up  above, 
I  did  let  fall  inbafe  dilhoneft  love. 

And  unto  him,  though  he  unworthy  were, 
i  chofe  the  bed  of  many  a  million. 
That  under  funne  yet  never  washer  pere, 
Of  wifdom  womanhod,  and  of  difcrecion. 
And  of  my  grace  i  gave  her  fuch  a  facion, 
And  eke  furh  way  I  taught  her  for  to  teache 
That  never  bafe  thought  his  hart  fo  hie  might 
reache. 
Ever  more  thus  to  content  his  malftreffe 
•   That  was  his  only  frame  of  honeftie, 
I  flirred  him  ftill  toward  gentlenefTe, 
And  caufed  him  to  regard  fidelitie  ; 
Pacience  I  taught  him  in  adverlitie. 
Such  vertues  learned  he  in  my  great  fchoole, 
Whereof  repenteth  now  the  ignorant  foole. 

Thefe  were  the  fame  deceites,  and  bitter  gall, 
That  I  have  ufcd,  the  torment  and  the  anger, 
Sweter  than  ever  did  to  other  fall. 
Of  right  good  feed,  illfruite  lo  thus  [  gather. 
And  fo  fhail  he  that  the  unkinde  doth  further ; 
A  ferpent  nourifh  1  under  my  wing. 
And  now  of  nature  ginneth  he  to  fting. 

And  for  to  tell  at  laft,  my  great  fervice. 
From  thoufandes  difhonefties  have  I  him  drawen, 
That,  by  my  meanes,  him  in  no  manner  wyfe, 
Never  vyle  pleafure  once  hath  overthrowen, 
Wherin  his  dede,  fliame  hath  him  alwayes  gnawen. 
Doubting  report  that  ftiould  come  to  her  eare. 
Whom  now  he  blames,  her  wonted  he  to  feare ; 

What  ever  he  hath  of  any  honefl  cuftome, 
Of  her,  and  me,  that  holds  he  every  whit, 
But  lo,  yet  never  was  there  neightly  fantom.e, 
So  farre  in  errour,  as  he  is  from  his  wit, 
To  plain  on  us,  he  flriveth  with  the  bit; 
Which  may  rule  him,  and  do  him  eafe,  and  paine, 
And  in  one  hower,  make  all  his  griefe  his  gaine. 

But  one  thing  yet  there  is  above  all  other, 
I  gave  him  winges,  wherewith  he  might  up  flye. 
To  honour  and  fame,  and  if  he  woulde  to  hygher, 
Then  mortal  things,  above  the  ftarry  flcye ; 
Confidering  the  pleafure,  that  an  eye 
Might  geue  in  earth,  by  reafon  of  the  love. 
What  fliould  that  be,  that  lafteth  Hill  above  ? 
And  he  the  fame  himfelf  hath  faid  ere  this. 
But  now,  forgotten  is  both  that  and  I, 
That  gave  him  her,  his  only  wealth  and  bliffe. 
And  at  this  woord,  with  deadly  Ihreke  and  crye  ; 
Thou  gave  her  once  (quod  I)  but  by  and  by 
,Thou  took  her  ayen  from  me,  that  woworth  the 
l^ot  I,  but  price,  more  worth  than  thou  (quod  he.) 

Ai  laft,  eche  other  for  himfelf,  concluded, 
I  trembling  llill,  but  he,  with  fmall  reverence, 
I,jO,  thus,  as  we  eche  other  have  accufed, 
D(:re  lady  now  we  wayte  thene  only  fentence  ; 
She  Imiling,  at  the  w:hill£d  audience, 


OF    WYAT. 

I  liketh  me,  quod  flie,  to  have  heard  your  queftios 
But  longer  time  doth  afke  a  refolution.         '    '  ' 


'T/je  lovers  firroivfulljlatemaketh  him  'writefarroavfiili 
Jonges,  butfouche,  his  love  may  change  the  fame, 

1 

Marill  no  more  akho. 
The  fongs,  I  fing  do  mone 
For  other  life  then  woe, 
I  never  proved  none. 

And  in  my  heart  alfo,    - 
Is  graven  with  letters  deepe, 
A  thoufand  fighes  and  mo 
A  flod  of  teares  to  weepe. 

How  many  a  man  in  fmart. 
Find  a  matter  to  rejoyce  1 

How  many  a  morning  hart. 
Set  forth  a  pleafant  voyce  : 
Play  who  fo  can  that  part, 
Nedes  mull  in  me  appere,  -- 

How  fortune  overthwart 
Doth  caufe  my  morning  chere. 

Perdy  there  is  no  man 
If  he  faw  never  fight, 
That  perfitly  tell  can, 
The  nature  of  the  light.  t 

Alas,  howfiiould  I  than. 
That  never  taft  but  fowre,' 
But  dp  as  I  began. 
Continually  to  lowre. 

But  yet  perchance  fome  chance. 
May  chance  to  chaage  my  tune, 
And  when  (fouch)  chance  doth  chance. 
Then  fiiall  I  thanke  fortune. 

And  if  1  have  (fouch)  chance, 
Purchance  or  it  be  long. 
For  (fouch)  a  pleafant  chance. 
To  fing  fome  pleafant  fong. 


The  lover  complaineth  himfelf  forfakert. 

Where  fhall  I  have  at  mine  own  wil,     • 
Teares  to  complaine,  where  fhall  I  fet 
Such  fighes,  that  I  may  figh  my  fill. 
And  then  again  my  piaintes  repete  ? 
For  though  my  plaint  fhall  have  none. 
My  tares  cannot  fuffife  my  woe  lend, 
To  mone  harm,  have  I  no  friend, 
For  fortunes  frend  is  milhappes  foe. 
Comfort  (God  wot)  els  have  I  none. 
But  in  the  wind  to  waft  my  woordes, 
Nought  moneth  you  my  dedly  mone. 
But  ftill  ypu  turn  it  into  boordes  : 
1  fpeak  not  now,  to  move  your  heart, 
That  you  fhould  rue  upon  my  pain. 
The  fentence  geven  may  not  revert, 
1  know  fuch  labour  were  but  vain. 
But  fens  that  I  for  you  (my  dere) 
Hayeloft  that  thing,  that  was  my  befi 
A  right  fmall  lofs  it  mufb  appere. 
To  Icfe  thefe  woordes,  and  all  the  reft. 
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But  though  they  fparkle  in  the  wuid, 

Yet  Ihall  they  Ihew  your  falflied  fayth, 

Which  is  returned  to  his  kind. 

For  lyke  to  lyke,  the  proverbe  faith. 

Fortune,  and  you  did  me  avance, 

Me  though:  1  fwam,  and  could  not  drowne, 

Happieft  of  al,  but  my  mifchaunce 

pid  lift  me  up  to  throw  me  downe. 

And  you  with  her,  of  cruekiefs, 

Did  fet  your  foole  upon  my  necke, 

Me,  and  my  welfare  to  opprefs, 

Without  offence  your  heart  to  wreke. 

Whsre  are  your  pleafant  woordes  (alas) 

Where  is  your  faith,  your  ftedfailnefs  / 

There  is  no  more  but  all  doth  paf?, 

And  I  am  left  all  comfortlefs. 

But  fins  fo  much  it  doth  you  greve, 

And  alfo  me  my  wretched  lyfe. 

Have  here  my  trouth  nought  fliall  relieve, 

But  death  alone,  my  wretched  ftrife. 

Therefore  farewell,  my  lyfe,  my  death. 

My  gayne,  my  loffe,  my  falve,  my  fore, 

Farewell  alfo,  with  you  my  breath, 

For  I  am  gone  for  evermore. 


Of  his  love  that  prided  her Jinger  ivith  a  nedU. 

She  fate  and  fowepl  that  hath  done  me  the  wrong, 
Whereof  I  plain,  and  have  done  many  a  day. 
And,  whilfl  flie  heard  my  plaint,  in  piteous  fong, 
She  wifht  my  heart  the  fampler,  that  it  lay. 
The  blind  maifter,  whome  I  have  ferved  fo  long, 
Grudging  to  heare,  that  he  did  heare  her  fay. 
Made  her  own  weapon  do  her  finger  blede, 
To  feele,  if  pricking  werefo  goodindede. 


Of  the  fame. 


What  man  hath  hearde  fuch  crueltie  before. 
That,  when  my  plaint  remembred  her  my  wo, 
That  caufed  it,  fhe  cruell  more  and  more, 
Wiilied  eche  ftich,  as  ftie  did  fit  and  fow. 
Had  prickt  my  heart,  for  to  encreafe  my  fore ; 
And  as  i  thinke,  fhe  thought  that  had  been  fo. 
For  as  (he  thought,  this  is  heart  in  dede, 
She  prickt  hard,  and  made  herfelf  to  blede. 


Requefl  to  Cupide  for  revenge  ofhh  unkind  love. 

Behold  love,  thy  power  how  fhe  defpyfeth 
My  grievous  payn,  how  little  fhe  regardeth 
The  folem.ne  othe  whereof  flie  takes  no  cure, 
Broken  fhe  hath,  and  yet  flie  bydeth  fure. 
Right  at  her  eafe,  and  little  thee  fhe  dredeth, 
Weaponed  thou  art,  and  fhe  unarmed  fitteth  ; 
To  the  difdainefule,  all  her  lyfe  flie  leadeth 
To  me  fpitefule,  without  juft  caufe  or  meafure 
Behold  Love,  how  proudly  fhe  triumpeth, 
r  am  iu  hold,  but  if  the  j^ittie  mevetb, 


Go,  bend  thy  bow,  that  ftony  hartes  breaketh, 
And  with  fome  ftroke,  revenge  the  great  difplea=i 

fure. 
Of  thee,  and  him  that  forow  doth  endure, 
And  as  his  lord  the  lowly  her  entreateth. 


Complaint  for  true  love  unrequited. 

What  vaileth  trouth,  or  by  it  to  take  pain. 
To  ftrive  by  lledfaflnefs,  for  to  attain  ; 
How  to  be  jufl:,  and  flee  from  doublenelTe, 
Since  all  alike,  where  ruieth  craftineffe. 
Rewarded  is  both  crafty,  falfe,  and  plain  .' 
Sooneft  he  fpedes,  that  moll  can  lye  and  faine. 
True  meaning  hart  is  had  in  hyghe  difdaine  ; 
Againfl  deceit  and  cloked  doubleneffe. 
What  vaileth  trouth,  or  perfe6h  fledfa'lneffe. 
Deceived  is  he,  by  falfe  and  craftie  train, 
That  meanes  no  gile,  and  faithfuU  doth  remaine. 
Within  the  trap,  without  help  or  redreffe. 
But  for  to  love,  Io,fuch  a  fiern  maiftrefTe, 
Where  crueltie  dwelles,  alas  it  were  in  vain* 


The  lover  that  fed  love,  noiv  folotves  it  luith 
his  harme. 

Sometime  I  fled  the  fire,  that  one  fo  brentj 
By  fea,  by  land,  by  water,  and  by  winde. 
And  now  the  coales  I  folow,  that  beguent. 
From  Dover  to  Gales,  with  v/iliing  minde. 
Lo  how  defire  isbothfprong,  and  fpent. 
And  he  may  fee,  that  whilome  was  fo  blind. 
And  all  this  labour  laugheshe  now  to  fcorne, 
Meafhcd  in  the  briers,  that  erit  was  onely  torne. 


The  lover  hopeth  of  better  chaunce. 

He  is  not  dead,  that  fometime  had  a  fal, 

The  fun  returnes,  your  hed  was  under  clowde. 

And  when  fortune  hath  fpit  out  all  her  gall, 

I  truft,  good  luck  to  me  fhal  be  allowed. 

For  I  have  feen  a  fhip  in  haven  fal, 

After  that  ftorme  hath  broke  bothc  mafte  and 

Ihroud, 
The  wellow  eke,  that  floupeth  with  the  winde. 
Doth  rife  again,  and  greater  wood  doth  binde. 


The  lover  compareth  his  hart  to  the  overcharged gonne. 

The  furious  gonne,  in  his  mofl  ragyng  yre. 
When  that  the  boule  is  rammed  into  fore. 
And  that  the  flame  cannot  part  from  the  ficr, 
Crackes  in  funder,  and  in  the  ayer  do  rore 
The  fhevered  peccs :  fo  doth  my  defire, 
Whofe  flame  encreafeth  aye  from  more  to  more, 
Which  to  let  out,  I  dare  not  loke,  nor  fpekc. 
So  inv/ardc  force  my  heart  doth  alto  breaks. 
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^ie  lover fiifpeSi'-.d  of  change,  praieth  that  it  be  not 
beleved  againjl  him. 

Accused  thoagh  I  be,  without  defert, 
Sith  none  can  prove,  believe  it  not  for  true; 
For  never  yet,  fince  that  you  had  my  hart, 
Intended  I  to  falfe,  or  be  untrue. 
Sooner  I  would  of  death  fuftain  the  fmart, 
Than  breake  one  \Yorde  of  that  I  promifed  you. 
Accept  therefore  my  fervicc  in  good  part, 
None  is  alive,  that  can  il  tongue  efchew, 
Hold  them  as  falfe,  and  let  not  us  depart, 
Our  friendftiip  old,  in  hope  of  any  new. 
Put  not  thy  truft  in  fuch  as  ufe  to  faine, 
Except  thou  minde  to  put  thy  frend  to  pain. 


The  lover  ahufed  renounceth  love, 

Mt  love  to  fcorn,  my  fervice  to  retain. 

Therein  me  theught  you  ufed  crueltie, 

Since  with  good  will  I  loft  my  libertie. 

Might  never  wo  yet  caufe  me  to  refrainc. 

But  only  this,  which  is  extremitie, 

To  give  mc  nought  (alas)  not  to  agree, 

That  as  I  was  your  man,  I  might  remaine, 

But  fince  that  thus  ye  lift  to  order  mee. 

That  would  have  been  your  fervant  true  and  faft, 

Difpleafe  you  not,  my  doting  time  is  paft ; 

And  with  my  loffe  to  leave  I  muft  agree. 

For  as  there  is  a  certaine  time  to  rage. 

So  is  there  time  flich  madnes  to  affwage. 


the  lover profejfith  himfdfe  eonfianf. 

Within  my  breft  1  never  thought  it  gaine, 
Of  gentle  mindes  the  fredome  for  to  lofe, 
Not  in  my  hart  fank  never  fuch  difdaine. 
To  be  a  forger,  faultleffe  for  to  difclofe. 
Nor  can  not  I  endure  the  truth  to  glofe, 
To  fet  a  gloffe  upon  an  earneft  paine. 
Nor  I  am  not  in  numbre  one  of  thofe, 
That  lift  to  blow,  retreate  to  every  traine. 


^he  lover fendeth  his  cojnplaintes  andteares  tofae  for 
grace. 

Passe  forth  my  wounted  cfyes, 
Thofe  cruel  eares  to  pearce. 
Which  in  moft  hatcfuU  wife. 
Do  ftill  my  plaintes  reverfe. 
Doe  you,  my  teares  alfo. 
So  wot  her  barrein  heart, 
That  pitie  there  may  growe. 
And  crueltie  depart. 

For  though  hard  rockes  among 
She  femes  to  have  been  bred, 
And  of  the  tigre  long 
Bene  nourifhed  and  fed. 


Yet  fhall  not  nature  change. 
If  pitie  once  win  place, 
Whom  as  unknowne  and  ftrange, 
She  now  away  doth  chafe.^ 

And  as  the  water  foft. 
Without  forcing  or  ftrength, 
Where  that  it  falleth  oft, 
Hard  ftones  doth  pierce  at  length* 
So  in  her  ftony  heart, 
My  plaintes  at  laft  ftiall  grave, 
And  rigour  fet  apart, 
Winne  graunt  of  that  I  crave. 

Wherefore  my  playntes  prefent 
Stil  fo  to  her  my  fuit. 
As  ye  through  her  aflent. 
May  bring  to  me  fome  frute. 
And  as  flie  fhall  mc  prove. 
So  bid  her  me  regarde. 
And  render  love  for  love. 
Which  is  a  juft  reward. 


The  lover i  cafe  cannot  he  bidden^  htvuver  be  cKffemile, 

Your  lokes  fo  often  caft, 

Your  eyes  fo  frendly  rolde. 

Your  fight  fixed  fo  faft, 

Alwaies  one  to  beholde  : 

Though  hide  it  faine  ye  woulde. 

It  plainly  doth  declare. 

Who  hath  your  hart  in  hold. 

And  where  good  will  ye  bare.  .^ 

Faine  would  ye  find  a  cloke,  • 

Your  brenning  fire  to  hide, 

Yet  both  the  flame  and  fmokc  ^  t  ,i+: 

Breakes  out  on  every  fide. 
Ye  cannot  love  fo  guide. 
That  it  no  iffue  winne, 
Abrode  nedcs  muft  it  glide. 
That  brennes  fo  hotte  within. 
For  caufe  your  felf  do  wink. 
Ye  judge  all  other  blinde. 
And  fecret  it  you  think. 
Which  every  man  dothe  finde. 
In  waft  of  fpend  ye  winde. 
Your  felf  in  love  to  quit, 
For  agues  of  that  kinde, 
Wyll  ftiow,  who  hath  the  fit. 
Your  fighs  you  fet  from  farre. 
And  all  to  wry  your  wo, 
Yet  are  ye  ner  the  narre,  ^,    "; 

Men  are  not  blinded  fo. . 
Depely  oft  fwere  ye  no. 
But  all  thofe  othes  are  vaine, 
So  well  your  eye  doth  fhew, 
Who  putts  your  hart  to  paine. 

Thinkc  not  therefore  to  hide. 
That  ftill  it  felf  betraies. 

Nor  feke  meanes to  provide,  '• 

To  dark  the  funny  dayes. 
Forget  thofe  wonted  wayes. 
Leave  of  fuch  froowning  chore. 
There  will  be  found  no  ftaics. 
To  ftop  a  thing  fo  clere. 
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Tfi  iovn  prahfl  nut  la  L  dlfiatncd,  nor  refuftdl 
iii'ijlrujied ^  norfarfuien, 

DisDAiNE  me  not  vvithoyt  defert. 
Nor  leave  me  not  fo  fodeynly, 
Since  well  ye  wot,  that  io  my  hert, 
1  meane  ye  not  but  honeftly. 

Refufe  me  not  without  caufe  why, 
Nor  think  me  not  to  be  unjuft, 
Since  that  by  lott  offantafie, 
This  careful  knot  nedcs  knit  I  muH. 

Miftruft  me  not,  though  fome  there  be. 
That  fain  would  fpot  my  ftedfaftneffe ; 
ielevethem  not,  Ans  that  ye  I'e, 
The  profe  is  not,  a?  they  exprelTe. 

Forfake  me  not,  till  I  deierve, 
JSTor  hate  me'not,  rill  I  offende, 
Defcroj'  me  not,  till  that  I  fwerve, 
But  fins  ye  know  what  !  entende. 
^   Difdaine  me  not,  that  am  your  owne, 
Refufe  me  not,  that  am  lb  true, 
Miftruft  me  not  till  all  be  knowen, 
Forfake  me  not,  now  for  no  new. 


The  lover  lamenteth  his  ejlate,  ivith  fute  for  grace, 

For  want  of  will  in  wo  I  plajpe, 
Under  colour  of  fobernefs,       - 
Renewing  with  my  fute  my  psine, 
My  wan  nope  with  your  ftetlfaftncfTe. 
Awake  therefore  of  genflg;ilefle. 
Regard  at  length,  I  you  require, 
My  fwelting  palnes  of  my  deiire. 

Betimes  who  geveth  willingly. 
Redoubled  thankes  aye  doth  defcrve. 
And  I  that  fue  unfainediy. 
In  fruitlefle  hope  alas  do  fterve. 
How  great  my  caufe  is  for  to  fwerve, 
And  yet  how  ftedfaft  is  my  fute, 
Lo  !  here  ye  fee,  where  is  the  frute. 

As  hounde  that  hath  his  keper  loft, 
Seke  I  your  prefence  to  obtaine,    " 
in  which  my  hart  dcliteth  moft. 
And  fhall  delight  though  I  be  flain. 
You  may  releafe  my  hand  of  paine, 
JLofe  then  the  care  that  makes  me  crle. 
For  want  of  help  or  els  1  dye. 

I  dye  though  not  incontinent. 
By  proeeffe  yet  cortfumingly, 
Is  waft  of  fire  which  doth  relent 
Jf  you  as  wilful!  will  deriy. 
"Wherefore  ceafe  of  fuch  cruelty, 
And  take  me  wJroly  in  your  grace, 
Which  lacketh  will  to  change  his  place'. 


It  was  my  felf  I  muft  it  graunt, 
For  I  have  boitght  it  dcrC, 
And  derely  have  i  held  alfo 
The  glory  of  her  name, 
In  yielding  her  fuch  tribute  Io, 
As  did  fct  forth  her  fame. 

Sometime  I  ftood  fo  in  her  grace, 
That  as  1  would  requirS, 
Ech  joy  I  thought  did  me  embrace 
That  furdered  my  defire,     , 
And  all  thefeplcafur'eslo!  Iiad  f, 
That  fancy  might  fupport. 
And  nothing  fhe  did  me  deny, 
That  was  unto  my  comfort. 

I  had  (what  would  you  more  perdie) 
Ech  grace  that  I  did  crave, 
Thus  fortunes  will  was  unto  me, 
All  thing  that  1  would  have, 
But  all  io  tathe,  alas  !  the  while. 
She  built  on  fuch  a  ground. 

In  little  fpace,  to  greate  a  guile. 

In  her  now  have  1  found. 

For  flie  hath  turned  fo  her  whele. 

That  I,  unhappy  man. 

May  waile  the  time  that  I  did  fele, 

Wherewith  fiie  fed  me  then, 

For  broken  now  are  her  beheftes, 

And  pleafant  lookeslhe  gave, 

And  therefore  now  all  my  requeftes. 

From  perill  cannot  fave. 

Yet  would  I  well  it  might  appere 

To  her  my  cheife  regard. 

Though  my  defertes  have  been  to  dere 

To  merit  fuch  reward. 

&ins  fortunes  will  is  now  fo  bent, 

To  plague  me  thus  pore  man, 

I  muft  rny  felf  therewith  content^ 

And  bear  it  as  I  can. 


'The  lover  ivaikth  bis  changedjoyit. 

If  every  man  might  him  ava'unt, 
Of  fortunes  frieoiUy  chere, 
Vou  I. 


To  his  love  thai  has  given  anfivere  ofrefufalh 

The  aunfwere  that  ye  made  to  me  my  deare. 
When  I  did  fue  for  my  pore  hartes  redrefle, 
Hath  fo  appalde  my  countenance,  and  my  chere. 
That  in  this  cafe,  I  am  all  comfortlelTe, 
Sins  I  of  blame  no  caufe  can  well  exprefs. 

I  have  no  wrong,  where  I  can  claim  no  right 
Nought  tane  me  fro,  where  I  have  nothing  had. 
Yet  of  my  wo,  1  cannot  fo  be  quite, 
Namely  lins  that  another  may  be  glad 
With  that,  that  thus  in  forrow  makes  me  fad. 

Yet  none  can  claime  (I  fay)  by  former  graunt. 
That  knpweih  not  of  any  graurit  at  all. 
And  by  defert,  1  dare  well  make  a  vaunt. 
Of  faithfull  will,  there  is  no  where  that  ftiall, 
Beare  yo\i  more  trueth,  more  ready  at  your  call. 

Now  good  then,  call  againe  that  bitter  word, 
That  toneht  your  frend  fo  nere  with  plagues  of 

paine, 
And  fay  my  dere  that  it  was  faid  in  bord. 
Late  or  to  fone,  let  it  not  rule  the  gaine. 
Wherewith  free  will  doth  uue  delcrt  retayne. 
Rr 
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To  his  ladle,  cruel  tver  her  yelden  lo'ver. 


Such  is  the  courfe  that  natures  kind  hath  wrought, 
That  fnakes  have  time  to  caft.  away  their  ftings, 
Againft  chain'd  prifoners  what  nede  defence  be 

fought, 
The  fierce  lyon  will  hurt  no  yielding  things; 
Whyfliould  fuchfpightbe  nurfed  then  by  thoughts, 
Sith  all  thefe  powers  are  preft  under  thy  wings, 
And  eke  thou  feeft,  and  reafon  thee  hath  taught, 
What  mifchiefe  malice  many  wayes  it  brings, 
Confider  eke,  that  fpite  avaylcth  nought, 
Therefore  thisfong  thy  fault  to  thee  it  fings  : 
Difpleafe  thee  not,  for  faying  thus  (me  thought) 
Nor  hate  thou  him  from  whom  no  hate  forth 

fprings. 
For  furies  that  in  hell  be  execrable, 
For  that  they  hate,  are  made  moft  miferable. 


The  lover  complalneth  that  deadly  ftcknefs  cannot  help  his 

affeiiioH, 

The  enemy  of  lyfe,  decayer  of  all  kinde, 
'1  hat  with  his  cold  withers  away  the  grene 
This  other  night  me  in  my  bed  did  fynde. 
And  offer'd  me  to  ryde  me  fever  clene, 
And  I  did  graunt  fo  did  difpair  me  blinde, 
He  drew  his  bowe  with  arrowes  fharp  and  kene, 
And  ftioke  the  place  where  love  had  hyt  before, 
And  drave  the  fyrft  dart  deper  more  and  more. 


The  lover  rejoyceth  the  enjoying  of  his  lova 

Once  as  methought  fortune  me  kift, 
And  bade  me  afic  wWat  I  thought  beft. 
And  I  ftiould  have  it  as  me  lyfi, 
Therewith  to  fet  my  hart  at  refl. 

I  aflced  but  my  ladyes  hart, 
To  have  forevermore  myne  owne. 
Then  at  an  end  were  all  my  fmart, 
Then  fhould  I  nede  no  more  to  mona 
Yet  for  all  that  a  ftormy  blaft, 
Had  overturn'd  this  goodly  nay  : 
And  fortune  femed  at  the  laft, 
That  to  her  promife  fhe  faid  nay. 
But  like  as  one  out  of  difpaire, 
To  fodeyne  hoape  revived  1 ; 
Uow  fortune  fteweth  herfelfefo  fayie. 
That  I  content  me  wonderfly. 

My  moft  defyre  my  hand  my  reach, 
My  will  is  alway  at  my  hande, ' 
Me  nede  not  long  for  to  befech, 
Her  that  hath  power  me  to  comande. 

What  earthly  thing  more  can  I  crave. 
What  would  Iwilh  more  at  my  will; 
Nothing  on  earth  more  would  I  have, 
fcave  that  I  have,  to  have  it  ftill. 

For  fortune  now  hath  kept  her  promelTe, 
In  gjauntingme  my  moft  defyre, 
Of  my  foveraigne  I  have  redrefs. 
And  1  content  nie  with  my  hyre. 


the  lover  complalneth  the  uniindaefs  of  his  loWi 

Mt  lute  awake  perform  the  laft 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  ftiall  waft  : 
And  ende  that  I  have  now  begunne. 
And  when  this  fong  is  fong  and  paft, 
My  lute  be  ftyll  for  I  have  done. 

As  to  be  heard  where  eare  is  none, 
As  leade  to  grave  in  marble  ftone. 
My  fong  may  pearce  her  hart  as  foon. 
Should  we  then  figh,  or  fing,  or  monc. 
No,  no,  my  lute,  for  I  have  done. 

The  rocks  do  not  fo  cruelly, 
Repulfe  the  waves  continually. 
As  (he  my  fuite  and  afFe<ftion  : 
So  that  I  am  paft  remedy. 
Whereby  my  lute  and  1  have,  done.     ^ 

Proude  of  the  fpoyle  that  thou  haft  gott^j 
Of  fimple  hearts  through  loves  fhot, 
By  whome  unkind  thou  haft  them  wonne, 
Think  not  he  hath  his  bow  forgott. 
Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

Vengeance  fhall  fall  on  thy  difdaine 
That  makeft  but  game  on  earneft  payne. 
Think  not  alone  under  the  funn, 
Unquit  to  caufe  thy  lovers  playne. 
Although  my  lute  and  1  have  done. 

May  chanced  thee  lye  withred  and  old. 
In  winter  nights  that  are  fo  cold. 
Playing  in  vaine  unto  the  moon. 
Thy  wilhes  then  dare  not  be  told, 
Care  then  who  liit  for  I  have  done. 

And  then  may  chaunce  thee  to  repent-. 
The  time  that  thou  haft  loft  and  fpent. 
To  caufe  thy  lovers  fighe  and  fvvone. 
Then  fhalt  thou  know  beauty  but  lent. 
And  wifli  and  want  as  I  have  done. 

Now  ceafe  my  lute  this  is  the  laft. 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  fhall  waft. 
And  ended  is  that  we  begonne, 
Now  is  this  fong  both  fong  and  paft. 
My  lute  be  ftili  for  1  have  done. 


How  by  a  irfs,  he  found  both  his  life  and  death. 

Nature  that  gave  the  bee  fo  feate  a  grace, 
To  linde  honey  of  fo  wondrous  faftiion. 
Hath  taught  the  fpyder  out  of  the  fame  place. 
To  fetch  poyfon  by  ftraunge  alteration. 
Though  this  be  ftrange,  it  is  a  ftranger  cafe. 
With  one  kifs  by  fecret  operation  ; 
Both  thefe  at  once  in  thofe  your  lips  to  finde, 
In  change  whereof,  I  leave  my  hart  behinde. 


The  lover  defcribeth  his  being  taken  icith  fight  of  Us 
love. 

Unwarely  fo  was  never  no  man  taught,. 
With  ftedfaft  looke  upon  a  goodly  face. 
As  I  of  late,  for  iodaynly  me  thought. 
My  hart  was  tornc  out  of  his  placc^ 
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thorow  mrne  eye  the  ftroke  from  hers  dyd  flidej 
And  down  diredtly  to  my  heart  it  ranne, 
!n  help  whereof  the  blood  thereto  did  glide, 
And  left  my  face  both  pale  and  wanne. 

Then  was  I  like  a  man  for  v/o  amazed^ 
Or  like  the  fowie  thatflyeth  into  the  fyrcj 
lor  while  that  I  upon  her  beauty  gafed, 
The  more  I  burned  in  my  defire. 

Anon  the  blood  flart  in  my  face  agayne, 
Snflam'd  with  heat,  that  it  had  at  my  hart, 
And  brought  therewith  throughout  in  every  vcine, 
A  quakeingheat  with  pleafant  fmart. 

Then  was  I  like  the  ftraw,  when  that  the  flame 
Is  driven  therein,  by  force  and  rage  of  wynde. 
I  can  not  tell,  alafs  !~what  fhall  I  blatlie, 
Nor  what  to  feke,  nor  what  to  finde. 

But  well  I  wot  the  grief  doth  hold  me  foi-r, 
In  heat  and  cold,  betwixt  both  hope  and  dreadcj 
That,  but  her  help  to  health  doe  me  reftore, 
This  reftleffe  lyfe  I  may  not  leade. 


Yo  his  lover  to  looke  upon  mm. 

All  in  thy  looke  my  life  doth  whole  depend, 
Thou  hydeft  thy  felf,  and  I  muft  dye  therefore. 
But  fince  thou  may'ft  fo  eafely  help  thy  frende. 
Why  doeft  thou  flick  to  falvc  that  thou  madeft 

fore  : 
Why  do  I  dye,  fince  thou  mayft  me  defend, 
And  if  I  dye  thy  life  may  laft  noe  more. 
For  each  by  other  doth  live  and  have  reliefe, 
1  in  thy  look,  and  thou  mofl;  in  my  griefe. 


^helovtr  excufeth  him  ofivoordes,  -uiherivoithhe  'ivas 
upjiijily  charged^ 

pERDY  I  fayde  it  not, 
Nor  never  thought  to  doe, 
As  well  as  I  ye  wot, 
I  have  no  power  thereto. 
And  if  I  dyd,  the  lot 
That  firft  dyd  me  exchange. 
May  never  flake  the  knot, 
But  flrayt  it  to  my  payne. 

And  if  I  did  eche  thing, 
That  may  do  harme  or  wo, 
Continually  may  wring. 
My  heart  where  fo  T  goe. 
Report  may  always  ring 
Of  fliarae  on  me  for  aye,         "  ' 

If  in  my  heart  did  fpryn^. 
The  words  that  you  doe  fay,. , 

And  if  I  did,  each  ftarr, 
That  is  in  heaven  above, 
May  frame  on  me  to  mane,. 
The  hope  I  have  in  love. 
And  if  I  did  fuch  warr 
As  they  brought  unto  Troy, 
Bring  all  my  life  as  farre 
From  all  his  lull  and  joye," 


And  if  I  did  fo  faye, 
The  beauty  that  me  boundtfj, 
Encreafe  from  day  to  day. 
More  cruel  to  my  v^ounde. 
With  all  the  mcne  that  may. 
To  plaint  ray  turne  my  forlg, 
My  lyfe  may  foon  decaye, 
Without  redrelTe  by  wi'ong. 

If  I  be  cleare  from  thought, 
Why  do  you  theii  complayne, 
Then  is  ihis  thing  but  fought, 
To  turne  my  hart  to  payne. 

Then  this  that  you  have  wrought, 
You  muft  it  now  redreffe, 
Of  right  therefore  you  ought, 
Such  rigour  to  reprefle. 

And  as  I  have  deferved. 
So  grant  rhenow  my  hyre. 
You  know  I  never  fwerved, 
Yoli  never  found  me  Iyer. 

For  Rachel  have  I  ferved, 
For  Lea  carde  I  never. 
And  her  I  have  referved 
Within  toy  hart  fur  ever. 


Cffuch  as  hadforfaken  him. 

Lure  my  fair  faulcon,  and  thy  fellowes  all. 
How  well  pleafant  it  were  yout  libertie, 
Ye  not  forfake  me,  that  fayre  mought  you  fall, 
But  they  that  fometime  liked  my  company. 
Like  lyce  away  from  dead  bodyes  they  crall, 
Lo  what  a  proof  in  light  adverfitie. 
But  ye  my  byrds  I  fwear  by  all  your  belles. 
Ye  be  my  friends  and  very  fewe  elks. 


A  difcripiion  of  fuch  a  one  as  he  -would  lonie, 

A  FACE  that  fliould  content  me  wonderous  well, 

Should  not  be  fatt,  but  lovely  to  behold, 

Of  lively  look  all  griefe  for  to  repcll 

With  right  good  grace  fo  would  1  that  it  fhould. 

Speak  without  word,  fuch  words  as  none  can  tell, 

Her  trefs  alfo  fhould  be  of  crifped  gold. 

With  wit  and  thefe,  perchaunce  I  might  be  tryde 

And  knit  againe  with  knot  that  fhould  not  Hide. 


How  impOjffihle  it  is  tofynde  quietnejfe  in  low. 

Ever  my  hap  is  flack  and  flow  in  comeing 
Defire  encreafing  aye  my  hope  uncertayne, 
With  doubtful  love  that  but  encreafeth  paine, 
For  tigre  like  fo  fwift  it  is  in  parting. 
Alas  I   the  fnow  black,  fhall  it  bee  and  fcalding. 
The  fca  waterles,  and  fifh  upon  the  mountaine. 
The  Temmes  ftiall  backe  returne  in  her  fountalnc. 
And  where  he  rofe,  the   funn  Ihall    take  her 
Jodging. 
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Ere  I  in  this  finde  peace  or  quietnefs. 

Or  that  love,  or  my  lady  right  wifly, 

Leave  to  confpire  againft  me  wrongfully. 

And  if  I  have  after  fuch  bitternefs, 

One  drop  of  fwete,  my  mouth  is  out  of  tafte, 

That  all  my  truft  and  travell  is  but  wade. 


Of  lave,  fortune,  and  the  lasers  minde. 

Love,  fortune,  and  my  minde  which  doe  remember 
Eke  that  is  now,  and  that  once  hath  bene, 
Torment  my  hart  fo  fore  that  very  often 
1  hate  and  envy  them  beyond  all  meafure. 
Love  fleeth  my  hart,  while  fortune  is  depriver, 
Of  all  my  comfort,  the  foolifli  minde  than, 
Burneth  and  plaineth,  as  one  that  very  feldome, 
Liveth  in  reft  fo  ftill  in  difpleafure  ; 
My  ple|fant  dayes  they  flete  and  pafTe 
And  dayly  doth  myne  yll  change  to  the  worfe, 
When  more  than  halfe  is  runne  now  of  my  courfe^ 
Alas  1  not  of  ftele,  but  of  brittle  glafs, 
1  fee  that  from  my  hand  falleth'  my  truft, 
And  all  my  thoughts  are  dafhed  into  duft. 


The  lover  praifeth  his  offred  hart  to  be  received. 

How  oft  have  I,  my  dere  and  cruel  foe, 

With  my  great  paine  to  get  fome  peace  or  truce^, 

Given  you  my  hart  but  you  do  not  ufe, 

"In  foe  high  things,  to  caft  your  mind  fo  low. 

If  any  other  looke  for  it  as  you  trow. 

Their  vaine,weake  hope  doth  greatly  thenl  abufe, 

And  that  thus  I  difdaine,  that  you  refufe, 

It  was  once  mine,  it  ca'n  no  more  be  fo. 

If  you  it  chafe  that  it  in  you  can  find 

In  this  exile  no  manner  of  confort, 

Nor  live  alone  nor  where  he  is  caid  refort^ 

He  may  wander  from  his  natural  kinde. 

So  Ihall  it  be  great  hurt  unto  us  twaine, 

And  yours  the  lofs,  and  mine  the  deadly  paine. 


Charging  of  his  love  as  unptfeous  and  loveing  other ^^ 

If  amorous  faith,  or  if  an  hart  unfeined, 
I  fwete  langeur,  a  great  lovely  defire, 
li'honeft  will  kindled  in  gentle  fire, 
If  long  errour  in  a  blind  mafe  chained. 
If  in  my  vlfage  eche  thought  diftained, 
Or  my  fparkling  voice,  lower  or  bier. 
Which  feare  and  fhame  fo  wofuUy  doth  tire. 
If  paie  colour  which  love  alas  hath  ftained. 
If  to  have  another,  then  my  felf  more  dere. 
If  waleing  or  fighing  continually. 
With  forrowful  anger  feJing  bufily 
If  burned  farr  of  and  if  frifmg  nere. 
Are  caufe  that  I  by  love  my  felf  deftroye, 
Yours  is  the  fault,  and  mine  the  great  annoy. 


The  lovers  Ife  contpared  to  tlje  Alpes. 

Like  unto  thefe  unmeafurable  mountaines, 
So  in  my  painfull  life  the  burden  of  yre, 
For  hie  be  they,  and  hie  is  my  defire. 
And  I  of  teares,  and  they  be  full  of  fountaines. 
Under  craggy  rocks  they  have  barren  pjaines, 
Hard  thoughts  in  me  ftiy  wofuU  minde  doth  tire, 
Small  fruite  and  many  leaves  theirc  tops  do  attire. 
With  fmall  effe6t  great  truft  in  me  remaines. 
The  boiftprous  winds  oft  theire  high  bowcs  do 

blaft, 
Hott  fighes  in  me  continually  be  fhed, 
Wilde  beafts  in  them,  firce  love  in  me  is  fed, 
Unmoveable  am  I,  and  they  ftedfaft. 
Of  finging-birds,  they  have  the  tune  and  tiote. 
And  I  alwayes  plaintes  palling  through  my  throte. 


A  renouncing  of  love, 

Fareweli.  love,  and  all  thy  lawes  for  ever. 
Thy  bated  hookes  fhall  tangle  me  no  more, 
Seneca,  and  Plato  call  me  from  thy  lore. 
To  parfit  welth  my  witt  for  to  endever. 
In  blind  error  when  I  did  nerfever. 
Thy  iharp  lepulfe,  that  pricketh  aye  fo  fore 
Tiught  me  in  trifles  that  I  fet  noe  ftore. 
But  fcape  forth  thence  fince  libertie  is  liefFef. 
Therefore  farewell  go  trouble  younger  harts. 
And  in  time  daime  noe  more  auiftoritie, 
With  idle  youth  goe  ufe  thy  propertie, 
And  thereon  fpend  thy  many  brittle  dartes. 
For  hitherto  though  \  have  loft  my  time, 
Me  lift  no  longer  rotten  bowes  to  clime. 


Thi  lover  fotfaksth  his  unlind  love. 

My  hart  I  gave  thee  not  to  doe  it  painCj 

But  to  preferve  lo  it  to  thee  was  taken, 

I  ferved  thee,  thee  not  that  I  fhould  be  forfaken,      ^ 

But  that  I  ftiould  receive  reward  againe. 

I  was  content,  thy  fervant  to  remaine, 

And  not  to  be  repayed  on  this  faftiion, 

Now  fincc  in  thee  tliere  is  no  other  reafun, 

Difpleafe  thee  not  if  that  I  do  refraine. 

Uni'atiat  of  my  wo  and  thy  defire, 

AfTured  by  craft  for  to  excufe  thy  fault. 

But  fince  it  pleafeth  thee  to  fain  default, 

Farewell  1  fay,  departing  from  the  fire. 

For  he  that  doth  believe  bearing  in  hand, 

Ploweth  in  the  water  and  foweth  in  the  fand. 


The  lover  defcriheth  his  reflefeflate. 

The  fiameing  fighes  that  boyie  within  my  breafi, 
Sometime  break  forth  and  they  can  well  declare, 
The  hartes  unreft,  and  how  that  he  doth  fear» 
The  paine  thereof,  the  griefe,  and  all  the  reft. 
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The  "fhattercd  eyen  from  wliencestlie  tearesdo  fall, 
Do  feel  fome  force  or  eke  theywauld  be  dry, 
The  -wafled  flefli  of  colour  ded  caa  try, 
And  lometime  tell  what  Iweetiiefs  in  the  gall. 
And  he  that  luft  to  fee,  and  to  difcearne, 
How  care  can  force  witiiin  a  weried  mind, 
Come  he  to  me  I  am  that  place  aGnde, 
JBut  for  aU  this  noe  force,  it  doth  noe  harme, 
The  wounde  alas  hap  in  fome  other  place, 
From  whence  noe  toole  away  the  fear  tan  race. 

But  you  which  of  fuch  like  have  had  your  part, 
Can  befl  be  judge  wherefore  my  friend  fo  dere, 
I  thought  it  good  my  ftate  fliould  now  appcre, 
To  you,  and  that  there  is  no  great  defart. 
And  whereas  you  in  weighty  matters  great. 
Of  fortune  faw  the  ftiaddow  that  you  know 
Por  trifling  things  T  now  am  flricken  foe. 
That  though  I  feel  my  hart  doth  wound  and  beat, 
I  fit  alone  fave  on  the  fecond  day. 
My  fever  comes  with  whome  I  fpend  my  time, 
In  burning  heat  while  that  fhe  lift  affigne, 
And  who  hath  helth  and  liberty  alw^y, 
Let  him  thank  God,  and  let  him  not  provoke, 
To  have  the  like  of  this  my  painfull  ftioke. 


The  lover  laments  the  death  r.f  his  love. 

The  pillcr  perifbt  is  whereto  1  lent, 

The  Itrongeft  ftay  of  mine  unquiet  minde; 

The  like  of  it  no  man  agayn  can  fynde. 

From  eaft  to  wefl  flill  feeking  though  he  went, 

To  mync  unhappe  forhappe  away  hath  rent. 

Of  all  my  joy  the  very  bark  and  rindc. 

And  I  (alas  !)  by  chaonce  am  tlius  aflinde, 

Dayly  to  mourn,  till  death  do  it  relent. 

But  fmce  that  thus  it  is  by  dettiny, 

What  can  I  more  but  have  a  wofuU  hart, 

My  penne  in  plaint  my  voice  in  carefull  crye, 

My  mynde  in  woe  my  body  full  of  fniart. 

And  I  my  felf,  my  felf  alwayesto  hate, 

Tyll  dreadful!  death  doe  eafe  my  doleful!  ftate. 


The  lover  Jendeth  fighes  to  move  bis  fuiie, 

GoE  burning  fighes  unto  the  frozen  hart, 
Goe  break  the  yce  which  pities  painfull  dart, 
Might  never  pierce,  and  if  that  mortall  prayer, 
In  heaven  be  heard  at  leaft  yet  I  defyre, 
That  death,  or  mercy,  end  my  wofull  fmart. 
Take  with  thee  paine  whereof  I  have  my  part, 
And  eke  the  flame  from  which  1  cannot  ftart. 
And  leave  me  then  in  reft  I  you  require, 
Goe  burning  fighs  fulfill  that  I  defire. 
I  muft  goe  worke,  and  fee  my  craft  and  arte, 
For  truth  and  faith  in  her  is  laid  apart, 
Alas  I  cannot  therefore  now  aflayle  her, 
IVith  pitiful!  complaint  and  fcalding  fire. 
That  frpm  my  breft  deceiyebly  doth  ftart. 


Complaint  of  the  abfence  of  his  love. 


SoE  feeble  is  the  thred  that  doth  the  burden  ftay. 
Of  my  poor  life  in  heavy  plight  that  falleth  in  de- 
cay, [cours. 
That  but  it  have  elfewhere  fome  ayde  or  fome  fuc- 
The  running  fpindle  of  my  fate  anon  Ihall  end  his 

courfe.  [p^rtj 

For  fmce  the  unhappy  houre  that  dyd  me  to  de- 
f  rom  my  fweet  weale  one  only  hoape  hath  flayed 

my  life  apart. 
Which  doth  perfwade  fuch  words  unto  my  fored 

mynde,  [luck  to  find. 

Maintaine  thy  felfe,  O  wofull  wight,  fome  better 
For  though  thou  be  deprived   from  thy  defired 

fight, 
Who  can  thee  tell,  if  thy  returne  before  thy  more 

delight : 
Or  who  can  tell  thy  lofs  if  thou  mayft  once  recover. 
Some  pleafant  houres  thy  wo  may  wrap,  and  thee 

defend  and  cover. 
Thu5  in  this  truft,  as  yet  it  hath  my  life  fuftained. 
But  now  (alas)  I  fee  it  faint,  and  I  by  truft  am 

trayned,  [bende. 

The  tyme  doth  flete,  and  I  fee  how  the  hours  do 
So  faft  that  I  have  fcant  the  fpace   to  marke  my 

comeingend.  [his  lite, 

Wcftward  the  funn  from  out  the  eaft  fcant  fliewd 
When  in  the  weft  he  hies  him  ftraite  within  the 

dark  of  night 
And  comes  as  faft,  where  he  began  his  path  awry, 
From  eaft  to  weft,  from  weft  to  eaft,  fo  doth  his 

journey  lye.  [here, 

Thy  lyfe  fo  fhort  fo  frayle,  that  mortall  men  lyve 
Soe  great  a  weight,  fo  heavy  charge  the  bodyes 

that  we  here. 
That  when  I  think  upon  the  diftance  and  the  fpace. 
That  doth  fo  farre  divide  me  from  thy  dere  defired 

face.  [quire, 

r  know  not  how  t'  attaine  the  winges  that  I  re- 
To  iyft  me  up  that  I  might  fly  to  follow  my  de- 
fyre. [fuftyne, 
Thus  of  that  hope  that  doth  my  lyfe  fomethyng 
Alas  1  fear,  and  partly  feel  full  httle  doth  remaine. 
Eche  place  doth  bring  me  griefe  where  I  doe  noe 

behold, 
Thofe  lively  eyes  which  of  my  thoughts,  were  wont 

the  keys  to  hold. 
Thofe  thoughts  were  pleafant  fweet  whilll  I  en- 

joy'd  that  grace, 
My  pleaiure  paft,  my  prefent  pain,  when  I  might 

well  embrace. 
And  for  becaufe  my  want  fliould  more  my  woe 

increafe. 
In  watch  anii.lleep  both  day  and  night  my  will 

doth  never  ceafe. 
That  thiug  to  v/iflie  whereof  fynce  1  did  lofe  the 

fight,  _ 
Was  never  thing  that  mought  in  ought  my  wofull 

hart  delight. 
Th'  uneafy  life  I  lead  doth  teach  me  for  to  mete, 
The  floods,  the  feas,  the  land,  the  hills,  that  doth 

them  intermete. 

Rf  ijj     ■ 
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ifvvece  me  and  tbofe  fhene  lights  that  wonted  for 

to  clere, 
My  darked  pangs  of  cloudy  thoughts  as  bright  as 

Phebus  fphere  ; 
It  teacheth  me  alfo,  what  was  my  pleafant  ftate, 
The  more'  to.  feele  by  fuch  record  how   that  my 

welth  doth  bate. 
If  fuch  record  (alas)  provoke  the  inflamed  mynde, 
Which  fprung  that  day  that  1  dyd  leave  the  beft  of 

'     me  behynde. 
If  love  forgeat  himfelfe  by  length  of  abfence  let, 
"Who  doth  me  guid  (O  wofuU  wretch)  unto  this 
baited  net  :  [for  me, 

"Where  doth  encreafe  my  care,  much  better  were 
As  dumm  as  Hone  all  things  forgott,  flill  abfeiit 

for  to  be. 
Alas  the  clear  chriflall,  the  bright   tranfplendant 
glaffe,  [it  hafe.. 

Doth  not  bewray  the  colours  hid  which  underneath. 
As    doth  the   accumbred    fprite  the    thoughtfull 
■  throwes  difcover,  [we  cover. 

Of  teares  delyte  of  fervent  love  that  in  our  hartes 
Outby  thefe  eyes,  it  flieweth  that  evermore  delight; 
In  plaint  and  teares  to  feek  redrefs,  and  eke  both 

day  and  night. 
Thofe  kindes  of  pleafures  moll  wherein  men  foe 
rejoice,  [voice. 

To  me  they  do  redouble  dill  of  flormy  Cghes  the 
For,  I  am  one  of  them,  whom   plaint  doth  well 
content,  [lament. 

It  fits  me  well  my  abfent  wealth  me  femes  for  to 
And  with  my  teares  t'  affy  to  charge  myne  eyes 

twayne, 
Xike  as  my  hart  above  the  brink  is  fraughted  full 

of  payne. 
And  for  becaufe  thereto,  that  thefe  fair  eyes  do 
treate,  [repeate. 

3Do  me  provoke,  I  will  returne,  my  plaint  thus  to 
For  there  is  nothing  els,  fo  toucheth  me  within, 
Where  they  rule  all,  and  1  alone,  nought  but  the 

cafe  or  fltin. 
Wherefore  I  fliall  returne  to  them  an  well  or  fpring. 
From  whom  defcexids  my  niortail  wo,   above   all 

ether  thing. 
So  fhall  myne  eyes  in  paine  accompany  my  hart, 
That  were  the  guides,  that  did  it  lead  of  love  to 
feel  the  fniart.  [pfide, 

The  crifped  gold  that  doth  furmount  AppoUoes 
I'he    lively  fireames  of  pleafant  flarrs  that  under 

it  doth  glyde. 
Wherein  the  beaines  of  love  dee  dill  increafe  iheire 
heatc,  [me  fvveat, 

Which  yet  fo  far  touch  me  to  near  in  coldto  make 
1'he  wife  and  pleafant  take,  {o^  raie  or  eife  alone, 
That  gave  to  me  the  curties  gyft,  that  eai;ll  had 

never  none. 
Be  far  from  me  alas,  and  every  other  thing, 
I  might  forbear  with  better  will,  then  this  that 

did  me  bring. 
With  pleafand  woord  and  cheer,  redrefs  of  lingred 
payne,  '  [tniyne. 

Ard  wonted  oft  in  kindled  will,  to  vertue  me  to 
Thus  am  I  forc'd  to  hear  and  hearken  after  n^ws, 
]SAy   comfort   fcant,   my  large  defire  in  doiibtfiil 
piifc  jenews. 


And  yet  with  nhore  delight  to  move"  my  wofull  cafe* 
I  muft  coniplaiue  thefe  hands,  thofe   armes,  that 

firmly  do  embrace. 
Me  from  my  felf,  and  rule  the  flerne  of  my  poor 

lyfe, 
The  fwect  difdaynes,  the  pleafant  wrathes,  and 

eke  the  holy  flrife. 
That  wonted  well  to  tune  in  temper  juH;  and  mete. 
The  rage,  that  oft  did  make  me  err  by  furour  un- 

difcrete.  [hiHsv 

All  this  is  hid  from   me  with   fharp  and  ragged 
At  others  will  my  long  abode,  my  depe  dyfpayr 

fulfills. 
And  of  my  hopefometime  ryfe  upbyfome  redreffe, 
Jt  ftuiiibleth  ftraite  for  feablc  faint  my  fear  hath 

fuch  exceffe. 
Such  is  the  fort  of  hoape,  the  lefs  for  more  defyre. 
And  yet  I  truft  e're  that  I  dye,  to  fee  that  I  require. 
The  refting  place  of  love,  where  virtue  dwells  and 

and  growes,  [repofe, 

There  I  defire  my  weary  life  fometime  may  take 
My  fong  thoa  fhalt   attaine,  to  find  the  pleafant 

place, 
Where  fhe  doth  live  by  whom  I  live,  may  chance 

to  have  this  grace. 
When  Ihe  hath  read  and  feen,^  the  griefe  wherein 

I  ferve. 
Between   her  brefts  fhe  Ihall  the  put,  there  fbali 

fhe  thee  referve. 
Then  tell  her,  that  I  come,  fhe  fhall  me  ftiortly  fee^ 
And  if  for  waight  the  body  fayl,  the  foul  fhall  to, 

her  flee. 


The  lover  blameth  his  love  for  renting  of  the  letter  h^ 
fent  her. 

StJFFiSED  not  (madame)  that  you  did  teare. 

My  wofull  hart,  but  this  alfo  to  rent. 

The  Weeping  paper  that  to  you  T  fent. 

Whereof  ecb  letter  was  written  with  a  tear. 

Could  not  my  prefent  paynes  (alas)  fufiife. 

Your  greedy  heart,  and  that  my  heart  doth  feel,,         M 

Torments  that  prick  more  fnarper  than  the  fteel,        P 

But  new  and  new  muft  to  my  lott  aryfe, 

Ufe  then  my  death,  foe  fhall  your  crueltye, 

Spite  of  your  fpyte,  rid  me  from  all  my  fmart, 

And  I  no  more  iuch  torments  of  the  hart. 

Feel  as  1  doe  this  fiiall  you  gayne  thereby. 


The  lover  curfeth  the  tymi  ^henfyrjl  befell  in  lov$^ 

When  fyrft  myne  eyes  did  view  and  markj 

Ihy  fayr  beayty  to  behold. 

And  when  my  ears  lyi'ned  to  hark. 

The  pleafant  woords  that  thou  me  toldc, 

I  would  as  then  !  had  been  free, 

from  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes  to  fee.  ^ 

And  when  my  lipps  gan  fyrft  to  mone. 

Whereby  my  hart  to  thee  was  knowne, 

And  when  my  tongue  dyd  talke  of  love, 

To  thee  that  haft  true  love  downe  thrown^ 
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I  would  my  lipps  and  tongue  alfoe, 

Had  then  been  dunime,  no  deal  to'  goe. 

And  when  my  hands  have  handled  ought, 

That  thee  hath  kept  in  memory, 

And  when  my  feet  have  gone  and  fought, 

To  find  and  get  the  company. 

I  would  each  hand  a  foot  had  beene. 

And  1  each  foot  a  hand  had  fecn. 

And  when  in  mind  I  dyd  confent, 

To  follow  this  my  fancies  will, 

And  when  my  hart  did  firft  relent. 

To  taft  fuch  bait  my  life  to  fpill. 

I  would  my  hart  had  been  as  thine. 

Or  els  thy  hart  had  been  as  myne. 


t 


Iht  lover  determineth  rt  ferve  faithfully. 

Since  love  will  needs,  that  I  fhall  love, 

Of  very  force  1  mufl  agree, 

And  fince  no  chaunce  may  it  remove, 

In  wealth  and  in  adverfitie. 

I  fhall  dlway  my  fclfe  apply, 

To  ferve  and  fufFer  patiently. 

Though  for  good  will  I  finde  but  hate. 
And  cruelly  my  life  to  waft, 
And  though  tliat  flill  a  wretched  ftatc, 
Should  pyne  my  days  unto  thelaft  : 
Yet  1  profefs  it  willingly. 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

For  fince  my  hart  is  bound  to  ferve. 
And  I  not  ruler  of  myne  owne. 
What  foe  befall,  tyll  that  1  flerve. 
By  proofefull  well  it  fhall  be  knowne. 
That  I  fiiall  ftill  my  felf  apply, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

Yet  though  my  griefe  finde  noe  redrefs. 
But  flill  encreafe  before  myne  eyes, 
Though  my  reward  be  cruelneffe. 
With  all  the  harme,  happs  can  devyfe. 
Yet  I  profefs  it  willingly, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

Yea  though  fortune  her  pleafant  face. 
Should  fhew,  to  fet  me  up  aloft, 
Andflraight  my  wealth  for  to  deface. 
Should  wrythe  away,  as  (he  doth  oft. 
Yet  would  I  flill  my  felf  applye, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 

There  is  no  griefe,  no  fmert,  no  wo, 
That  yet  I  feel,  or  after  fliall. 
That  from  this  minde  may  make  me  goe. 
And  whatfoever  me  befall, 
I  do  profefs  it  willingly, 
To  ferve  and  fuffer  patiently. 


Ibe  lover  fufpeBid,  llameth  ill  tongues^ 

MisTRUsTFULL  minds be  moved, 
To  have  mein  fufpeiSt, 
The  truth  it  fliall  be  proved. 
Which  time  fhall  once  detedt. 
Though  fallhed  goe  about^  j 
Of  crirofe  to  a;e  accufe^ 


At  laigth  I  do  not  doubt, 
But  truth  fliall  me  excufe. 
Such  fauce,  as  they  have  fervcd, 
To  me  without  defert. 
Even  Rs  they  have  dcferved. 
Thereof  God  fend  them  part. 


the  lover  complairtetb,  and  his  ladle  co?nfortcih. 

Lover.  It  burneth  yet,  alas,  my  heartes  defire, 
Lady.    What  is  the  thing,  that  hath  infiam'd  thy 

heart  ? 
Lo.  A  certaine  point  as  fervent  as  the  fyre. 
La.  The  heat  fhall  ceafe  if  that  thou  wilt  convert, 
Lo.  I  cannot  flop  the  fervent  rageing  yre. 
La.  What  may  1  do,  if  thy  felf  caufe  thy  fmart  ? 
Lo,  Heare    my  requeft,  and   rew    my    weeping 

chere 
La.  With  right  good  will  fay  on,  lo,  I  thee  here. 
Lo.  That  thing  would  I,  that  maketh  two  content. 
La.  Thou  fcekeii:,  perchaunce  of  me,  that  I  may 

not. 
Lo.  Would  God,    t^hou  wouldefl;,  as  thou  mayft, 

well  afl'ent. 
La.  That  I  may  not  the  griefe  is  myne,  God  wot, 
Lo.  But    if  I    feele,    whatfo   thy   woordes  have 

ment. 
La.  Sufpedt  me  not,  my  woordes  be  not  forgett. 
Lo.  Then  fay,  alas  !  fliall  I  have  help  or  no. 
La.  I  fee  no  time  to  anfwer,  yea,  but  no. 
Lo.  Say    yea,   dere  hait,    and   ftand   no    more  in 

doubt. 
La.  I  may  not  grant  a  thing  that  is  fo  dere. 
Lo.  Lo  with  delayes,  thou  dryves  me  ftill  ahoot- 
La.  Thou  wouldeft  my  death,  it  plainly  doth  ap- 

peare.  [out. 

Le.  Firft  may  my  heart  his  blood,  and  life  blede 
La.  Then  for  my  fake,  ala^!  thy  will  forbeare. 
Lo.  From  day  to  day,  thus  waftea  my  lyfe  away. 
Za.  Yet  for  the  heft,  fuffre  fonie  fniale  delay. 
Lo.  Now  good,  fay  yea,  do  once  fo  good  a  dede. 
La.  If  1  fayd  yea,  what  ftiould  thereof  enfae  ? 
Lo.  An  heart  in  payne  of  fuccour  fo  fnould  fpede, 
Twixt  yea,  and  nay,  my  dout  fhall  ftiii  renew. 
My  fwete,  fay  yea,  and  do  away  this  drede. 
La.  Thou  wilt  nedes  fo,  be  it  fo,  but  then  be  trew. 
Lo.  Nought  would  I  elfe,  nor  other  treafure  none. 
Thus  hearts  be  wonne   by  love,  recjhcil^  aud. 

mone. 


Why  love  is  blinde. 

Of  purpofe,  love  chofe  firft  for  to  be  blinde, 
For  he  with  fight  of  that,  that  1  beholde, 
Varqnifti't  had  been,  againft  all  godly  kynde, 
His  bow  your   hand,  and  truffe  fhould  have  un- 
fold. 
And  he  with  me  to  ferve  had  been  affmde. 
But,  for  he  blind,  and  recklefs  would  him  hol<£ 
And  ftill,  by  chance,  his  diedly  ftrokes  beftow 
With  fuch,  as  fee,  I  ferve,  and  fuffer  wo. 
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5"a  his  uulLiile  lo-vc 


What  rage  is  this,  what  furor  of  what  k'/nde, 
What  power,    what  plage,  doth   wcry  thus  mye 

minde  ? 
Within  my  bones  to  rankle  is  aflynde, 
What  poifon  p'leafant  fwete. 

Lo  fee  myne  eyes  flow  with  continual  teares, 
The  hody  fljll  away  fleeplefle  it  wearcs. 
My  foode  nothing  my  fainting  ftrength  repayres 
Nor  doth  my  lim  mee  fuftayne.  [turne, 

In  depe  wyde  wound,  the  deadly  ftroke  doth 
To  cui^ekfTe  fkarre  that  never  ftiall  returne. 
Go  to,  triumph,  rejoyce  tliy  goodly  turne, 
Thy  frend  thou  docft  oppreffe. 

Oppreffe  thou  doeft,  and  haft  of  him  no  cure, 
Nor  yer  my  plaint  no  pitie  can  procure, 
I'ierce  tygre,  fell,  hard  rocke  without  recure 
Cruell  rebell  to  love. 

Once  may  thou  love,  never  be  loved  again. 
So  love  thou  flill,  and  not  thy  love  obtayne. 
So  wrathful]  love  with  fpitcs  of  juft  dildaine, 
jVIay  thret  thy  cruell  hart. 


Tie  lever  blanieth  bis  itijiant  defyre. 

DisyKE,  (alas  1)  my  maifter,  and  my  foe. 
So  fore  altered  thy  felfe,  how  maifi  thou  fee, 
Some  time  thou  feekeft,  and  dryvesme  to  and  fro, 
Some  time  thou  leadeit,  that  leadeth  thee  and  me, 
"What  reafon  is  to  rule  thy  fubjeiSs  fo. 
By  forced  law  and  mutabilitie  I 
For  where  by  thee  I  doubted  to  have  blame. 
Even  now  by  hate  agayne  I  doubt  the  fame. 


The  lo-ver  complaintth  his  eftate, 

1  SEE  that  chance  hath  chofen  me, 
Thus  fecretly  to  live  in  payne. 
And  to  another  geven  the  free. 
Of  all  my  loffe  to  have  the  gayne, 
JBy  chance  affinde  thiis  do  Iferve, 
And  other  have  that  I  dcferve. 

Unto  my  fclf  fome  time  alone, 
I  do  lament  my  wofuU  cafe, 
But  what  availeth  me  to  mone,, 
Since  truth  and  pitie  hath  no  place. 
In  them,  to  whom  I  fue  ami  lerve. 
And  other  have  that  I  dcferve. 
f      To  feke  by  meane  to  change  this  mind, 
Alas,  I  prove  it  will  not  be, 
For  in  my  heart  I  cannot  finde. 
Once  to  refrayne,  but  flill  agree 
As  bound  by  force  alway  to  ferve. 
And  other  have  that  I  defer ve. 
'    Such  is  the  fortune  that  I  have. 
To  love  them  mofl,  that  love  me  left. 
And'  to  my  payne  to  feck  and  crave 
Tht!  thing,  that  other  have  poffeft. 
So  thus  in  vaine  ?tlway  I  ferve, 
iU;d  other  have  that  j  defervcj 


And  till  I  may  appeafe  the  heaxff. 
If  that  my  happe  will  happe  fo  well 
To  wayie  my  wo  my  heart  fhall  frtatc 
Whofe  fienfif  payne  my  tong  can  teU, 
Vet  thus  unhappy  muft  1  ferve. 
And  other  have  that  I  deferve. 


0/  his  love  called  Anna. 

What  woord  is  that,  that  changeth  not, 

Though  it  be  turnde  and  made  in  twayne 

k  is  mj'nne,  Anna,  God  it  wote 

The  only  caufer  of  my  payne, 

My  love  that  medeth  with  difdaine. 

Yet  is  it  loved,  what  will  you  more. 

It  is  my  falve,  and  pke  my  fore. 


That  pleafure  is  mixed  with  every  paint. 

Venemous  thornes  that  are  fo  ftarpe  and  kene, 
Beare  flowers  we  fee,  full  frefli  and  fayre  of  hue, 
Poyfon  is  alfo  put  in  medicine, 
And  unto  man  his  health  doth  oft  renue, 
The  fyre  that  all  things  eke  confumeth  clene. 
May  hurt  and  heale  :  then  if  that  this  be  true, 
1  trufl  fome  time  my  harm  may  be  my  health,' 
Sins  every  woe  is  joyncd  with  fome  wealth. 


A  riddle  of  a  gyft  geven  by  a  ladle. 

A  LADY  gave  me  a  gift  fhe  had  not. 

And  I  received  her  gift  which  1  took  not, 

She  gave  it  me  willingly,  and  yet  fhe  would  not. 

And  I  received  it  albeit  I  could  not. 

If  fhe  give- it  me  I  force  not. 

And  if  fhe  take  it  again  fhe  cares  not, 

Confter  what  this  is  and  tell  not. 

For  I  am  fall  fworne,  I  may  not. 


That  fpealirg  or  proferiiiglringes  al-way  fpedirg, 

Sfeake  thou   and  fpede,  where  will  or  power 
ought  helpeth,  [by  welth  : 

Where  power  doth  want,  will  muft  be  wonne 
For  nede  will  fpede,  where  will  workes  riot  his 
feynde,  [fynd. 

And  gayne,  thy  foes  thy  frendes  fliall  caufe  thee 
For  fute  and  golde,  what  do  not  they  obtayne. 
Of  good  and  bad  the  tryers  aire  thefe  wayne. 


He  ruleth  tut,  though  he  reigne  over  realmes    that  is- 
fubjeSi  to  his  oivne  Itijies. 

If  thou  wilt  mighty  be,  flee  from  the  rage, 
Of  cruell  will,  and  iet  thou  kepe  the  free 
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iTom  the  foul  yoke  of  fenfual  bondage, 
For  though  thine  empire  ftretdue  to  Icd'an  fee, 
And  for  thy  fear  trembleth  the  fardeth  Thules, 
If  thy  defyre  have  over  thee  the  power, 
Subjed;  then  art  thou,  and  no  goveriiour. 

If  to  be  noble  and  high  thy  mind  be  moved, 
Confider  well  thy  grounde  and  thy  beginning, 
For  he  that  hath  eche  ftarre  in  heaven  fixed. 
And  gives  the  moone  her  homes  and  her  eclipilcg. 
A  lyke  hath  made  the  noble  in  his  working, 
So  that  wretched  no  way  may  thou  be. 
Except  foule  lufh  and  vyce  doe  conquer  thee. 
All  wer  that  fo  thou  had  a  flood  of  gokie, 
Unto  thy  thirft;  yet  Ihould  it  not  fuffice. 
And  though  with  Indian  ftones  a  thoufand  folde. 
More  precious  then  can  thy  felf  dcvifc. 
Ycharged  were  thy  backe,  thy  covetife, 
And  bufy  byting  yet  ihould  never  let, 
Thy  wretched  lyfe,  nede  do  thy  death  profet. 


Of  gold,  1  fay,  where  he  preparde  this  dede 
And  in  exchange,  he  left  the  corde  the' 
He  that  hid  the  golde,  and  found  it  not, 
Of  that  he  found  he  fliapc  his  kneck  a  knot. 


IVhether  litertie  by  kjje  ef  life,  or  life  in  prifon  and 
thraldome^  he  to  be  preferred, 

I-YKE  as  the  byrde  within  the  cage  Inclofed, 
The  dore  unfparred,  her  foe  the  hawke  without 
Twixt  death  and  prifon  pitioufly  opprefied. 
Whether  for  to  choofe  ftandeth  in  dout. 
Lo  fo  do  I,  which  feke  to  bring  about, 
Which  fnouldbe  befl  by  determination 
By  loffe  of  life,  libertie,  or  lyfe  by  prifon. 
O  niifchief  by  mifchief  to  be  redreffed. 
Where  payne  is   beft  there  l)'>eth  but  little  plea- 
lure, 
By  fhort  death  better  to  be  delivered, 
Then  byde  in  painfull  lyfe,  thraldome  and  dolour. 
bmall  is  the  pleafure  where  much  payne  we  fhf- 

fer, 
Rather  therefore  to  chufe  me  thinketh  wifdome, 
By  lofs  of  lyfe  libertie,  then  lyfe  by  prifon. 

And  yett  me  thinkes  although  1  live  and  fuifer, 
J  do  but  wayte  a  time  and  fortunes  chance. 
Oft  many  thinges  do  happen  in  one  hower, 
That  which  opprefl  me  now  may  me  advance, 
Ai\  time  is  trulT:  which  by  deathes  grevaunce 
Is  wholy  loft.     Then  were  it  not  reafon 
Ey  death  to  chufe  libertie,  and  not  life  by  prifon, 
£ut  death  wer  deliverance  where  lif  lengthens 
paine, 
Of  thefe  two  illes  let  fee  now  chufe  the  beft. 
This  bird  to  deliver  that  here  doth  plaine  ; 
What  fay  ye  lovers,  which  Ihal  be  the  beft  ? 
In  cage  thraldome,  or  by  the  hawke  oppreft  ; 
And  which  to  chufe,  make  plain  conclufion 
By  lofs  of  lyfe  libertie,  or  lyfe  by  prifon, 


Agaipfl  haurders  of  money. 

Foa  Ihamefaft  harme  of  great  and  hatefull  nede. 
In  depe  difpayre,  as  did  a  wretch  go. 
With  ready  corde  out  of  his  life  to  fpede, 
Jii^  ftumbliflg:  foot  did  fynde  an  hoorde,  Jo, 


Dfcription  of  a  gortne. 

VtiLCANE  begat  me,  Minerva  me  taught, 
Nature   my  mother,  craft  nourilht  me  yere  by 

yere  [naught. 

Three  bodies  are   my  foode;  my  ftrength  is  ia 
Anger,  wrath,  wafte,  and  noyfe,  are  my  children 

dere. 
Geffe  frende,  what  I  am,  and  how  I  am  wraught, 
Monfter  of  fea  or  of  lande,  or  of  els  where 
Know  me,  and  ufe  me,  and  I  may  thee  defend. 
And  if  I  be  thine  enemie  I  may  thy  life  ende. 


JVyat  being  in  prifun  to  Bryan, 

SiGHEs  are  myfoode,  my  drink  are  my  teares. 
Clinking  of  fetters  would  fuch  mulike  crave. 
Stink,  and  clofe  ayre,  away  my  life  it  weares. 
Poor  innocence  is  ail  the  hope  I  have, 
Rayne,  wynde,  or  weather,  judge  I  by  myneears, 
Malice  alfautes  that  righteoufneffe  Ihould  have. 
Sure  am  I,  Bryan,  this  wound  ftiall  heale  againe. 
But  yett,  alas!  the  fliarre  fiiall  ftill  remaine. 


Of  diffemhling  •woords. 

Throughout  the  world  if  it  were  fought, 
Fayre  words  ynoughe  a  man  Ihall  fynde; 
They  be  good  chepe,  they  coft  right  nought^^ 
Their  fubftance  is  but  only  wynde  : 
But  well  to  fay,  and  fo  to  meane. 
That  fvvete  accorde  is  fcldome  fene. 


Of  the  mean  andfure  eflate. 

Stand  whofo  lis  upon  the  flipper  wKeele, 
Of  high  eftate,  and  let  me  here  rejoyce. 
And  ufe  my  life  in  quietnefle  eche  dele, 
Unknowne  in  court  that  hath  the  wanton  joycs. 
In  hidden  place  my  time  Ihall  flowly  pafle. 
And  when  my  yeres  be  paft  without  annoyfc. 
Let  me  dye  old  after  the  common  trace. 
For  grypes  of  death  do  he  too  hardly  pafs ; 
That  knowne  is  to  all,  but  to  himfelf,  alas! 
He  dyeth  unknown  dafed  with  dreadful!  face. 


'The  caurtiers  life. 

In  court  to  ferve  decked  with  frefhe  arayc. 
Of  fugarcd  meatus  feling  the  fwete  repaft. 


ft 
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The  lyfe  in  bankets  and  fundry  kyndes  of  playe. 
Amid  the  preiTe  the  worldly  lookes  to  wafe. 
Hath  with  it  joined  of  times  fuch  bitter  tafte, 
That  who  fo  joyes  fuch  kinde  of  life  to  holde, 
In  prifon  joyes  fettred  with  chaines  of  golde. 


Of  difappointed  purpofe  Ly  negligence. 

Of  Carthage  he  that  worthy  warriour, 
Could  overcome,  but  could  not  ufe  his  chance 
And  I  likewyfe  of  all  my  long  endeavour, 
The  fliarp  conquefl  though  fortune  did  avance, 
Jit  could  I  ufe,  the  hold  that  is  given  over. 
3  unpoifeffe,  fo  hangeth  now  in  balance. 
Of  warre,  my  peace,  rewarde  of  all  my  payne, 
At  Mountzon  thus  I  reftlefs  reft  in  Spaine. 


Of  Lis  rcturne  from  Spayne. 

Tagus  farewell  ihat  weftward  with  thy  flremes, 
Turnes  up  the  graines  of  golde  already  tryde. 
For  I  with  fpurre  and  faile  go  feke  the  Temmes, 
Gayneward  the  funne  that  fheweth  her  welthy 

pride ; 
And  to  the  towne  that  Brutus  fought  by  dreames, 
Like  bended  moon  that  leaves  her  lufty  fyde, 
My  king,  my  country,  I  feke  for  whom  I  live, 
©  mighty  Jove  the  wyndes  for  this  me  geve. 


Of  fodaine  triifing,  I 

Driven  by' defyre  1  did  this  ded, 
To  danger  my  felf  without  caufe  why, 
To  trull  th'  untrue  not  lyke  to  fpede, 
To  fpeake  and  promife  faithfully. 
But  now  the  proofe  doth  verify, 
That  who  fo  trufteth  ere  he  know, 
Dooh  hurt  himfelf  iind  pleafe  his  foe. 


Cf  thu  mother  ihat  eat  her  child  at  the  ftege  of  Je- 
rufalem. 

In  doubtfull  breft  whyles  motherly  pitty, 
"With  furious  famine  Itandeth  at  debate 
The  mother  faith,  O  child  unhappy, 
Return  thy  blood  where  thou  hadll  milke  of  late. 
Teld  me  thofe  lymmes  that  I  made  unto  thee, 
And  enter  there  where  thou  wer  generate, 
For  of  one  body  againft  all  nature,  ,, 

To  another  muft  I  make  fepulture. 


'Cf  the  mean*  aiidfure  efate,  ivritien  to  John  Paynes. 

My  mothers  maides  wl)en  they  do  fow  and  fpinnc, 
'Ihcy  fing  a  fong  made  ef  a  fieldilh  moufe, 


That  for  becaufc  her  livelod  wasbut  thmne^ 
Would  needs  go  fee  her  townilli  fillers  houfe. 
She  fought  her  felf  endurde  to  grievous  payne. 
The  ftormy  blaftee  her  cave  fo  fore  did  foufe  ; 
That  when  the  furrous  fwimmed  with  the  rayne. 
She  muft  lye  cold  and  wet  in  fory  plight. 
And  worfe  then  that  bare  meate  ther  did  remayne, 
To  comfort  her,  when  flie  her  houfe  had  dight. 
Some  tyme  a  barley  corne,  fome  time  a  beane, 
For  which  Ihe  laboured  hard  both  day  and  night. 
In  harvell  tyme,  whyle  ftie  might  go  and  gleane, 
And  when  her  ftore  was  flroyed  with  the  floode, 
Then  welaway  for  Ihe  undone  was  ciene. 
Then  was  (he  faine  to  take  inftede  of  foode 
Slepe  if  flie  might,  her  hunger  to  begyle, 
My  fifter,  qaoed  fhc,hath  a  living  good, 
And  hence  from  me  (he  dwelleth  not  a  myle  ; 
In  colde  and  ftorme  (he  lyeth  warm  and  drye 
In  bed  of  downe,  the  durt  doth  not  defyle 
Her  tender  foot,  fne  labours  not  as  I. 
Richtly  (he  fedes  and  at  the  riche  mannes  cod. 
And  for  her  meate  (he  nedes  net  crave  nor  cry, 
By  fea,  by  land,  cf  delicates  the  moft 
Her  cater  fekes,  and  fpareth  for  no  perell, 
She  fedes  on  boy  Id  meace,  bake  meate  and  on  roftj 
And  hath  therefore  no  whit  of  charge  nor  traveU 
And  when  (lie  lift,  the  licour  of  the  grape 
Doth  glad  her  heart,  till  that  her  belly  fwell; 
And  at  this  journey  makes  (he  but  a  jape, 
So  forth  (he  goes,  trufting  of  all  this  wealth, 
With  her  fifter  her  part  fo  for  to  (hape. 
That  if  (lie  might  there  kepe  herfelf  in  health. 
To  live  a  lady  while  her  life  doth  laft, 
And  to  the  dore  now  is  (he  come  hj  ftealth. 
And  with  her  foote  anone  (he  fcrapes  full  faft, 
Th'  other  for  feare  durft  not  well  fcarce  appears 
Of  every  noife  fo  was  the  wretch  agaft 
At  laft,  flie  afked  fcftly  who  was  there, 
And  in  her  language  as  well  as  fhe  could, 
Pepe  (quod  the  other)  fifter  I  am  here. 
Peace   (quod   the   towne   moufe)    why  fpcakefl; 

thou  fo  loude, 
And  by  the  hand  (he  took  her  fayre  and  well. 
Welcome,  quod  (he,  my  fifter  by  the  roode, 
She  feafted  her,  that  joy  it  was  to  tell, 
The  fayre  they  had,  they  drank  the  wyne  fo  clere» 
And  as  to  purpofe  now  and  then  it  fell 
She  chered  her,  with  how  fifter  what  chere  ? 
Amid  this  joy  befell  a  fory  chance, 
That  welaway,  the  ftranger  bought  full  dere. 
The  fare  (he  had,  for  as  (lie  look«e  a  Ikunce, 
Under  a  ftole  (he  fpied  two  fleming  eyes 
In  a  rounde  heade  with  fliarp  eares  :  In  France 
Was  never  moufe  fo  ferde,  for  the  unwyfe 
Had  not  yfene  fuch  a  beaft  before, 
Yet  had  nature  taught  her  after  guyfe 
To  know  her  foe,  and  dread  him  evermore  ;■ 
The  towne  moufe  fltd,  (he  knew  whither  to  go. 
The  other  had  no  (bift,  but  wonders  fore, 
Ferde  of  her  life,  at  home  fiie  vvilht  her  tho', 
And  to  do,  alas  !  as  (he  did  flcippe,  [was  fo, 

I"he  heaven  it  would,  lo  !  and  eke  her  chaunce 
At  the  threfliolde  her  fely  foote  did  trippe. 
And  ere  (he  might  recover  it  again, 
The  traytour  cat  had  caught  her  by  the  iippe, 


^B 


soNges  and  sonettes. 
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And  made  her  ther*  againft  her  will  remayne, 
I'hat  had  forgot  her  poore  fuertie,  and  reft, 
Forfeking  welth,  wherein  (lie  thought  to  raygnc. 
Alas !  (my  Poynes)  how  men  do  feke  the  beft, 
And  finde  the  vvorfe,  by  error  as  chey  ftaye  ; 
And  no  marvell,  when  fight  is  fo  oppreft, 
And  blindes  the  guyde,  anone  out  of  the  way 
Goeth  guyde,  and  all  in  feking  quiet  life. 
O  wretched  myndes  '.  there  is  no  golde  that  may, 
Graunt   that   you  feck,  no  warre,  no  peace,  no 

flrife, 
No,  no,  although  thy  head  were  hoopte  with  gold, 
iSerjeant  with  mace,  with  hawbert,  fword,  nor 

knife. 
Can  not  repulfe  the  care  that  folow  fliould, 
Eche  kynde  of  lyfe  hath  with  him  his  difeafe, 
J^ive  in  delites,  even  as  thy  luft  woulde. 
And  thou  fhalt  finde  when  luft  doth  moft  thee 

pleafe, 
Jt  yrketh  ftraight,  and  by  itfelf  doth  fade. 
A  fmall  thing  is  that,  that  may  thy  minde  appeafe; 
None  of  you  all  there  is,  that  is  fo  madde 
To  feke  for  grapes  on  brambles,  or  on  briers, 
For  none  I  trow,  that  hath  a  witte  fo  badde 
To  fet  his  hay  for  conies  over  rivers. 
Nor  ye  fet  not  a  dragge  net  for  an  hare  ; 
And  yet  the  thing  that  moft  is  your  defire, 
You  do  miflike,  with  more  travell  and  care 
Make  plaine  thine  heart  that  it  be  not  knotted 
With  hope  or  dreade,  and  fee  thy  will  be  bare 
From  all  aifefles,  whom  vyce  hath  never  fpotted; 
Thyfelf  content  with  that  is  thee  affyndc, 
And  ufe  it  well  that  is  to  thee  allotted  : 
Then  fete  no  more  out  of  thy  felf  to  fyndc 
The  thing  tliat  thou  haft  fought  fo  long  before  ; 
For  thou  {halt  feele  it  fticking  in  thy  mynde 
Made,  if  ye  lift  to  continue  your  fore, 
Let  prefent  paffe,  and  gape  on  time  to  come, 
And  depe  thy  felf  in  travell  more  and  more. 
Henceforth  (my  Poynes)  this  fliall  be  all  and  fome, 
Thofe  wretched -fooles  Ihall  have  nought  els  of 

me  : 
3ut,  to  the  great  God,  and  to  his  dome, 
None  other  payne  pray  I  for  them  to  be, 
But  when  the  rage  doth  leade  them  from  the  right 
That  looking  backward  vertue  they  may  fee 
^  Iwen  as  (he  is  fo  goodly,  fay  re  and  bright ; 
i'  And   whylft    they    clafpe   theyr   lufts   in   armes 

acroffe, 
Graunt  them,  good  Lord,  as  thou  maift  of,  thy 

might, 
fo  freat  inward,  for  lofing  fuch  a  lofs. 


0/the  courtiers  life,  -written  to  John  Foyiies. 

Myne  own,  John  Poynes,  fins  ye  delight  to  know 
The  caufes  why  that  homewarc}  I  me  draw. 
And  flee  the  preafe  of  courtes,  wherefo  they  goe, 
Rather  then  to  live  thrall  under  the  awe 
Of  lordly  lookes,  wrapped  within  my  cloke. 
To  will  and  luft  learning  to  fet  a  law 
It  is  not,  that  becaufe  I  flornie  or  mocke 
Xije  power  of  them  whom  fortune  here  hath  lent 


Charge  over  us,  of  right  to  ftrike  the  ftrofee ; 

But  true  it  is,  that  I  have  always  ment 

licfs  to  efteeme  them,  then  the  common  fort, 

Of  outward  thinges  that  judge  in  their  entent ; 

Without  regarde,  what  inward  doth  refort, 

I  graunt,  fome  time  of  glory  that  the  fyre, 

Doth  touch  my  heart,  me  lift  not  to  report. 

Blame  by  honour  and  honour  to  defyre. 

But  how  may  I  this  honour  now  attaine, 

That  cannot  dye  the  colour  blacke  a  Iyer  ? 

My  Poynes,  I  cannot  frame  my  tune  t0  fayn. 

To  cloke  the  truth,  for  praife  without  defert, 

Of  them  that  lift  all  vice  for  to  retayne, 

I  cannot  honour  them  that  fet  theyr  part 

With  Venus  and  Bacchus  all  their  life  long. 

Nor  hold  my  peace  of  them,  although  I  fmart, 

I  cannot  crouche  nor  knele  to  fuch  a  wronge. 

To  worlhip  them  like  God  on  earth  alone. 

That  are  as  wolves  thefe  fely  lambes  among-, 

I  cannot  with  my  woordes  complayne  and  mone. 

And  fuffer  nought  nor  fmart  without  complaint, 

Nor  turne  the  word  that  from  my  mouth  is  gone, 

1  cannot  fpeak  and  looke  like  a  faint. 

Ufe  wyles  for  wit,  and  make  defceit  a  pleafure. 

Call  craft  counfaile,  for  lucre  ftill  to  paynt, 

I  can  not  wreft  the  law  to  fyli  the  coffer 

With  innocent  blood  to  feed  my  felf  fatte. 

And  do  moft  hurt  where  that  moft  helpe  I  offer. 

I  am  not  he  that  can  allow  the  ftate, 

Of  hye  Cafer,  and  damne  Cato  to  dye, 

That  with  his  death  could  fcape  out  of  the  gate, 

From  Cxfer's  hands,  if  Livy  doth  not  lye. 

And  would  not  live  where  liberty  was  loft. 

So  did  his  heart  the  common  wealth  apply, 

I  am  not  he,  fuch  eloquence  to  boft, 

To  make  the  crow  in  finging,  as  the  fwanne; 

Nor  call  the  lyon  of  coward  beaftes  the  moft. 

That  cannot  take  a  moufe,  as  the  cat  can, 

And  he  that  dyeth  for  honger  of  the  golde. 

Call  him  Alexander,  and  fay  that  Pan 

PafTeth  Apollo  in  mufike  many  folde, 

Praife  Syr  Copas  for  a  noble  tale. 

And  fcorne  the  ftory  that  the  knight  tolde, 

Praife  him  for  counfell  that  is  dronke  of  ale. 

Grinne  when  he  laugheS,  that  beareth  all  the  fwav, 

Frowne  when  he  frownes,  and  grone  when  he  is 

pale ; 
On  others  luft,  to  hang  both  night  and  day. 
None  of  thefe  pointes  would  ever  frame  in  me, 
My  wit  is  nought,  I  can  not  learn  the  way, 
And  much  the  lefs  of  things  that  greater  be. 
That  afken  helpe  of  colours  to  devife. 
To  joyne  the  meane  with  eche  extremitie, 
With  nereft  vertue  ay  to  cloke  the  vyce. 
And  as  to  purpofe  likewifc  it  fhall  fall, 
To  preffe  the  vertue  that  it  may  not  ryfe. 
As  dronkennefs  good  felowfhip  to  call, 
The  frendly  foe  with  his  faire  double  face, 
Say  he  is  gentle,  and  curties  therewfthall, 
Affirme  that  favill  hath  a  goodly  grace. 
In  eloquence,  and  cruelty  to  name, 
Zeale  of  juftice,  and  change  in  time  and  place. 
And  he  that  fuffereth  o^fFence  without  blame. 
Call  him  pitiefuU,  and  him  true  and  playne. 
That  rayleth  rechlefs  wnto  eche  mans  fliamej 
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Say  he  is  rude,  that  cannot  lye  andiayne. 

The  lecher  u  lover  and  tyranny 

To  be  right  of  a  princes  raigne, 

f  cannot,  I,  no,  no,  it  will  not  be. 

This  is  the  caufe  that  1  could  never  yet 

Hang  on  their  flevcs  the  weigh  (as  thow  maift  fee) 

A  chippe  of  chaunce,  more  then  a  pound  of  wit; 

This  makes  me  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawke, 

And  in  foul  weather  at  my  book  to  fit ; 

In  frolt  and  fnow,  then  with  my  bowe  fialke  ; 

No  man  doth  marke  wherefo  I  ryde  or  goc  ; 

In  lufty  leas  at  libertie  I  walke.  I 

And  of  thefe  newes  I  fels  no  weale  no  woe. 

Save  that  a  clogge  doth  hang  yett  at  my  heie ; 

No  force  for  that,  for  that  is  ordred  fo, 

That  I  may  leape  both  hedge  and  dyke  full  wele. 

I  am  not  now  in  France  to  judge  the  wyne. 

With  favery  fauce  thofe  delicates  to  feel, 

Nor  yet  in  Spayne,  where  one  muft  him  incline, 

Rather  then  to  be,  outwardly  to  feme, 

I  meddle  not  with  wittes  that  be  fo  fyne. 

Nor  Flanders  chere  lettes  not  my  fight  to  deme, 

Of  black  and  white  nor  taket  my  wittes  away. 

With  beaftlinefs,  fuch  doe  thofe  beaftes  efteme, 

Nor  1  am  not,  where  truth  is  geven  in  pray 

For  money,  pryfon,  and  treafon,  of  fome 

A  common  practice  ufed  night  and  daye  ; 

But  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Chriftendome, 

Among  the  mufes,  where  I  reade  and  ryme. 

Where  if  thou  lift,  mine  own  John  Poynes  to  come, 

Thou  Ihalt  be  judge,  how  I  do  fpende  my  tyme. 


Hoiv  to  ufe  the  court  and  Limfelf  thei'in,  •wriiten  to  Syr 
Fraunces  Bryan, 

A  SPENDING  hend  that  alway  powreth  out. 
Had  nede  to  have  a  bringer  in  as  faft, 
And  on  the  {tone  that  llilidoth  turne  about. 
There  groweth  no  mofle  :  Thefe  proverbes  yet 

doe  laft. 
Reafon  hath  fet  them  in  fo  fure  a  place. 
That  length  of  yeres  their  force  can  never  wafle  : 
When  I  remember  this,  and  eke  the  cafe 
Wherein  thou  flandft,  I  thought  forthwith  to  write 
(^Bryan)  to  thee,  who  knowes  how  great  a  grace. 
In  writing  is  to  coimffiyle  man  the  right  ; 
To  thee,  therefore,  that  trottes  flyll  up  and  downe, 
ArM  never  reds  hut  running  day  and  night. 
From   reaime   to  realme,  Iroin   citie,  Itretc,   and 

townc ; 
Why  doeft  thou  wearc  thy  body  to  the  bones. 
And  mighteft  at  home  flepein  rhy  bedde  of  downe, 
And  drinke  good  ale  fo  nappy  for  the  nones, 
Fede  thyfirlf  fatte  and  heape  up  pounde  by  pound, 
Lykeft   thou    not    this  ?  no,   why  ?  for  fwine  fo 

groines 
In  ftye,  and  chaw  dung  moulded  on  the  ground. 
And  drivel  on  pearles,  with  head  ftill  in  the  man- 
ger. 
So  of  the  harpe  the  affe  doth  heare  the  found. 
So  fackes  of  durt  be  filde.     The  neat  courtier 
So  ferves  for  leffe,  then  do  thefe  fatted  fwine. 
Though  I  feme  leane  and  drye  without  a  moifter, 


OF    W  Y  A  T. 

Yet  will  I  ferve  my  prince,  my  lord,  and  thy.-w, . 
And  let  them  live  to  fede  the  paunch  that  liit, 
So  may  I  live  to  fede  both  me  and  myne,  ; 

By  God  well  fayd.  But  what  and  if  thou  wift 
How  to  bring  in,  as  faft  as  thou  doeft  fpende 
That  would  I  learne,  and  it  fhall  not  be  mift 
To  tell  the  how.     Novsr  harke  what  I  intende 
Thou  knowefl;  well  firft,  who  fo  can  felie  to  pleafe, 
Shal  purchafe  frendes,  where  trouth  ihall  but  ofr 

fende, 
Flee  therefore  truth,  it  is  both  welth  and  eafe,  _ 
For  though  that  trouth  of  every  man  hath  praife. 
Full  neare  that  wynde  goth  trouth  in  great  mifeafe, 
Ufe  vertuc,  as  it  goeth  now  a  dayes. 
In  woord  alone  to  make  thy  language  fwete, 
And  of  the  dede,  yet  doe  not  as  thou  fayes, 
Els  be  thou  fure,  thou  fhalt  he  farre  unmete, 
To  geat  thy  bread,  cche  thing  is  now  fo  Ikant, 
Seke  fl;ili  thy  profit  upon  thy  bare  fete. 
Lend  in  np  wife  for  fear  that  thou  do  want ; 
Unlefs  it  be,  as  to  a  calfe  a  chefe, 
But  if  thou  can  be  fure  to  win  a  cant 
Of  half  at  leafl,  it  is  not  good  to  leefe. 
Learne  at  the  laddc,  that  in  a  long  white  cote, 
From  under  the  ftall  withouten  landes  or  fee, 
Hath  lept  into  the  fhoppe,  who  knowes  by  rote, 
This  rule  that  I  have  tolde  thee  here  before, 
Sometime  alfo  riche  age  begynnes  to  dote, 
Se  thou  when  there  thy  gay ne  may  be  the  more. 
Stay  him  by  t!     arme  where  fo  he  walk  or  goe, 
Be  nere  alway,  and  if  he  cough  to  fore, 
What  he  hath  fpyt  treade  out,  and  pleafe  him  fp 
A  diligent  knave  that  pykes  his  maifterspurfe 
May  pleafe  him  fo,  that  he  withouten  mo, 
Executour  is,  and  what  is  he  the  worfe, 
But  if  fo  chance,  thou  get  nought  of  the  man, 
The  widow  may  for  ail  thy  payne  dilburfe 
A  liveled  fkinne,  a  ftinking  breath,  what  than  ? 
A  tootheleffe  mouth  fhall  doe  thy  lippes  no  harme; 
The  gold  is  good,  and  though  fhe  curfe  or  banne, 
Yet   where   thee  lift,  thou  mayft  lye  good  an§ 

warme ; 
Let  the  old  mule  byte  upon  the  brydle, 
Whilft  there  do  lye  a  fvveter  in  thine  arme, 
In  this  alfo  fee  that  thou  be  not  ydle, 
Thy  ncce,  thy  cofin,  Cfter,  or  thy  daughter. 
If  fhe  be  fayre,  if  hanfome  be  her  middle, 
If  thy  better  hath  her  love  befought  her,  "▼ 

Avaunce  his  caufe  and  he  fliall  helpe  thy  nede 
It  is  but  love,  turne  thou  it  to  a  laughter.  1 

But  ware  T  fay,  fo  gold  the  helpe  and  fpede. 
That  in  this  cafe  thou  be  not  fo  unwyfe, 
As  pander  was  in  fuch  a  lyke  dede. 
For  he  the  foole  of  confcience  was  fo  nyce. 
That  he  no  gayne  would  have  for  all  his  payne ; 
Be  nest  thy  felfe,  for  friendlhip  bears  no  prycc. 
Laughefl  thou  at  me  ?  why,  do  I  fpeak  in  vayne? 
No,  not  at  thee,  but  at  thy  thryfty  jeft  ; 
Wouldeft  thou,  I  flmulde  for  any  lofTe  or  gayne 
Change  that  for  golde  that  I  have  tane  for  heft  J 
Next  godly  thmges,  to  have  an  honeft  name, 
Shou  d  I  leave  that  then  take  me  fsr  a  beaft. 
Nay  then  farewel,  ane  if  thou  care  for  fhame 
Content  the  with  honeft  pevertie 
With  free  tong,  what  thee  miflykes,  to  blame 


SONGES 
And  for  thy  trouth  fame  time  adverfitie, 
And  therewithal!  this  gyft  I  fhall  thee  give, 
In  this  world  now  little  profperitie, 
And  quoyne  to  kepe,  as  water  in  a  five. 


AND    SONETTES. 
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Tbefong  ofjopas  unjinijhtd. 

When  Dido  feafted  furft  the  wandring  Trojan' 

knight, 
Whom  Junos  wrath  with  flormes  did  force  in  Li- 

bik  fands  to  light. 
That  mighty  Atlas  taught  the  fupper  lading  long, 
With  crifped  lockes,  in   golden  harpe  Jopas  fang 
in  fong :  [and  name. 

That  fame  (quod  he)  that  we  the  world  do  call 
Of  heaven  and  earth  with  all  contentes,  it  is  the 

very  frame  ; 
Of    thus,    of   heavenly    powers  by   more  powre 

kept  in  one. 
Repugnant  kindes,  in  middes  of  whom  the  earth 
hath  place  alone.  [and  nourfcj 

Firme,  rounde,  of  living  things  the  mother,  place 
Without  the  which  in  egall  weight  this  heaven 
doth  hold  his  courfe.  [ven. 

And  it  is  calde  by  name, the  firft  ard  moving  hea- 
The  firmament  is  placed  next,  containg  other  leven. 
Of  heavenly  powers  that  fame  is  planted  full  and 

thicke, 
As  fhining  lights,  which  we  call  fiarres,  that  there- 
in cleave  and  fticke. 
With  great  fwift  fway  the  fyrfl,  and  with  his  reft- 
lefs  fours,  [nual  cours. 

Carieth  itfelf,  and  all  thofe  eyght  in  even  conti- 
And  of  this  world  fo  round  within  that  rolling  cafe, 
Two  points  there  be  that  never  move,  but  firmly 

kepe  their  place. 
The  tone  we  fee  alway.the  tother  (lands  objecft, 
Againft  the  fame  divyding  juft,  the  ground  by  line 
diredl.  [th'  other, 

Which  by  ymagination,  drawne  from  the  one  to 
Toucheth  the  centre  of  the  earth,  for  way  there  is 
none  other,  [not  bright, 

And  thefe  becalde  the  poles,  dtfcride  by  ftarres 
Artike  the  one  northward  we  fee,  Antartike  tho- 

ther  hight 
The  lyne,  that  we  deyfe  from  thone  to  thother  fo, 
As  axell  is,  upon  which  the  heavens  about  do  go. 
Which  of  water  nor  earth,  of  ayre  nor  fyre  have 

kinde ; 
Therefore  the  fubftance  of  thofe  fame  were  hard 

for  man  to  find ; 
But  they  been  uucorupt,  fimple  and  pure  unmixt; 
And  fo  we  fay  been  all  thofe  fiarres,  that  in  the 

fame  be  fixt ; 
And  eke  thofe  erring  feven,  in  cyrcle  as  they  (Iray, 
So  calde,  becaufe  againfl  that  fyrft  they  have  re- 
pugnant way. 
And  fmaller  by  ways  too,  fcant  fenfible  to  man. 
To  bufy  woorke  for  my  poor  harpe,  let  fing  then 

he  that  can, 
The  wydeft  fave  the  fyrfl  of  all  thefe  nyne  above. 
One  hundred  yere  doth  alke  of  fpace  for  one  de- 
gree to  piove  : 


Of  which  decrees  we  make  in  the  fyrfl  moving 

heaven, 
Three  hundred  and  threefcore  in  partes,   juflly 

divided  even  ; 
And  yet  there  is  another  between  thofe  heavens 
two,  [for  now. 

Whofe  moving  is  fo  flye  fo  flacke,  I  name  it  not 
The  feventh  heaven,  or  the  (lieil  next  to  the  flarry 
fkye,  [fo  flie, 

All  thofe  degrees  that  gathered  up  with  aged  pace. 
And   doth  perfourme   the  fame,  as  eldsrs  count 

hath  bene. 
In  nine  and  twenty  yeres  complete,  and  days  al- 

mod  fixteen, 
Do  carye  in  his  bought  the  flarre  of  Saturne  olde, 
A  threatner  of  all  living  things  with  drought,  and 
with  his  cold,  [p'lf'S, 

The  fixt  whom  this  conteins,doth  flalke  with  y  onger 
And  in  twelve  yere  doth  fome  what  more  then 
thothers  vyage  was,  [nigne. 

And  thys  in  it  doth  beare  the  ftarre  of  Jove  be- 
Twene  Saturnes  malice,  and  us  men,  friendly  de- 
fending figne ;  [dayes,    ' 
The  fifth  bearcs  bloudy  Mars,  that  in  three  hundred 
And  twife  eleven  with  one  full  yere  hath  finilh't 
all  thofe  wayes.  [fixe, 
A  yere  doth  afke  the  fourth,  and  howers  therto 
And  in  the  fame  the  dayes  eye,  the  fune  therein 
he  ftickes :  [nie. 
The  thyrd  that  governde  is  by  that,  that  governs' 
And  love  for  love,  and  for  no  love  provokes,  as 
oft  we  fee.                                    [the  tother. 
In  like  fpace  doth  perfourme  that  courfe,  that  dyd 
So  doth  the  next,  the  next  unto  the  fame,  that 

fecond  is  in  order. 
But  it  doth  beare  the  ftarre,  that  calde  is  Mercury, 
That  many  a  crafty  fecret  fteppe  doth  tread,  as 
Calcars  trye,  [go'^s 

That  Ikye  is  laft,  and  fixt  next  us  thofe  wayes  hath 
In  feven  and  twenty  common  days,  and   eke  the 
third  one ;  [about. 

And  beareth   with  his  fway  the   dyvers  moone 
Now  bright,  now  brown,  now  bent,  now  full,  and 

now  her  light  is  ont  : 
Thus  have  they  of  their  owne  two  movinges  all 

thefe  feven. 

One,  wherein   they  be  carried  ftil!,  eche  in  his 

feveral  heaven  :  [layde 

Another  of  tliemfelves,  where    theyr  bodies  be 

In  by  wales,  and  in  lefier  rouudes,  as  I  afore  have 

fayde,  [the  ftreight. 

Save  of  them  all  the  funne  doth  flray  leaft  from 

,  Tiie  flarry  fkye  hath  but  one  courfe,  that  we  have 

calde  the  eight. 

And  all  thefe  movinges  eyght  are  ment  from  weft 

to  eaft,  V        [eaft  to  weft; 

Although  they  feeme  to  clyme   aloft,  I  fay  from 

But  that  is  but  by  force  of  theyr  firft  moving  flcye, 

In  twife  twelve  howres  from  eaft  to  eaft  that  car-» 

rieth  them  by  and  by. 

But   niarke  me  well  alfo,  the  moving  of  thefe 

feven,  [heaven ; 

Be   not  about  the  axletree  of  the  fyrfl  moving 

For  they  have  theyr  two  poles  direfily  tone  to 

the  tother. 
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A  pratfe  of  his  ladit. 

Geve  place  you  ladies  and  be  gone, 
Boaft  not  your  felves  at  all. 
For  here  at  hande  approcheth  one, 
Whofe  face  will  ftayne  you  all. 

The  vertue  of  her  lively  lookes 
Excels  the  precious  ftone, 
I  wifhe  to  have  none  other  bookes 
To  reade  or  look  upon. 

In  eche  of  her  two  chriftal  eyes, 
Smyleth  a  naked  boy  ; 
It  would  you  all  in  heart  fuffife 
To  fee  that  lampe  of  joye. 

I  think  nature  hath  loft  the  moulde, 
"Where  flie  her  fhape  did  take ; 
Or  elfe  I  double  if  nature  coulde 
So  fayre  a  creature  make. 

She  may  be  well  comparde 
Unto  the  Phenix  kinde, 
Whofe  like  was  never  feene  nor  heard. 
That  any  man  can  fynde. 

In  lyfe  fhe  is  Diana  chafl; 
In  trouth  Penelopey, 
]n  woord  and  eke  in  dede  ftedfaft; 
What  will  you  more  we  fay: 

If  ail  the  world  were  fought  fa  farre. 
Who  could  finde  fuch  a  wight. 
Her  beauty  twinkleth  lyke  a  ftarre 
Within  the  frofty  night. 

Her  rofeall  coulour  comes  and  gocs^ 
With  fuch  a  comely  grace, 
More  ruddier  too,  then  doth  the  rofe, 
Within  her  lively  face. 

At  Bacchus  feaft  none  fhall  her  mete, 
Ne  at  no  wanton  playe, 
Nor  gafing  in  an  open  ftrete, 
Nor  gadding  as  aftray. 

The  modeft  myrth  that  Ihe  doth  ufe, 
Is  mixt  with  fliamefaftnefle. 
All  vyce  fhe  doth  wholy  refufe, 
And  hateth  ydieneffe. 

O  lord  it  is  a  world  to  fee^ 
How  vertue  can  rcpayre^ 
,     ■  J 


And  decke  in  her  fuch  modeftie^ 
Whome  nature  made  fo  fayre. 

Truely  fhe  doth  as  farre  excede^ 
Our  women  now  adayes, 
As  doth  the  jelifloure,  a  wede. 
And  more  a  thoufand  wayes 

How  might  I  doe  to  get  a  graffd 
Of  this  unfpotted  tree  : 
For  all  the  reft  are  playne  but  chafe 
Which  feme  good  come  to  bee. 

This  gyft  alone  I  fhall  her  geve. 
When  death  doth  what  he  can. 
Her  honeft  fame  fhall  ever  live, 
Within  the  mouth  of  man. 


They  of  the  means  ejiaie  are  happi'elf. 

If  right  be  radl:  and  overronne, 

And  power  take  part  with  open  Wrqnge, 

If  feare  by  force  do  yeld  to  fone. 

The  lacke  is  like  to  lafl  to  long. 

If  God  for  goodes  fhal  be  unplaced, 
If  right  for  riches  lofes  hys  Ihape,  * 

If  world  for  wifedome  be  embraced. 
The  gelTe  is  great  much  hurt  may  hap. 

Among  good  things  I  prove  and  finde, 
The  quiet  lyfe  doth  moft  abound, 
And  fure  to  the  contented  mynde 
There  is  no  riches  may  be  founde. 

For  riches  hates  to  be  content. 
Rule  is  enemy  to  quietncITe, 
Power  is  moft  part  impacient. 
And  feldomc  lykes  to  live  in  peacfi. 
I  heard  a  heardman  once  compare. 
That  quiet  nights  he  had  mo  flept 
And  had  mo  merydayes  to  fpare, 
Then  he  which  ought  the  beaft  he  kept, 

I  would  not  have  it  thought  hereby. 
The  dolphin  fwimme  1  mean  to  teach. 
Nor  yet  to  learne  the  fawlcon  flye 
I  rowe  not  fo  farre  paft  my  reache. 
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Stit  as  my  part  aljove  the  reft, 
ts  well  to  wifli  and  well  to  will, 
So  tyll  my  breath  Ihall  fayle  my  breft, 
I  will  not  ceafe  to  wilh  you  ftill. 


i3» 


upon  confiderat'ion  sf  the  Jlate  of  this    life  he 
death. 

The  longer  life  the  more  oflPence 
The  more  offence  the  greater  painc. 
The  greater  painc  the  leffe  defence, 
The  leffe  defence  the  leffcr  gaine  : 
The  lofs  of  gaine  long  yll  doth  trye, 
Wherefore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 

The  (horter  life,  leffe  count  I  finde, 
The  Icfs  account  the  fooner  made. 
The  account  foon  made,  the  merier  mind. 
The  merier  mynd  doth  thought  evade  ; 
Short  life  in  truth  this  thing  doth  trye. 
Wherefore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 

Com  gentle  death,  the  ebbe  of  care. 
The  ebbe  of  care,  the  flood  of  life, 
The  flood  of  life,  the  joyful  fare, 
The  joyful  fare,  the  end  of  ftrife. 
The  end  of  ftrife,  that  thing  wifti  I. 
Wherefore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 


vljhsd 


The  lover  that  once  difdalned  love,  h  no'W  become  fuh- 
je£i  being  caught  In  his  fnare. 

To  this  my  fong  give  eare  who  lift 

And  mine  entent  judge  as  ye  will. 

The  time  is  come  that  I  have  mift 

The  thing  whereon  I  hoped  ftyll. 

And  from  the  toppe  of  all  my  truft 

Myfhap  hath  throwen  me  in  the  duft. 
The  time  hath  been  and  that  of  late, 

My  hart  and  I  might  leap  at  large ; 

And  was  not  fliut  within  the  gate 

Of  love's  defire,  nor  took  no  charge 

Of  any  thirig  that  did  pertaine, 

As  touching  love  in  any  paine. 

My  thought  was  free  my  hart  was  lyght 

I  marked  not  who  loft,  who  faught, 

I  plaide  by  day,  1  flept  by  night, 
I  forced  not,  who  wept,  who  laught, 
My  thought  from  all  fuch  things  was  free. 
And  [  my  felf  at  libertie. 

I  toke  no  hede  to  tauntes  nor  toys 
As  leef  to  fee  them  frowne  as  fmyle, 
Where  fortune  laught  I  fcornde  their  }oyc» 
I  found  their  fraudes  and  every  wyle, 
And  to  my  felf  oft  tymes  I  fmyled. 
'l"o  fee  how  love  had  them  begiled. 

Thus  in  the  net  of  my  conceit, 
I  malked  ftill  among  the  fort 
Of  fuch  as  fed  upon  the  bayte 
That  Cupide  laide  for  his  difport. 
And  ever  as  I  faw  them  caught 
1  them  beheld  and  thereat  laught. 


'  rill  at  the  length  when  Cupide  fpied 
My  fcorneful  wyll  and  fpiteful  ufe. 
And  how  I  paft  not  who  was  tyed 
So  that  my  felf  myght  ftill  live  lof«, 
He  fet  himfelf  to  lye  in  waite 
And  in  my  way  he  threw  a  baite. 

Such  one  as  nature  never  made 
I  dare  well  fay  fave  fhe  alone, 
Such  one  Ihe  was  as  would  invad© 
A  hart  more  hard  then  marble  ftonffj 
Such  one  ftie  is,  I  know  it  right, 
Her  nature  made  to  fhew  her  might. 

Then  as  a  man  in  a  mafe 
When  ufe  of  reafon  is  away. 
So  I  began  to  ftare  and  gafe 
And  fodeinly,  without  delay 
Or  ever  I  had  ths  wit  to  loke 
I  fwallowed  up  both  bait  and  hooke. 

Which  daily  grieves  me  more  and  more 
By  fundry  fortes  of  careful  wo. 
And  none  alive  may  falve  the  fore 
But  only  flie  that  hurt  me  fo, 
In  whom  my  lyfe  dothe  now  confift 
To  fave  or  flay  me  as  Ihe  lyftr. 

But  feeyng  now  that  I  am  caught 
And  bounde  fo  faft  I  cannot  flee. 
Be  ye  by  myne  enfample  taught 
That  in  your  fanfies  fele  you  free 
Defpyfe  not  them  that  lovers  are 
Left  you  be  caught  within  his  fnare. 


Harpalus  complaint  of  Phllllades  love  lefloived  en  Cs' 
rin,  -who  loved  her  not,  and  denied  him  that  loved 
her. 

Phillida  was  a  fayre  mayde 

As  frefli  as  any  flowre  > 

Whom  Harpalus  the  heardttian  prayde 

To  be  his  paramour. 

Harpalus  and  eke  Corin 
Were  herdmen  both  yfere  r 
And  Phillida  could  twift'  and  fplnney 
And  thereto  fing  full  clere 

But  Phillida  was  all  to  coy 
For  Harpalus  to  winne, 

For  Corin  was  her  only  joy  , 

Who  forft  her  not  a  pinne. 

How  often  would  Ihe  flowers  twinCj 
How  often  garlandes  make 
Of  couflips  and  of  columbine. 
And  all  for  Corins  fake. 

But  Corin  he  had  hawkcs  to  lure 
And  forced  more  the  field. 
Of  lovers  law  he  took  no  cure 
For  once  he  was  begylde. 

If  Harpalus  prevayled  mought, 
His  labour  all  was  loft. 
For  he  was  fartheft  from  her  thought^ 
And  yet  he  loved  her  moft. 

Therefore  waxt  he  both  pale  and  leane 
And  dryc  as  clod  of  clay, 
Hisflefh  it  was  confumed  cleanCj 
His  colour  gone  away. 


(J4C^ 
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ills  beard  It  had  not  long  be  fliave, 
Mis  heare  hong  all  unkempt, 
A  man  moft  fit  even  for  the  grave 
tVhom  fpitefull  love  had  fpent. 

His  eyes  were  read,  and  all  forewatched, 
His  face  befprcnt  with  teares, 
It  femde  unhap  had  him  long  hatched, 
In  middes  of  hys  difpayres. 

His  cloaths  were  black  and  alfo  bare. 
As  one  forlorite  was  he, 
Upon  bis  head  he  alwaies  ware 
A  wreathe  of  ^illowe  tree. 

His  beafles  he  kept  upon  a  hill. 
And  he  fate  in  the  dale, 
Arid  thus  with  fighs  and  forrows  IhriU' 
He  gan  to  tell  his  tale. 

Oh  Harpalus  (thus  would  he  fay) 
Unhappieft  under  fonn, 
The  caufe  of  thine  unhappy  day 
By  love  was  fyrft  begunne. 

For  thou  wentll  firft  by  fute  to  feeke 
A  tygre  to  make  tame. 
That  fettes  not  by  thy  love  a  leeke 
But  makes  thy  griefe  her  game. 

As  eafy  it  were  for  to  convert 
The  froft  into  the  flame. 
As  for  to  turne  a  froward  hart, 
Whom  thou  fo  feign  wouldeft  frame. 

Corin  he  liveth  careleffe. 
He  leapes  among  the  leaves. 
He  eates  the  fruites  of  thy  redrefle. 
Thou  reapes,  he  takes  the  Iheaves. 

My  beaftes  awhile  your  foode  refraine. 
And  harke  your  heardfman's  founde  ; 
Whome  fpightful  love  alas  !  hath  flayne. 
Through  gyrt  with  many  a  wounde. 

0  happly  be  ye  beaftes  wild. 
That  here  your  paftures  takes ; 
1  fee  that  ye  be  not  begylde. 
Of  thefe  your  faithful  mates; 

The  hart  he  feedeth  by  the  hinde,- 
The  buck  hard  by  the  do  ; 
The  turtle  dove  isnotunkinde. 
To  him  that  loves  her  fo. 

The  ewe  fhe  hath  by  her  the  ramme. 
The  young  cow  hath  the  bull; 
The  calfe  with  many  a  lufty  lambe, 
Doe  feed  their  hunger  full. 

But  well  away  that  nature  wrought 
Thee  Phillida  foe  faire ; 
For  I  may  fay  that  1  have  bought 
Thy  beauty  all  to  deare. 

What  reafon  is  that  crueltie. 
With  beauty  fliould  have  part  J 
Or  elfe  that  fuch  great  tyranny, 
Should  dwell  in  woman's  hart. 

1  fee  therefore  to  fliappe  my  death 
She  cruelly  is  preft. 

To  th'  ende  that  1  may  want  my  breath. 
My  days  been  at  the  heft. 

O  Cupidc,  graunt  this  my  requeft, 
And  do  not  ftoppe  thine  eares ; 
That  ihe  may  feel  within  her  breft. 
The  paynes  of  my  defpayres. 

Of  Corin  that  is  careleffe 
That  ihe  may  crave  herfet-. 


As  1  have  done  in  great  diflrefle 
That  loved  her  faithfully. 

But  fince  that  I  fhall  dye  her  fiave. 
Her  flave  and  eke  her  thrall; 
Write  yoo  my  friendes  upon  my  grave, 
This  chaiince  that  is  befall. 

Here  lycth  unhappy  Harpalus, 
By  cruell  loye  now  fiaine ; 
Whom  f'hilKda  uhjullly  thus, 
Hath  murdred  vvith  difdaine. 


Of  the  death  of  Philips. 

Bevvaile  with  me  all  ye  that  have  profeft         - 
Of  muficke  th'  arte,  by  touch  of  coarde  or  wind^ 
Lay  down  your  lutes  and  let  your  gytterns  reft 
Philips  is  dead  whpfe  like  you  cannot  fynde, 
Of  muficke  mUch  exceeding  all  the  reft  ; 
Mufes  therefore  of  force  now  muft  ye  wreft 
Your  pleafapt  notes  into  another  founde, 
The  ftring  is  broke,  the  lute  is  difpoffeft, 
The  hande  is  colde,the  body  in  the  ground, 
The  lowring  lute  lamenteth  now  therfore. 
Philips  her  frende,  that  can  her  touche  no  more. 


That  all  things  fometiT^e  fnde  eafe  of  thyr  payne.fave 
only  the  lover. 

I  SEE  there  is  no  fort       .    . 
Of  tilings  that  live  in  griefe, 
Which  at  fometime  may  not  refort 
Whereas  thoy  have  reliefe, 

The  ftricken  dere  by  kinde 
Of  death  that  ftands  in  awe. 
For  his  recure  an  herb  can  fynde,' 
The  arrowe  to  withdrawe. 

The  chafed  dere  hath  foyle," 
To  coole  him  in  his  heate  ; 
The  afie  after  his  \very  toylfe,' 
In  ftable  is  up  fet. 

The  cony  hath  his  cave. 
The  little  byrd  his  neft. 
From  heate  and  colde  themfelves  to  fave^ 
At  all  times  as  they  lift. 

The  owle  with  feble  fight. 
Lyes  lurking  in  the  leaves. 
The  fparroW  in  the  frofty  night 
May  ftiroude  her  in  the  eaves. 
But  wo  to  me,  alas, 
In  funne  nor  yet  in  Ihade, 
I  cannot  find  a  refting  place, 
My  burden  to  unlade. 
But  day  by  day  ftill  beares 
The  burden  on  my  backe. 
With  weeping  eyen  and  watry  teares^ 
To  holde  my  hope  aback. 

All  things  I  fee  have  place. 
Wherein  they  bowe  or  bende, 
Save  this,  alas,  my  Voful  cafe. 
Which  no  where  fyndeth  ende. 


SONGES    AND    SONETTES. 


^4i 


Th'  ajfuuie  i>f  CuplJe  upon  the  fort  luhere  the  Isvers  hart 
lay  ■wounded,  andhoiu  be  was  taken. 

When  Cupide  fcaled  fyrft  the  fort. 
Wherein  my  heart  lay  wounded  fore, 
The  batry  was  of  fach  a  fort 
That  I  muft  yelde  or  dye  therefore. 
There  faw  I  love  upon  the  wall. 
How  he  his  banner  dyd  dyfplay, 
Alarme,  alarme,  he  'gan  to  call, 
And  bade  his  fouldiours  kepe  aray. 

The  armes  the  which  that  Cupide  bare, 
Were  pearced  heartes  with  tears  befprcnt. 
In  iilver  and  fable  to  declare 
The  fledfall  love  he  always  ment.  , 

There  myght  you  fee  his  hand  all  dreft, 
In  colours  like  to  whyte  and  blacke. 
With  powder  and  with  pellets  preft. 
To  bring  the  forte,  to  fpoyle  and  facke. 

Good  while  the  maifter  of  the  fhot,        ' 
Stoode  in  the  rampyre  brave  and  proude, 
For  fpence  of  powder  he  fpared  not, 
Affaulte,  affaulte,  to  cry  aloude. 

There  myght  you  heare  the  cannons  rore, 
Eche  piece  dyfcharged  a  lover's  looke, 
Which  had  the  power  to  rent,  and  tore 
In  any  place  whereas  they  tookc. 

And  even  with  the  trumpets  fowne, 
The  fcaling  ladders  were  up  fet, 
And  beauty  walked  up  and  downc, 
With  bow  in  hand  and  arrowes  whet. 

Then  fyrfl:  defyre  began  to  fcale 
And  ftirovved  him  under  his  targe, 
As  one  the  worthieft  of  them  all, 
And  apteft  for  to  give  the  charge. 

Then  puflied  fouldiours  with  theyr  pykes. 
And  holbarders  with  handy  flrokes, 
The  hargabulhe  in  flefne  it  lightes, 
And  dims  the  ayre  with  mifty  fmokes. 

And  as  it  is  now  fouldiers  ufe, 
When  fhot  and  powder  gins  to  want, 
I  hanged  up  my  flag  of  truce, 
And  pleaded  for  my  lyvcs  graunt. 

When  fancy  thus  had  made  her  breache, 
And  beauty  entred  with  her  bande, 
With  bag  and  baggage  fely  wretch, 
I  yalded  into  beauties  hand. 

Then  beauty  bad  to  blow  retrete. 
And  every  fouldiour  to  retyre, 
And  mercy  mylde  with  fpede  to  fet 
Me  captive  bound  as  prifoner. 

Madame  (quoth  I)  fith  that  this  day 
Hath  ferved  you  at  all  aflayes, 
I  yeldc  to  you  without  delay, 
Here  of  the  fortreffc  all  the  kayes. 

And  fith  that  I  have  been  themarke, 
At  whom  you  fhot  at  with  your  eye, 
Medes  muil  you  with  your  handy  warke, 
Or  falve  my  fore,  or  let  me  dye. 


As  time  requires  for  my  behove, 
Methlnks  they  are  not  mete. 

My  luftes  they  do  me  leave. 
My  fancies  all  are  fled, 
And  traifb  of  time  begynnes  to  weave 
Gray  heares  upon  my  hed. 

For  age  with  ftealing  fteppes 
Hath  clawdc  me  with  his  crouche, 
And  lufly  lyfe  away  Ihe  leapes 
As  there  had  been  none  fuch. 
My  mufe  doth  not  delight 
Me  as  flie  dyd  before, 
My  hand  and  pen  are  not  in  plight, 
As  they  have  been  of  yore. 

For  reafon  me  denyes 
This  youthly  ydle  ryme. 
And  day  by  day  to  me  cryes, 
Leave  of  thefe  toyes  in  tyme. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  browe, 
The  furrows  in  my  face, 
Say  lymping  age  will  lodge  hym  now, 
Where  youth  muft  geve  him  place. 

The  harbinger  of  death, 
To  me  I  fee  him  ride. 
The  cough,  the  cold,  the  gafping  breath 
Doth  byd  me  to  provyde. 
A  pickax  and  a  fpade, 
And  eke  a  fhrowding  (hete, 
A  houfe  of  clay  for  to  be  made, 
For  fuch  a  geaft  moft  mete. 

Methinkes  1  hear  the  claries 
That  knoles  the  carefull  knell, 
And  byddes  me  leave  my  woful  warke, 
Ere  nature  me  compell. 

My  kepers  knit  the  knot. 
That  youth  did  laugh  to  Ikorne, 
Of  me  that  cleane  fhall  be  forgot, 
As  I  had  not  been  borne. 

Thus  muft  I  youth  geve  up, 
Whofe  badge  I  long  dyd  weare, 
To  them  I  yelde  the  wanton  cup, 
That  better  may  it  beare. 

Lo,  here  the  bare  hed  (kuU, 
By  whofe  balde  figne  I  know, 
I'hat  ftoi'.ping  age  away  fliall  pull, 
Which  youthful  yeres  did  fowe. 

For  beauty  with  her  band 
Thel'e  croked  cares  hath  wrought, 
And  (hipped  me  into  the  land, 
From  whence  I  fyrft  was  brought. 

And  ye  that  byde  behinde, 
Have  ye  none  other  truft 
As  ye  of  clay  were  caft  by  kynd. 
So  (hall  ye  wafte  to  duft. 


The  atred  lover  renounceth  love. 

\  LOTHE  that  I  dyd  love, 
In  youth  that  I  thought  fvvete. 
Vol.  I. 


Of  the  death  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  Elder, 

Lo,  dead !    he  lives,  that  whilome  lived  here. 
Among  the  dead,  that  quick  goes  on  the  ground. 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  quick  he  doth  appears 
By  lively  nahie,  that  death  cannot  confound. 
His  lyfe  for  ay  of  fame  the  trump  ftiail  found, 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  lives  he  here  alive. 
Thus  can  no  death  from  Wyat  life  deprive. 
S  f 
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Of  a  iisiv  married Jludient  that  plated  fafl  or  lofe. 

It  doth  me  good  when  I  repaire 
There,  as  thel'e  bayes  do  grow. 

. 

Where  oft  I  walk  to  take  the  air. 

'M 

A  STUDiENT,  at  his  boke  fo  plaft, 

It  doth  delight  me  fo. 

That  wclth  he  might  have  wonne, 

But  lo  I  fland,  as  I  were  dumme. 

From  boke  to  wife  did  flete  in  haft, 

Her  beauty  for  to  blafe, 

'i 

From  welth  to  wo  to  runne, 

Wherev.'ith  my  fprites  be  evercome, 

Now,  who  hath  plaid  a  feater  caft, 

So  long  thereon  I  gafe. 

's  ^ 

Since  jugling  firft  begonne  ? 

At  hill  I  turne  unto  my  walke, 

In  knitting  of  himfelf  iofaft. 

In  paffing  to  and  fro. 

Himftlf  he  hath  undonne. 

And  to  my  falfe  1  fmile  and  talk, 
And  then  away  I  go. 

Why  fmileft  thou  ?  fay  lookers  on. 
What  pleafure  haft  thou  found? 
With  that  I  am  as  cold  as  ftone, 

-  J 

The  lover  in  defpare,  lamenteth  his  cafe. 

Apieu,  defert,  how  art  thou  fpent  ? 

And  ready  for  to  founde. 

Ah  !   dropping  tears,  how  do  ye  wafh  ? 

Fie,  fie  for  fhame,  fayth  fanfie  than, 

Ah  !  fcalding  fighes,  how  be  yee  fpent. 

Pluck  up  thy  fainted  hart. 

' 

To  pricke  them  forth  that  will  not  hafte  ? 

And  fpeak  thou  boldly  hke  a  man. 

Ah  !  pained  hart,  thou  g'apft  for  grace, 

Shrink  not  for  little  fmart. 

Even  then  where  pitie  hath  no  place. 

Whereat  I  biulh  and  change  my  cheare 

As  eafy  it  is  the  flony  rocke 

My  fenfes  wax  fo  weak. 

From  place  to  place  for  to  remove, 

0  God,  think  I,  what  make  I  here, 

As  by  thy  plaint  for  to  provoke 

That  never  a  word  may  fpcake  : 

A  frozen  hart  from  hate  to  love  : 

I  dare  not  figh,  left  I  be  heard, 

What  fhould  I  fay  ?  Such  is  thy  lott, 

My  lokes  I  flyly  caft. 

To  fawne  on  them  that  force  thee  not. 

And  ftill  I  ftand,  as  out  were  fcard. 

Thus  mayft  thou  fafely  fay  and  fweare, 

Untill  my  ftormes  be  paft. 

, 

That  rigour  raigneth  and  ruth  doth  faiie. 

Then  happy  hap  doth  me  revive, 

In  thanklcffe  thoughts  my  thoughts  do  weare ; 

The  blood  comes  to  my  face  ; 

Thy  truth,  thy  faith  may  nought  availe  ;    . 

A  merrier  man  is  not  alive, 

For  thy  good  will,  why  fhould  thou  fa; 

Then  1  am  in  that  cafe 

Still  graft  where  grace  it  will  not  grow. 

Thus  after  forow  feke  I  reft ; 

Alas  1  poor  hart,  thus  liafi  thou  fpent 

When  fled  is  fancies  fitt : 

Thy  flowring  time,  thy  pleafant  yeres. 

And  though  I  be  a  homely  geft. 

With  fighiug  voice  wepe  and  lament ; 

Before  the  bays  I  fit ; 

For  of  thy  hope  no  fruite  apperes  : 

Where  I  do  watch  till  leaves  do  fall ; 

Thy  true  meaning  is  paid  with  fcorne. 

When  winde  the  tree  doth  fhake, 

That  ever  foweth  and  reapeth  no  corne. 

Then,  though  my  branche  be  very  fmall, 

And  where  thou  feekeft  a  quiet  port, 

My  leafe  away  1  take, 

Thou  doft  but  weigh  againft  the  winde; 

And  then  I  go  and  clap  my  handes. 

For  where  thou  gladdefl  wouldft  refort. 

My  heart  doth  leap  for  joy. 

'J  here  is  no  place  for  thee  affinde  : 

Thefe  bayes  do  eafe  me  from  my  bands. 

Thy  deftiny  hath  fett  it  fo. 

That  long  did  me  annoy ; 

'I  hat  thy  true  hart  fhould  caufe  thy  wo. 

For  when  I  do  behold  the  fame. 
Which  makes  fo  fair  a  fhow, 

1  find  therein  my  maifti-efs  name, 
And  i'ee  her  virtues  grow. 

Of  his  mafrejfe,  M.  B. 

In  hayes  1  boaft,  whofe  branche  I  beare^, 
Such  joy  therein  I  finde, 

That  to  the  death  I  fhall  it  weare. 

A  praife  of  Maifrejfe  R. 

To  eafe  my  careleffe  minde. 

In  heat,  in  cold,  both  night  and  day. 

I   HEARD  when  fame  with  thundring  voice  dii 

Her  virtue  may  be  fene, 

fuminon  to  appear 

When  other  fruits  and  flowers  decay, 

The  chief  of  nature's  children  all,  that  kind  hath 

The  bay  yctt  grows  full  green  j 

placed  here. 

Her  beries  fede  the  birdes  full  oft ; 

To  view  what  brute  by  virtue  got  their  lives  could 

Her  levcs  fwete  water  make. 

juftly  crave ; 

Her  bowes  be  fet  in  every  loft 

And  bad  them  -fhew  what  praife  by  truth  they 

For  their  fwete  favours  fake  : 

worthy  were  to  have  : 

The  birdes  do  fhroud  them  from  the  colJ, 

Wherewith  I  faw  how  Venus  came  and  put 

herfelf 

In  her  we  daily  fee  ; 

in  place. 

And  men  made  arbers  as  they  Wfluld, 

And  gave  her  ladies  leave  at  large  to  ftand  and 

Under  the  pleafant  tree. 

plead  their  c«fe  : 

S  0  N  G  E  S  ,  A  N 

Erich  one.  was  ca'.kd  by  name  a  row,  in  that  aflem- 

bly  there, 
That  hence,  are  gone  or  here  remains,  in  court  or 

other  where  : 
A  folemn  filence  was  proclaim'd,  the  judges  fat 

and  heard 
What  truth  could  tell,  or  craft  could  fain,  and  who 

fliould  be  prefer'd  :      : 
Then  beauty  flept  before  the  bar,  -whofcbreft  and 

neck  was  bare, 
With  hair  truft.  up,  and  on  her  head  a  caul  of  gold 

fhe  ware. 
Thus  Cupids  thralles. began  the  flock,  whofe  hun- 
gry eyes  did  fay, 
'I'hat  fhe^  had,  ftained  all   the  dimes,  that  prefent 

were  that  day. 
For  ere  ihe  fpake  with   whifpering  words,    the 

praife  was  fild,throughout, 
And  fancy  forced  common  voice,  thereat  to  give  a 

fnout..     , 
Which  cried  to  fame  take  forth  thy  trump,  and 
,;  found  her  praife  on  hy, 

That  glads  the  heart  of  every  wight,  that  her  be- 
holds with  eye. 
"ivhat  ftir  and  rule   (quod  order  than)  do  thefe 

rude  people  make  ? 
We  hold  her  beft  thatvfliall  deferve  a  praife  for 

virtues  fake. 
This  fentehce   was   no  foorier  faid,  but  beauty 

therewith  blufht. 
The  noife  did  ceafe,  the  hal  v/as  flill  and  every 

thing  was  huffi't.   . 
Then   finenefs  thought  by  training  talk  to  w'in 

that  beauty  loii,  , 

And  wh|et  her  tongue  with  jolly  words,  and  fpar- 

red  for  no  coft  ; 
Yet  wantonelTe  could  not  abide,  but  broke  her 

tale  in  haf;, 
And  peevifh  pride  for  peacocks   plumes  would 

needs  be  hieft  plaft. 
And  therewithal  came  curioufnefle  and  carped  out 

of  frame, 
The  audience  laught  to  hear  the  flrife,  as  they 

beheld  the  fame. 
Yet  reafon  foon  appeas'd  the  brute,  her  reverence 

made  and  done, 
She  purcliafed  favour  for  to  fpeak,  and  thus  her 

tale  begun. 
Since  bounty  Ihall  the  garland  wear,  and  crowned 

be  by  fame, 
0  happy  judges  call  for  her,  for  Ihe  deferves  the 

fame. 
Where  temperance  governs  beauties  flowers,  and 

glory  is  not  fought, 
And  Ihamefaced  meeknefle  maftreth  pride,  and 

virtue  dwells  in  thought : 
Bid  her  come  forth,  and  Ihew  her  face,  or  elfe  af- 

fent  each  one. 
That  true  report  fliall  grave  her  name  in  gold  or 

marble-ftone. 
For  all  the  world  to  read  at  will  what  worthy. 

nefle  doth  reft, 
In  perfeta  pure  unfpotted  life,  vvhich  flis  hath 
here  pofleft. 


D    S  O  N  E  T  T  E  9.  ^43 

Then  fkill  rofe   up  and  fought   the  praife,  to  find 

1     ,      that  if  he  might, 
A  perfon  of  fuch  h' iicft  name,    that  men   fhould 

praife  of  light  : 
This  one  I  faw  full  fadly  fit,  and  fiirink  her  felfe 

.    a  fide,^ 
Whofe  fober  looks  did  fhew  gifts  her  wively  grace 

did  hide. 
Lo  here  (quoth  Ikill,  good  people  all)  is  lucres 

left  alive, 
And  ihe  fliall  moft  accepted  be,  that  leaft  for 

praife  d'd  fhive. 
No  longer  fame  coujd  hold  her  peace,  but  blew 

a  blafte  fo  higbe, 
That  made   an    echo   in   the   air,    and   founding 

through  the  (kie ; 
The  voice   was.  loud,  and  thu3  it  faid,  come  R. 

with  happy  days. 
Thy  honefl;  life  hath  won  the  fame,  and  .crowned 

thee  with  praife. 
And  when   I  heard  my  maiftres  named,   I  thruft 

amids  the  throng, 
And  clapt  my  hands  and  wifht  of  God,  that  fhe 

might  profper  long. 


Songes  ivriiien  hy  N.  G.  of  the  Nine  Miifes. 

fMPS  of  kyng  Jove,  and  queen  remembraunce  lo 

The  fifters  nine,  the  poets  pleafant  feres. 

Caliope  doth  ftately  flyle  beftowe. 

And  worthy  praifes  payntes  of  princely  percs : 

Ciion  in  folemn  fongcs  rencweth  ail  day, 

With  prefent  yeres  conjoyning  age  by  pad, 

Delightful  talk-e  loves  comical  Thaley, 

In  frefii  grene  youth,  who  doth  lyke  lawrel  lafl: : 

With  voices  tragicall,  foundes  Melpomen 

And  as  with  cheynes  thallured  care  fliebyndcs. 

Her  ftringes,  when  Terpefcor   doth   touch,  even 

then 
She  toucheth  hartes,  and  raigneth  in  mens  myndes : 
Fyne  Erato,  whofe  looke  a  iyvely  chere 
Prefehts  in  dancing,  kepes  a  comely  grace, 
With  femely  gefture  doth  Polomyne  ftcre, 
Whofe  woordes  whole  routes  of  rankes  do  rule  in 

place. 
Urany  her  globes  to  view  all  bent. 
The  ninefold  heaven  obferves  with  fixed  face ; 
The  bfaftes  Eutrepe  tunes  of  inflrument, 
With  folace  fweet,  hence  my  heavy  dumpes  to 

chafe. 
Lord  Phaebus,  in  the  myddes,  (whofe  heavenly 

fprite 
Thefe  ladyes  doth  infpire)  embraceth  all 
The  graces  in  the  mufes  weed  delyte, 
To  lead  them  fourth,  that  men  in  maze  they  fall. 


JlTuJinius  the  philofophers  faying. 

In  woorfeing  well,  if  travel  you  fuftaine. 
Into  the  winde  fliall  lightly  pafle  the  payne; 
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But  of  the  dede  the  glory  fnall  lemayne, 

And   caule  your  name  with  worthy   wights  to 

raigne. 
In  working  wrong,  if  pleafure  you  attaine, 
The  pleafure  foon  ihail  Vade,  and  void  as  vaine. 
But  of  the  dede  throughout  the  lyfe  the  fhanie 
Endures,  defacing  you  with  foul  defame, 
And  ftill  torments  the  minde  both  night  and  day; 
Scant  length  of  time  the  fpot  can  waflie  away, 
flee  then  ill  fuading  pl.;afures,  baites  untrue, 
And  noble  vcrtues  layre  rcnowne  purfue. 


Defer iption  of  virtue. 

What  one  art  thou,  thus  in  torn  wedey  clad  ? 
Vertue  in  price,  Vi'honi  auncient  fages  had. 
"Why  poorely  rayde  ?  for  fading  goodes  peafl  care. 
Why  double  factd  ?  I  marke  eche  fortunes  fare. 
This  bridle  what  ?  Myndes  rages  to  leftraine. 
Tooles   why    beare    you  ?    I  love   to  take    great 

payne. 
Why  winges  ?  I  teach  above  the  flarres  to  flye. 
Why  treade  you  death  ?  I  onely  cannot  dye. 


Praife  of  mcafure-heep'mg. 

The  ancient  time  commended  not  for  nought; 
The  meane  what  better  thinge  there  be  fought. 
In  meane  is  virtue  placed  on  eyther  fide, 
Both  right  andlef;-  amiffe  a  man  fliall  flyde. 
Icar,  with  fire  hadft  thou  the  midway  flowne, 
Icari^n  beck  by  name  had  no  man  krowrie. 
If  myddle  path  kept  had  proud  Phseton 
I^o  burning  braiid  this  earth  had  faine  upcn'  : 
Ne  cruel  power,  ne  none  fo  foft  can  raigne. 
That  kepes  a  meane,  the  fame  fhall  ftill  remayne. 
The  Julie  once  dyed,  to  much  mercy  fpill ; 
The  Nero  ftern,  rigor  extreme  dyd  kill. 
How  could  Auguft  fo  many  ycres  well  palTe, 
Nor  over  meke  nor  over  fierce  he  was : 
Worfhip  not  Jove  with  curious  fancies  vaine, 
!Ncr  him  defpife  ;  hold  right  atwene  thefe  twaine  ; 
Ko  v/afti'uli  wight,  no  gredy  gutt  is  prazed. 
Stand  largefle  jul^  in  egall  ballance  payde  : 
So  Catoes  meal  furraountes  Antonius  chere, 
And  better  fame  his  fober  fare  hath  here 
To  llender  building  bad  as  bad  to  groffe  ? 
One  an  eye  fore,  the  tother  falles  to  lofTe. 
As  medicines  helpe  in  meafure,  fo  (God  wot) 
By  overmuchtheficke  their  bane  have  got. 
Unmete  me  femes  to  utter  this  mo  waies; 
Meafure  forbiddes  unmcafurable  praife. 


Man  s  life,  after  Fofjidonius  or  Crates. 

What  pathe  lift  you  to  treade?  what  trade  will 

youalTay? 
The  courts  of  plea  by  braule  and  bate  drive  gecie 

peace  away. 


AUG  TORS. 

In  houfe  for  wife  and  childe  there  is  but  carke 

and  care. 
With  travel  and  with  toyle  enoygh  in  fields  wc 

ufe  to  fare. 
Upon  the  feas  lyeth  dread ;  the  riche  in  foreign 

lande, 
Do  feare  the  loffe,  and  there  the  poore  like  my- 

fers  poorely  {land. 
Stryfe  with  a  wife,  without  your  thriftfull  hardc 

to  fee  : 
Yong  brats  a  treble,  none  at  all  a  mayme  it  femes 

to  be. 
Youth  fonde,  age  hath  no  hart,  and  pincheth  all 

to  nye  ;  \ 
Choofe  then  tlie  leifer  of  thefe  two,  ay  life,  or 

foon  to  dye. 


Metrodorius' s  m^nde  to  the  contrary. 

What  race  nf  lyfe  ronne  you  ?  what  trade  will 

you  affay  ? 
In    courts  is  glory    got,    and  witt  increafed  day 

by  day. 
At  home  wee  take  our  eafe,  and  beake  our  felves 

in  refl :  , 

The  fieldes  our  nature  do  refreflie  with  pleafures 

of  the  beft. 
On  feas  is  gain  to  geat ;  the  flranger  he  fhall  be 
lifteem'd,  having  much,  if  not,  none  kuoweih  his 

lack  but  he. 
A  vvyfe  will  trimme  thy  houfe,  no  wyle  then  afrt 

thou  free  ; 
Brood  is  a  lovely  thing,  without  thy  lyfe  is  loofe 

to  thee. 
Yong  bloodes  be  ftronge,  olde  fyres  in  double  ho- 
nour dwell, 
Doway  that  choyfe,  no  lyfe  or  foon  to  dye,  for  all 

is  well. 


Of  friendfhip. 

Of  all  the  heavenly  gifts  that  mortal  men  com- 
mend. 

What  trufty  treafure  in  the  world  can  counter- 
vaile  a  fricnde. 

Our  health  is  foon  decaied ;  goodes  cafual,  light, 
and  vaine ; 

Broke  have  we  feen  the  force  of  power  and  ho- 
nour fufTer  flaine. 

In  bodies  luft  man  doth  refcmble  but  bafe  brute, 

True  vertue  geates  and  keeps  a  frende  :  good 
guyde  of  our  purfute,  [cafe  : 

Whofe  hearty  zeale  with  ours  accordes  in  every 

No  terme  of  time,  no  fpace  of  place,  no  fiorme  can 
it  deface. 

When  fickle  fortune  failes,  this  knot  endureth  flill. 

The  kin  out  of  their  kind  may  fwerve,  when 
frendes  owe  thee  good  will : 

When  fwcter  folace  fhall  befall,  then  one  to  finde, 

Upon  whofe  brefl  thcu  mayfl  rcpofe  the  fetiets  of 
thy  minde  ? 


SONGES   AN  D 

Hewailethatthywo;  his  tears  with  thine  be  fbed; 
With  thee  doth  he  joys,  fo  lefe  a  lyfe  is  led. 
Behold  thy  frende,  and  of  thy  fclf  the  paterne  fee, 
One  foul  a  wonder  Ihall  it  feeme  in  bodies  twaine 

to  be; 
In  abfence  prefent  rych  in  want,  in  ficknefle  fcund, 
Ye  after  death  alive,  niaift  thou  by  thy  fure  frende 

be  founde. 
£che  houfe,  eche  towne,  each  realme  by  fledfall 

love  doth  ftande  ; 
Where  foule  debate  bredes  bitter  bale  in  eche  di- 
vided lande, 
O  friendfliip,  flower  of  flowers '.   O  lively  fprite 

of  lyfe  ! 
O   facred   bond   of  blifsful  peace,  the  flalvvorth 

flanche  of  flrife  : 
Scipio  with  Lelius  didil  thou  conjoyne  in  care  ; 
At  home  in  warres  for  weale  and  wo,  with  equal 

faith  to  fare. 
Gifippus  eke  with  Tyte,  Damon  with  Pythias; 
And  with  Mcnethus'  fonne  Achi!l  by  the  conibyn- 

cd  was : 
Eurialus  and  Nifus  gave  Virgil  caufe  to  fing 
Of  Py  lades  do  many  rymes  and  of  Oreftes  ring  : 
Downe  Thefeus  went  to  hell,  Pirith  his  frende  to 

finde  ; 
O  that  the  wyves  in  thefe  our  dales  wer  to  their 

mates  fo  kynd  1 
Cicero  the  frendiy  man,  to  Atticus,  his  frende, 
Of  friendfliip  wrote,  fuch  couples,  lo  !  doth  lot,  but 

feldom  lend. 
Recount  thy  race  now  ronne,  hov/  few  fhalt  thou 

there  fee,  [mee  : 

Of  whom  to  fay  this  fame  is  he  that  never  failed 
So  rare  a  jeweil  then  muft  nedes  be  holden  dere. 
And  as  thou   wilt  efteem  thy  felfe,  fo  take  thy 

chofen  fere  : 
The  tyrant  in  difpaire  no  lacke  of  gold  bewayles. 
But  out,  I  am  undone  (faith  he)  for  all  my  friend- 

fhips  fades : 
Wherefore  fince  nothing  is  more  kyndly  for  our 

kynde, 
Next  wifdome  thus  that  teacheth  us,  love  wee  the 

frendiy  minde. 


SONETTES. 


Us 


Tif  death  of  Zoroas,  an   Egyptian   ajironomer,  in   the 
Jirjfjight  that  Alexander  had  ivith  the  Perfians 

Now  clattring  armes,  now  raging  hroyles  of  warre, 
Gan  pafie  the  noys  of  dredfull  trunipetts  clang, 
Shrowded  with  fhafts,  the  heaven  with  clouda  of 

dartes. 
Covered  the  ayre  againfl:  full  fatted  bulles. 
As  forceth  kyndled  yre  the  lyons  keene. 
Whole  greedy  gutts  the  gnawing  hunger  prickes : 
So  Macedons  againft  the  Perfians  fair. 
Now  corpfeshyde  the  purpurde  foyle  with  blood; 
Large  Daughter  on  eche  fide,  but  Perfes  more, 
Moyft  fieldes  he  bled,  theyr  heartes  and  numbers 

bate. 
Fainted  while  they  gave  tacke,  and  fall  toflighte  : 
I'he  litening  Macedon  by  iwordes,  by  gleaves. 
By  bande$  and  troupts  of  footemen,  with  his  gard ;, 


Speedes  to  dary,  but  hym  his  mercft  kyn, 
Oxate  preferves  with  horfemen  on  a  plumpe 
Before  his  carr,  that  none  his  charge  fhould  give  : 
Here  grunts,  here  groans,  eche  where  flrong  youth 

is  fpent  : 
Shaking  her  bloudy  hands,  Bellone  among 
The  Perfes  foweth  all  kind  of  cruel  death  : 
With  throte  ycut  he  roares,  he  lyeth  along, 
His  entrailes  with  a  launce  through  gyrdedquyte, 
Hym  fmytes  the  club,  hym  woundes  farre  ltryk~ 

ing  bowe. 
And  him  the  fling,  and  him  the  fliining  fword ; , 
He  dyeth,  he  is  all  dead,  he  pantes,  he  reftes. 
Right  over  floode  in  fnow  white  armor  brave, 
The  Memphite  Zoroas,  a  cunnyng  Clarke, 
To  whom  the  heaven  lay  open  as  his  booke  ; 
And  in  ccleftiall  bodies  he  could  tell 
I'he  moving  meeting  light  afpecft  eclips. 
And  influence,  and  conftellations  all ; 
What  earthly  chaunces  would  betyde,  whatyere 
Of  plenty  ftorde.what  figne  forewarned  death. 
How  winter  gendreth  fnow,  what  te^iperature 
In  the  primetyde  doth  feafon  well  the  foyle, 
Why   fumnier    burnes,   why    autumne  hath  ripe 

gn'.pes 
Whitlier  the  circle  quadrate  may  become, 
Whether  our  tunes  heaven's  harmony  can  yelde. 
Of  four  begyns  among  themfelves  howe  s:;reat 
Proportion  is  ;  what  fvsray  the  erryng  lightes 
Doth  fend  in  courfe  gayne  that  fyrft  movyng  hea- 
ven ; 
What  grees  one  from  another  diftant  be, 
What  ftarr  doth  let  the  hurtful!  fyre  to  rage. 
Or  him  more  myldc  what  oppofition  makes, 
What  fyre  doth  qualifye  Mavorfe's  fyre. 
What    houfe  eche  one   doth  feeke,  what  planett 

raignes 
Within  this  heaven  fphere,  or  that  fmall  thyngcs, 
I  fpeake,  whole  heaven  he  clofeth  in  his  breft. 
This  fage  then  in  the  ftarres  hath  I'pyed  the  fates 
Threatned  him  death  without  delay,  and  fith 
He  faw  he  could  not  fatall  order  chaunge, 
Fnrev.'ard  he  preft  in  battayle,  that  he  might 
Mete  with  the  rulers  of  the  Macedons, 
Of  his  right  hand  defirous  to  be  flain. 
The  bouldeft  bourne,  and  worthiefl:  in  thefeilde; 
And  as  a  wight,  now  wery  of  his  lyfe. 
And  feking  cleath  in  fyrfl  front  of  his  rage, 
Comes  defperately  to  Alexander's  face. 
At  him  with  dartes  one  after  other  throwes, 
With  recklefTe  words -and  clamour  him  provokes. 
And  fayth,  Neftanak's  baftard  fliaixiefuli  flayne 
Of  mothers  bed,  why  lofeft  thou  thy  ftrokes, 
Cowardes  among,  turne  thee  to  me,  in  caie 
Manhood  there  be  fo  much  left  in  thy  heart : 
Come  fight  with  me,  that  on  my  helmet  weare 
Apollo's  laurell  both  for  learninges  laude, 
And  eke  for  martiall  praife,  that  in  my  fliielde 
The  feven-fold  fophie  of  Minerve  contein, 
A  match  more  mete  fyr  king  then  any  here. 
The  noble  prince  amoved  takes  ruth  upoa 
The  wilfull  wight,  and  with  foft  words  ayen, 

0  monftrous  man  (quoth  he)  whatfo  thou  art, 

1  pray  thee  live,  ne  do  not  with  ihy  death 
This  lodge  of  lore,  the  mufe's  manfion  marrc  ; 
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That  treafureitoufe  this  hand  fhall  never  fpoyle, 
My  fword  il'all  never  briiife  that  flcillull  brayne, 
Long  gather'd  heapes  of  fcience  fonie  to  fpill  ; 
,0  how  fayre  fruites  may  you  to  mortall  men 
From  wifdcm's  garden  give  ;  how  many  may 
By  you  the  wifer  and  the  better  prove  '. 
What  error,  vi^hat  mad  moode,  what  frenzy  thee, 
Perfvi'ades  to  be  dowue,  fent  to  kepe  Averne, 
Where  no  artes  flourifla,  nor  no  knowledge  vailes 
For  all  thefe  fawes.     When   thus  the  fovereign 

faid,  , 

Alighted  Zoroas  with  iword  unflieathed, 
The  carelefs  king  there  fmoate  above  the  greve, 
At  th'  opening  of  his  quifhes  wounded  him, 
So  that  the  blood  down  trailed  on  the  ground  : 
M'he  Macedon  perceiving  hurt,  gan  gnalhe. 
But  yet  his  mynde  he  bent  in  any  wife, 
Hym  to  forbeare,  fett  fpurrs  unto  his  ftede, 
And  turnde  away,  left  anger  of  his  fmarte 
Should  caufe  revenger  fiand  deale  baleful!  blowes. 
But  of  the  Macedonians  chieftaines  knights. 
One  Meleager  could  not  bear  this  fight, 
But  ran  upon  the  faid  Egyptian  reuk, 
And  cxitt  him  in  both  knees  :  He  fell  to  ground, 
Wherewith  a  whole   rout    came    of    fouldiours 

flerne. 
And  all  in  pieces  hewed  the  fely  feg, 
Biat  happely  the  foule  fled  to  the  flarres, 
Where,  under  him,  he  hath  full  fight  of  all, 
^hereat  he  gazed  here  with  reaching  looke  : 
The  Perfians  waild  fuch  fapience  to  lorgoe, 
The  very  fen e  the  Macedonians  wifht 
He  would  have  lived,  King  Alexander  felfe 
Derride  him  a  man  unmete  to  dye  at  all ; 
Who  wonne  like  praifc  for  conqueft  of  his  yre, 
^s  for  floute  men  in  fielde  that  day  fubducd,  ■ 
Who  princes  taught  how  to  difcerne  a  man, 
That  in  his  head  fo  rare  a  jewel  beares, 
But  overall  thofe  fame  Canienes,  thbfe  fame, 
Divine  Camenes,  whofe  honour  be  prncurdcj 
As  tender  parent  doth  hys  daughters  weaje, 
Lamented,  and  for  thankes  all  that  they  can. 
Do  cherifli  hym  deceaft,  and  fete  him  free, 
From  dark  oblivion  of  devouring  death. 


j\Tarcns  Tullius  Cicero' i  diath, 

'I'HERiiFORE  when  refilefs    rage  of  wynde  and 

Wave,  / 

He  faw  by  fates,  alas,  calde  for,  (quoth  he) 
Is  haplefs  Cicero,  fayle  on,  fliapecourfe 
To  the  next  fhore,  and  bring  me  to  my  death. 
Perdy  thefe  thankes  refcued  from  evill  fword, 
Wilt  thou  my  country  pay  ?  I  fee  myne  end  : 
So  powers  divine  fo  bid  the  gods  above. 
In  citie  faved  that  conful  Marcus  fhend, 
Speaking  no  more,  but  drawing  from  diep  hart 
Great  grones,  even  at  the  name  of  Rome  rehearft. 
His  eycsandcheekes  withfhowersof  tearshewafht ; 
And  (though  a  route  in  daily  dangers  worne)  ' 
With  forced  face  the  fhipmen  held  their  teares, 
And  flrivyng  long,  the  feas  rough  flood  to  paffe, 
In  angry  windes  and  ftormy  ihowers  made  way. 


And  at  the  laft  fafe  ancred  in  tJie  rode, 
Came  heavy  Cicero  a  jand,  with  payne, 
.His  faynted  lymmes  the  aged  fyre  doth  drawe. 
And  round  about  their  rnaller  flood  his  band  : 
Nor  greatly  with  their  own  hard  hap  difniayde, 
Nor  plighted  faith  prove  in  fharpe  tyme  to  breake, 
bome  fwordes,  prepare  fome  theyr  dere  Lord  af- 
'fifl :  ■      ■  , 

In  littour  jaid,  they  Jead  him  unkouth  wayes. 
If  fo  deceave  Antonius  cruell  gleaves, 
They  might,  and  threats  of  following  routs  efcape  : 
Thus  lo,that  Tullie,  went  that  Tullius, 
Pf  royal  robe  and  facred  fenate  prince. 
When  he  a  farre  the  men  approache  efpyeth"; 
And  of  his  fone  the  enjSgn  doth  ackpow. 
And   with   drawn    fword,    Popilius    threat'ning 
death,  '  • 

Whofe  life  and  whoje  eftate,  in  hazard  once 
He  had  preferved,  when  Rome,  as  yett  to  free. 
Heard  him,  and  at  histhundrjng  voice  amazed  : 
Herennius  eke  more  tyger  than  the  rell, 
t'refent  enflim'd  with  fury,  him  purfues. 
What  might  he  do,  fliould  he  ufe  in  defence 
Dyfarmed  handes,  or  pardon  afk  for  Mede  ? 
Should  he  with  wordes  to  turne  the  wrath 
Of  th'  iarmed  knight,   whofe  fafeguard    he  had 

wrought : 
No  age  forbids,  and  fixt  v/ithin  diepe  brefl 
His  countrys  love,  and  falling  iRomes  ymage  ; 
The  charret  turn,  fayt-h  he,  let  lofe  the  raines, 
Runne  to  the  urideferved  death  mee,  lo. 
Hath  Phcebus  foule,  as  mefTenger  forewarnde. 
And  Jove  defires  a  new  heavens  man  to  make. 
Brutus  and  Caffius  fouls,  live  you  in  blifs  ? 
In  cafe,  yet  all  the  fates  gain  ftrive  us  not, 
Neither  fliall  wee,  perchaunce,  dye  unrevenged. 
Now  have  I  lived,  O  Rome  !  ynough  for  me ; 
My  paffed  life  nought  fufTreth  me  to  doubt  : 
Noylome  oblivion  of  the  loathfome  death. 
Slea  me  :     Yett  all  the  ofFi-pring  to  coHie  iliall 

jknow. 
And  this  deceafe  fhall  bring  eternallife  ; 
Yea,  and  (unlelTe  I  fall,  and  all  in  vaine  : 
Rome,  I  fometime  thy  augur  chofen  was) 
Not  evermore  fhall  friendly  fortune  thee 
Favour,  Antonius,  once  the  day  fliall  come, 
When   her    dear   wights,    by   cruel!  fpight   thus 

flaine, 
Vidlorious  Rome  {liallat  t|iy  hands  require  : 
Me  likes  ther  while,  go  fee  the  hoaped  heaven. 
Speche  had  he  left,  and  therewith,  he,  good  man. 
His  throat  prepard,  and  held  his  head  unmov'd. 
His  hafting  to  thofe  fates  the  very  knightes 
Be  loth  to  fee,  and  rage  rebated,  when 
They  his  bare  necke  beheld,  and  his  hoare  heares  j 
Scant  could  they  hold  the  teares  that  fourth  can 

burtb. 
And  althofl  fell  from  bloudy  liands  the  fwordes; 
Only  the  flerne  Herennius,  with  grim  looke 
Daflards,  why  fland  ypu    flill  ?    he  fayeth,   and 

flraight 
Swaps  of  the  head  with  his  prefumptious  yron. 
Ne  with  that  flaughter  yet  he  is  not  filde  : 
Foul  fhame  on  fhame  to  heape,  is  his  delight 

Wherefore  the  handes  alfo  doth  he  of  fmvte  ' 
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Which  durft  Antonius  life  fo  lyfely  paint. 
Him  yelding,  ftrained  ghoft,  from  welkin  hye, 
With  lothy  cherelord  Phoebus  gan  behold, 
And  in  black  cloud,  they  fay,  long  hid  his  head. 
The  Latine  mufes  and  the  graces  they  wept, 
And  for  his  fall  eternally  fliall  pepe  : 
And  lo,  here  piercing  Pitho,  (ftrange  to  tell) 
Who  had  to  him  fuffifde  both  fenfe  and  wordes. 
When  fo  he  fpake,  and  dreft  with  nedlar  foode 
That  flowing  tong,    when    his    wind  pipe  dlf- 

clofd, 
Fled  with  her  fleeing  frend,  and  (out  alas) 
Hath  left  ther  earth,  ne  will  no  more  returne  : 
Popilious  flieth  ther  while,  and  leaving  there 


The  fenfelefs  flock,  a  griezely  fight  doth  bear. 
Unto  Antonius  boord  with  mifchief  fed, 


Of  M.  r.  Cicero. 

For  Tullie  late  a  tombe  I  gan  prepare, 
When  Cynthie,  thus,  bad  me  my  labour.fpare  : 
Such  manner  thinges  become   the  dead,   quoth 

he, 
But  Tully  lives,  and  ftill  alyve  fliall  be. 


N.  G. 
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MAGISTRATES.  f  BUCKINGHAM. 


To  which  is  prefixed 
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In  vain  I  think,  right  honourable  lord, 
By  this  rude  rime  to  memorize  thy  name, 
Whofe  learned  mu(e  hath  writ  her  owne  record 
In  golden  verfe,  worthy  immortal  fame. 
Thou  much  more  fit,  were  leifure  for  the  fame, 
Thy  gracious  foveraigne's  prayers  to  compile. 
And  her  imperiall  majeftie  to  frame 
In  loftie  numbers,  and  heroick  ftile. 

Spenser's  sonnet  to  lore  buckhdrst. 


EDINBURGH: 

PB-INTED  BY  MUNDEIL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 


In  the  turbulent  and  fanguinary  reign  of  Queen  Mary,  when  the  fires  of  perfecution  were  kindled 
in  Smichfield,  and  every  part  of  England  was  polluted  with  murders,  more  atrocious  than 
the  {laughters  of  the  mod  bloody  civil  war ;  the  cultivation  of  polite  literature  was  neglefteij 
amidft  the  calamities  of  the  flate,  and  only  one  poetical  prodiiiftion,  of  prominent  excellence,  intitu- 
led, A  Mirror  for  Magiflrates,  illuminates  that  interval  of  darknefs  between  Surrey  and  Spenfer. 

More  writers  than  one  were  concerned  in  the  compofition  of  that  popular  poem,  which  originat- 
ed in  the  reign  of  Mary,  and  was  not  finally  completed  till  the  beginning  of  the  feventeenth  cen- 
tury ;  but  its  inventor,  and  moft  diftinguilhed  contributor  v/as  Thomas  Sackville,  the  firft  Lord 
Buckhiirft,  and  Earl  of  Dorfec,  Lord  High  Treafurer  of  England,  Chancellor  of  the  UniverCty  of 
Oxford,  author  of  the  firfl  genuine  Englilh  tragedy,  and  "  the  Patriarch  of  a  race  of  genius  and  wit." 
This  diftinguiflied  ftattTman  and  poet,  was  the  fon  of  Richard  Sackville,  Efq.  of  Buckhurft, 
in  the  parifh  of  Withiam,  in  Sufiex,  where  he  was  born  in  the  year  1527.  His  mother  was  a 
daughter  of  Sir  John  Bruges,  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  arid  afterwards  wife  of  John  Powlet,  Mar*. 
quis  of  Winchefter. 

He  difcovered,  frrim  his  childhood,  a  lively  wit  and  vigorous  underfianding,  and  was  removed 
from  a  domeftic  tuition;  to  Hart-hall  in  Oxford,  where  he  refided  fome  time;  but  took  no  degree. 
He  afterwards  removed  to  Cambridge,  where  he  did  not  refide  long;  but  had  the  degree  of  Matter 
of  Ai"ts  conferred  on  him. 

At  both  univerfities  he  became  celebrated  as  a  Latin  and  Englifh  poet.  Woed  mentions  him  as 
"  having  bee  n  in  his  younger  years  poetically  inclined ;  and  wrote,  while  he  continued  in  Oxon,  fevc- 
ral  Latin  and  Englilh  poems:  though  publifhed,  either  by  themfelves,  or  mixed  among  other  men"'s 
poems,  yet  I  prefume  they  are  lofl  or  forgotien,  as  having  no  name  to  them,  or  that  the  copies 
are  worn  out." 

He  afterwards  entered  himfelf  a  lludent  in  the  Inner  Temple,  and  at  an  early  period  of  life  was 
called  to  the  bar. 

He  carried  his  love  of  poetry,  which  he  feems  to  have  almofl  folely  cultivated,  to  the  Inner  Tem- 
ple, where,  in  conjundlion  with  Thomas  Norton,  a  fellow-labourer  of  Hopkins  and  Sternhold,  he 
wrote  a  tragedy,  intituled,  Ferrex  and  Porrex,  which  was  aded  before  Queen  Elizabeth,  at  WhitehalF, 
by  the  ftudents  of  the  Inner  Temple,  in  1561.  It  was  printed  incorredly  and  furreptitioufly  in  1565"; 
more  accurately  In  1570 ;  in  I590,  by  the  title  of  Gorboduc ;  and  reprinted  by  Dodfley  in  J736,  with 
a  preface  by  Mr.  Spence,  by  the  procuration  of  Pope,  "  who  wondered  that  the  propriety 
and  natural  eafe  of  it  had  not  been  better  imitated  by  the  dramatic  authors  of  the  fucceeding 
age." 

About  the  year  1557,  be  formed  the  plan  of  the  Mlrmr  for  Magifirates,  in  whith  all  the  Illuf- 
trious  but  unfortunate  charatfters  of  the  Englifli  hiftory,  from  the  Conqueft  to  the  end  of  the  four- 
teenth century,  were  to  pafs  in  review  before  the  poet,  who  defcends,  like  Dante,  into  hell,  and  is 
conduced  by  Serrotv.  Every  perfonage  was  to  recite  his  own  misfortunes  in  a  foliloqay.  But  he  had 
leifure  only  to  finifti  a  poetical  preface,  called  an  InduSim,  and  one  legend,  which  is  tl)e  Life  of  He>f 
^Stafford  Duke  of  Buckh'gham.  6 
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Relinqulffung,  therefore,  the  defign  abruptly,  and  haftily  adapting  the  clofe  of  his  InduBlon  to  the 
appearance  of  Buckingham,  whofe  ftory  was  to  have  been  the  laft  in  his  feries,  he  recommended  the 
completion  of  the  whole  to  Richard  Baldwyne  and  George  Ferrers,  men  of  the  greateft  wit  in  that 
age. 

Deterred,  perhaps,  by  the  greatnefs  of  the  attempt,  they  invited  to  their  affiftance  Churchyard, 
Fhayer,  and  other  men  of  wit  and  genius,  who  chofe  fuch  lives  from  the  chronicles  of  Fabian  and 
Hall,  as  feemed  to  difplay.the  moft  afFecSling  cataftrophes,  and  which  were  probably  pointed  out  by 
Sackville.      ' 

This  colledlion  was  printed  in  4to,;i55 9,  with  the  following  title,  AMyrroure  for  Magif  rates,  ivhere' 
in  may  befecn,  by  example  of  others,  ivith  hotue  greuous  plages  vices  are  punijhed,  and  hotv  frail  and  unliable 
•worldly  projperitie  is  found: ,  even  ofthofe  tvhom  fortune  feemeth  tnofl  highly  to  favour.  "  Falix  quern  faciunt 
aliena pericula  cautum."      Anno  X559,  -^dibus  Thoma  Marjhe. 

As  he  early  quitted  the  ftudy  of  the  law  for  the  flowery  paths  of  poetry  ;  fo  the  poet  was  foon 
loft  in  the  ftatefman  ;  and  negociations  and  embafiies  extinguiflied  the  milder  ambitions  of  the  inge- 
nious mufe. 

In  the  fourth  and  fifth  years  of  Queen  Mary,  his  name  appears  in  the  parliamentary  lifts;  and  in 
the  fifth  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  1564,  when  his  father  was  elefted  knight  of  the  Ihire  for  Sufiex,  he 
was  returned  one  of  the  members  for  Buckinghamfhire. 

Not  long  after  this,  he  travelled  into  France  and  Italy,  and  Vvas  detained  fome  time  aprifonerat 
"Rome,  in  confequence  of  feme  pecuniary  inconvenience. 

On  his  father's  death  in  1566,  his  liberty  was  procured,  and  he  returned  to  England,  to  take  pof- 
feflion  of  an  ample  patrimony. 

His  eminent  accomplifhments  and  abilities  having  acquired  the  confidence  and  efteem  ef  Queen 
Elizabeth,  he  was  knighted  in  1567,  in  her  prefence,  by  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  and  at  the  fame  titne 
promoted  to  the  peerage,  by  the  title  oi  Baron  Buckhurjl. 

In  confequence  of  the  Queen's  frequent  admonitions,  he  is  faid  to  have  corre«Sl:ed  his  tafte  for 
magnificence  and  expence,  which  had  fome  times  fubjecfted  him  to  confiderable  inconveniencies. 

I»  I573>  ^^  went  ambalTador  to  France.  In  1574,  he  fat  on  the  trial  of  the  Duke  of  Norfolk; 
at  v/hich  time  he  was  alfo  in  the  Privy  Council. 

He  v/as  nominated  one  of  the  commiflioners  for  the  trial  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots;  but  it  does 
not  appear  that  he  was  prefent  at  her  condemnation  at  Fotheringay  Caftle  ;  yet  after  the  confirma- 
tioii  of  the  fentence,  he  was  appointed  to  bear  the  unhappy  tidings  to  her,  and  to  fee  the  fentence  put 
in  execution. 

In  1587,  he  went  ambaflador  to  the  States-General;  but,  having  incurred  the  difpleafure  of  the 
Earl  of  Leicefter  and  Lord  Burleigh,  he  was  recalled,  and  confined  to  his  houfe  nine  months. 

On  the  death  of  Leicefter,  he  recovered  the  Queen's  favour,  and  was  made  Knight  of  the  Garter 
one  of  the  peers  who  fat  on  the  trial  of  Lord  Arundel,  and  joined  with  Burleigh,  in  negociating  a 
peace  with  Spain  and  Holland. 

In  159 1,  he  was,  by  the  Queen's  recommeRdatlon,  elesfted  Chancellor  of  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford 
in  oppofition  to  Effex,  the  objed  of  her  capricious  paflion,  and  incorporated  Mafter  of  Arts. 

On  Burleigh's  dea'ih,  he  was  appointed  Lord  High  Treafurer,  and  foon  after  joined  in  commifiion 
with  Effex  and  Sir  Thomas  Egerton  for  negociating  an  alhance  with  Denmark ;  and  when  that  un- 
fortunate nobleman  was  brought  to  his  trial,  with  his  friend  Southampton,  he  was  conftituted  Lord 
High  Steward  on  the  occafion. 

At  the  acceffion  of  King  James,  his  patent  of  Lord  High  Treafurer  was  renewed  for  life  ;  and  in 
3603,  he  was  created  Earl  ofDorfd,  and  appointed  one  of  the  commiflioners  for  executing  the  office 
of  Lord  Marflial. 

He  died  fuddenly  at  the  council-table,  Whitehall,  April  19th  1608,  in  the  81ft  year  of  his  age, 
and  was  buried  in  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

His  funeral  fermon  was  preached  by  Dr.  Abbot,  his  chaplain,  afterwards  Archbifliop  of  Canterbury, 
in  which  he  is  very  lavifti  in  his  praife. 

The  charadler  of  Sackville,  as  a  ftatefman,  is  to  be  fought  elfewhere.  It  Is  fufiicient  to  fay,  that 
few  firft  aiiliifters  have  left  fo  hlx  a  charader.     Amidft  the  iptrigues  of  an  artful  court,  he  prefeiv- 
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ffd  the  integrity  of  a  private  man.  His  family  difdained  the  offer  of  an  apology  for  him,  Sgainft 
fome  little  cavils  of  a  rival  party.  In  the  exercife  of  his  political  funiSions,  the  brilliancy  of  his 
imagination  grew  more  correal,  not  lefs  abundant.  Naunton  relates,  that  his  "  fecretaries  had 
difficulty  to  pleafe  him,  he  was  iofacde  and  choice  in  his  ftyle."  Even  in  the  decifions  of  that  rigid  tri- 
bunal, the  Star  Chamber,  which  was  never  efteemed  the  fchool  of  eloquence,  "  fo  ftrong,"  fays 
JLloyd,  "  was  his  invention,  that  he  was  called  the  Star  Chamber  Bell."  Amidft  the  bufmefs  of  an 
envoy  at  Paris,  he  found  time  to  prefix  a  Latin  F.pijlle  to  Gierke's  Latin  tranflation  of  Caftiglio's 
"  Courtier,"  which  is  not  an  unworthy  recommendation  of  a  treatife  remarkable  for  its  pojite  Latini- 
ty.  Himfelf  a  poet,  he  encouraged  the  art  which  he  improved,  by  his  liberality  ;  and  left  his  wit 
and  patronage  of  polite  literature  to  his  defcendants,  of  whom  was  Charles  Sackville,  Earl  of  Dor- 
fet,  the  well  known  patron  of  Dryden  and  Prior  ; 

Whofe  great  forefathers  every  grace, 

Refledling  and  refleiSted  in  his  race  ; 
Where  other  Buckhurjls,  other  Dorfets  ihine. 
And  poets  ftlU,  or  patriots  deck  the  line. 

He  was  more  courted  and  complimented  by  poets  than  any  nobleman  of  his  time,  except  Effei, 
whofe  love  of  literature,  heroifm,  integrity,  and  generofity,  made  him  the  favourite  of  the  nation, 
and  the  fubjedt  of  innumerable  fonnets  and  ballads,  from  Spenfer  to  the  lowdfb  rhymer  :  And  if 
panegyric  were  any  where  juftifiable,  it  muft;  be  when  paid  to  the  man,  who  endeavoured  to  favc 
Spenfer  from  ftarving  in  the  ftreets  of  Dublin,  and  who  buried  him  in  Wellminfter  Abbey,  with 
becoming  folemnity. 

As  a  poet,  Sackville  has  pretenGons  to  the  gratitude  of  pofterlty,  which  have  not  hitherto  beett 
fully  confidered  or  allowed.  He  is  entitled  to  rank  with  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Marlowe,  th« 
moft  eminent  poetsi  of  his  age ;  by  the  firft  of  whom  he  is  only  furpaffed  in  the  perfe6tion  of 
allegory,  by  having  had  the  difadvantage  of  writing  before  him ;  and,  by  the  fecond,  in  his  ma- 
gic power  of  moving  the  padions,  and  the  unrivalled  excellence  of  his  dramatic  dialogue. 

His  trag>.dy  of  Gorhoduc  has  the  merit  of  being  the  firft  fpecimen  in  our  language  of  a  heroic  talc 
written  in  blank  verfe,  divided  into  a(5Ls  and  fcenes,  and  clothed  in  all  the  formalities  of  a  regular 
drama.  It  is  praifed  by  Sidney  for  its  notable  moralitis ^  but  it  was  never  popular,  owii^g  to  the  un- 
interefling  nature  of  the  plot,  the  tedious  length  of  the  fpeeches,  the  want  of  a  difcrimination  of  cha- 
rafler,  and  almofl  a  total  abfence  of  pathetic  incidents.  The  dialogue,  however,  contains  much 
dignity,  ftrength  of  refiedlion,  and  good  fenfe  ;  and  the  language  has  great  purity  and  perfpicuity, 
and  is  entirely  free  from  that  tumid  phr^feology,  and  thofe  exaggerated  imageries  and  pedantic  me- 
taphors, which  are  the  chief  blemifhes  of  the  fcenes  of  Shakfpeare. 

The  affiftance  of  Norton,  to  whom  the  three  firft  ads  are  given  by  Wood,  may  be  juftly  doubted. 
Every  fcene  of  Garboduc  is  marked  by  Sackville's  charaderiftic  manner,  which  confifts  in  a  perfpicuity 
of  ftyle,  and  a  command  of  numbers,  fuperior  to  the  tone  of  his  age. 

In  the  Mirror  for  Magifirates  he  ha'S  two  poems  of  confiderable  length,  the  InduilUn,  and  Legend  of 
Buckingham,  which  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame. 

The  coliedlion,  of  which  they  make  a  confpicuous  part,  was  reprinted  in  I563,  1571,  I574,  and 
in  1587,  with  an  Indudion,  and  the  additions  of  many  new  lives,  by  John  Higgins.  At  length 
the  whole  was  digefted  anew,  with  additions  by  Richard  JSiccols,  an  ingenious  poet,  and  printed  ia 
1610  under  the  following  title  :  A  Mirrour  for  Magijlrates,  being  a  true  chronicle  hiforie  of  the  un' 
timely  falles  offuch  unfortunate  frinces,  and  men  of  note,  as  have  happened  fince  the  firjl  entrance  of  Brute  int» 
this  ifland,  until  this  our  age,  ne-wly  enlarged,  -with  a  lafl  part,  called,  A  Winter  s  Night  Vifion,  being  an  ad- 
dition offiich  tragedies,  efpecially  famous,  as  are  exempted  in  the  former  hiforie,  •with  a  poem  annexed,  called^ 
England's  Eliza.     At  London,  imprinted  by  Felix  Kyngfton,  1610. 

Sackville's  Ihare  in  it  is  illuftratcd  in  the  preface.  "  I  purpofe  only  to  follow  the  intended  fcope 
of  that  moft  honorable  patronage,  who,  by  how  much  he  did  furpaffe  the  reft  in  the  eminence  of 
his  noble  coodiUon,  by  fo  much  he  hath  exceeded  them  all  in  the  excellence  of  hie  heroical  ftile. 
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which,  with  golden  pen,  he  hath  limmed  out  to  pofteritie  in  that  worthy  objetS  of  his  minde,  te-e 
TRAGEDIE  OF  THE  DuKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM,  and  in  his  preface,  then  intituled  Master  Sackuil's 
iNibucTioN."  This  edition,  which  contains  86  lives  and  875  pages,  has  never  been  reprinted,  and  is 
extremely  fcarce.  That  it  was  in  high  efteem  throughout  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  appears  not 
only  from  its  numerous  editions,  but  from  the  teftimoriies  of  Sidney,  Heywrod,  Webbe,  Bolton,  andother 
contemporary  writers.  It  is  rdafonable  to  fuppofe,  that  it  enriched  the  flores,  and  extended  the  limits 
of  our  drama.     Shakfpeare  is  indebted  to  it  for  many  fcenes  in  his  plays.     Much  of  it  might  bear 
republication,  and  make  good  its  claim  to  public  notice  ;  particularly  the  legends  written  by  Church- 
yard and  Niccols,  which  have  confidei-able  merit,  and  often  fhew  a  command  of  language  and  verfir 
fication.     Bpt  the  InduSikn  2x16.  Legend  oi  5?jc:^s.wi\\e,  afford  the  moft  favourable  fpecimen  of  thofe  po- 
pular legends,  and  deferve  being  revived  equally  as  compofitions  of  real  and  intrinfic  merit,  and  as 
objeds  of  curiofity.    They  aire  now  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  colledion  of  claflical  Engliih 
poetry.  ^ 

The  Earl  of  Oiford  and  Mr.  Warton  have  Gharaflerifed  the  poetry  of  Sackville  with  fuch  elegance 
and  minutetiefs,  that  it  will  be  fufficient  to  add  their  teftimonies  as  a  juftification  of  the  revival  of 
his  writings,  and  as  unqueftionable  authorities  in  his  favour. 

"  Ourhiftoric  plays,"  fays  Lord  Orford,  *'  are  allowed-to  have  been  founded  on  the  heroic  narra- 
tives in  the  Mirror  for  Magiftrates;  to  that  plan,  and  to  the  boldnefs  of  Lord  Buckhurft's  new 
fcenes,  perhaps  vye  owe  Shakfpeare." 

"  Sackville's  InduBion,  "  fays  Mr.  Warton,"  lofes  much  of  its  dignity  and  propriety,  by  being 
prefixed  to  a  fingle  life,  and  that  of  no  great  hiftorical  importance ;  the  plan  is  confeffedly  copied 
from  Boccaces'  J)e  Cafibis  virorum  illujlrium,  tranflated  by  Lydgate  ;  the  defcent  into  hell,  from  Dante's 
*«  Commedia,"  and  the  fixth  book  of  Virgil.  The  fhadowy  inhabitants  of  hell-gate  are  his  own, 
and  conceived  with  the  vigour  of  a  creative  irriagiftation,  and  defcribed  with  great  force  of  expref- 
fion ;  they  ate  delineated  with  that  fuUnefs  of  proportion,  that  invention  of  pidurefque  attributes,  dif- 
tinflnefs,  animation,  and  amplitude,  of  which  Spenfer  is  commonly  fuppofed  to  have  given  the  firft 
fpecimens  in  our  language,  arid  which  are  charaifteriftical  of  his  poetry.  The  readers  of  the  "  Faery 
-Queene"  will  eafily  point  out  many  particular  paffages,  which  Sackville's  InduSiion  fuggelled  ia 
Spenfer." 

"  The  Complaynt  of  Henrys  Duie  of  Buckingham,  is  written  with  a  force  and  even  ele- 
gance of  expreffion,  a  copioufnefs  of  phrafeology,  and  an  exacSlnefs  of  verfification,  not  to  be  found 
in  any  other  parts  of  the  coUedlion.  On  the  whole,  it  may  be  thought  tedious  and  languid ;  but 
that  objedlion  unavoidably  refults  from  the  general  plan  of  thefe  pieces.  It  is  impoffible  that  foli- 
loquies  of  fuch  prolixity,  and  defigned  to  include  much  hiftorical,  and  even  biographical  matter, 
ihould  every  where  fuftain  a  proper  degree  of  fpirit,  pathos,  and  intereft." 
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The  wrathful!  winter  prochinge  on  a  pace, 
With  bluftring  blaftes  had  al  ybared  the  treen, 
And  olde  Saturnus  with  his  frofty  face 
With  chilling  colde  had  pearft  the  tender  green  : 
The  mantels  rent,  wherein  enwrapped  been 
The  gladfom  groves  that  nowe  laye  overthrowen, 
The  tapets  tome,  and  every  blome  downe  bloweh. 

The  foyle  that  erft  fo  feemly  was  to  feen, 
Was  all  defpoyled  of  her  beauties  hewe  : 
And  foot  frefhe  flowers  (where  with  the  fommers 
queen  [blewe 

Had  clad  the  earth)  now  Boreas  blaftes  downe 
And  fmall  fowles  flocking,  in  their  fong  did  rewe 
The  winters  wrath,  wher  with  eche  thing  defafte 
In  woful  wife  bewayled  the  fommer  paft. 

Hawthorne  had  loft  his  motley  lyverye. 
The  naked  twigges  were  fhivering  all  for  colde  : 
And  dropping  downe  the  teares  abundantly, 
Eche  thing  (me  thought)  with  weping  eye  me 

tolde 
The  cruell  feafon,  bidding  me  withholde 
My  felfe  within,  for  I  was  gotten  oat 
Into  the  feldes  whereas  I  walkte  about. 

When  loe  the  night  with  miftie  mantels  fpred. 
Can  darke  the  daye,  and  dim  the  azure  Ikyes, 
And  Venus  in  her  melTage  Hermes  fped 
To  bluddy  Mars,  to  wylhim  not  to  ryfe. 
While  fhe  her  felfe  approcht  in  fpeedy  wife  : 
And  Virgo  hiding  her  difdainful  breft 
With  Thetis  now  had  layd  her  downe  to  reft. 

Whiles  Scorpio  dreading  Sagittarius  dart, 
Whofe  bowe  prcft  bent  in  fight,  the  firing  had 

flypt, 
Downe  flyd  into  the  ocean  fliid  aparte, 
The  Beare  that  in  the  Irylhe  feas  had  dipt 
Hii  griefly  feete,  with  fpeede  from  thence  he 

whypt : 
For  Thetis  hafling  from  the  Virgines  bed 
Furfued  the  Bear,  that  ear  fhe  came  was  fled. 


'  And  Phaeton  nowe  neare  reaching  to  his  race' 
With  glittering  beames,  gold  ftreamynge  where 
they  bent 

i  Was  preft  to  enter  in  his  refting  place. 
Crythius  that  in  the  carte  fyrfte  went 
Had  even  now  attaynde  his  journeys  ftent 
And  faft  declining  hid  away  his  head. 
While  Titan  couched  him  in  his  purple  bed. 

And  pale  Cinthea  with  her  borowed  light 
Beginning  to  fupply  her  brothers  place. 
Was  paft  the  noonfteede  fyre  degrees  in  fight. 
When  fparkling  ftarres  amyd  the  heavens  face 
With  twinkling  light  flieen  on  the  earth  apace. 
That    whyle    they  brought    about   the    nightes 

chare 
The  darke  had  dimmed  the  day  ear  1  was  ware. 

And  forowing  I  to  fee  the  fommer  flowers 

The  livly  greene,  the  lufty  leas  forlorne. 

The  fturdy  trees  fo  fhattered  with  the  fhowers, 

The  fields  fo  fade  that  flooriftit  fo  beforne 

It  taught  me  wel  all  earthly  thinges  be  borne 

To  dye  the  death,  for  nought  long  time  may  laft  ; 

The  fommers  beauty  yeeldes  to  winters  blaft. 

Then  looking  upward  to  the  heavens  leames 
With  nightes  ftarres  thicke  powdred  every  where, 
Which  erft  fo  gliftened  with  the  golden  flreames 
That   chearefull  Phebus  fpred  downe  from  his 

fphere. 
Beholding  darke  opprefling  day  fo  neare  : 
The  fodayne  fight  reduced  to  my  minde 
The  fundry  chaunges  that  in  earth  we  fynde. 

That  mufing  on  this  worldly  wealth  in  thought. 
Which  comes  and  goes  more  fafter  than  we  fee 
The  flyckering  flame  that  with  the  fyer  is  wrought. 
My  bufie  minde  prefented  unto  mc 
Such  fall  of  pieres  as  in  this  realme  had  be  : 
That  ofte  1  wiflit  fome  would  their  woes  def- 

cryvcr 
To  warne  the  reft  whom  fortune  Jcft  alive 
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And  ftrayt  forth  ftalking  with  redoubled  pace 
For  that  I  fawe  the  night  drevve  on  fo  faft, 
In  blacke  all  clad  there  fell  before  my  face 
A  piteous  wight,  whom  woe  had  al  for'Jvafte, 
Fiirth  from  her  iyen  the  criftall  teares  outbraft, 
And  fyghing  fore   her  handes  Ihe   wrong    and 

folde, 
Tare  alher  heare,  that  ruth  was  to  beholde. 

Her  body  fmall  forwithered  and  forefpent, 
As  is  the  ftalk  that  fommers  drought  opprell ; 
Her  wealked  face  with  woful  teares  befprent, 
Her  colour  pale,  and  (as  it  feemd  her  bcft) 
In  woe  and  playnt  repofed  was  her  reft. 
And  as  the  ftone  that  droppes  of  water  weares ; 
So  dented  wer  cher  cheekes  with  fall  of  teares. 

Her  iyes  fwollen  with  flowing  ftreames  aflote, 
Wherewith  her  lookes  throwen  up  full  piteouflie, 
Her  forceles  handes  together  ofte  fhe  fmote, 
With  doleful  fhrikes,  that  echoed  in  the  fkye  : 
Whofe  playnt  fuch  lighes  dyd  ftrayt  accompany, 
That  in  my  doome  was  never  man  did  fee 
A  wight  but  halfe  fo  woe  begon  as  {he. 

I  ftoode  agafl;  beholding  all  her  plight, 
Tweene  dread  and  dolour  fo  diftieynd  in  hart. 
That  while  my  heares  upftarted  with  the  fight, 
The  teares  out  ftreamde  for  forovve  of  her  fmart : 
But  when  I  fawe  no  ende  that  could  aparte 
The  deadly  dewle,  which  fhe  fo  fore  dyd  make, 
With  doleful!  voice  then  thus  to  her  I  fpake. 

Unwrap  thy  woes  what  ever  wight  thou  be, 
And  flint  betime  to  fpill  thy  felfe  wyth  playnt ; 
Tell  what  thou  art,  and  whence,  for  well  I  fee 
Thou  canft  not  dure  with  forowe  thus  attaynt. 
And  with  that  worde  of  forrowe  all  forfaynt 
She  looked  up,  and  proftrate  as  fhe  laye 
With  piteous  found  loe  thus  fhe  gan  to  faye. 

Alas  1  I   wretche  whom  thus  thoa  feeft;  diftreyned 
With  wafling  wees  that  never  fhall  aflake, 
Eorro'ws  I  am,  in  endeles  torment.es  payned, 
Among  the  furies  in  the  infernall  lake  : 
Where  Pluto  god  of  hel  fo  griefly  blacke 
Doth  hold  his  thione,  and  Letheus  deadly  tafle 
Doth  rieve  remembraunce  of  eche  thyng  torepafl:. 

Whence  come  I  am,  the  drery  deflinie 

And  luckeles  lot  for  to  bcmone  of  thofe, 

Whom  fortune  in  this  maze  of  miferie 

Of  wretched  chaunca  nioft  wofull  myrrours  chofe 

That  when  thou  feeft  how  lightly  they  did  lofe 

Theyr  pope,  theyr  power,  and  that  they  thought 

moft  fure 
Thou  mayeft  foone  deeme  no  earthly  joy  may  dure 

_    ,  ofe  rufuU  voyce  no  fooner  had  out  brayed 

,   ,    fe  woful  woordes,  wrherewith  flie  forrowed  fo, 

^    "out  alas  ;  file  fliryght  and  never  flayed, 

^".'i  downe,  and  all  to  daflit  her  fclfe  tor  woe. 

~t    cold  pale  dread  my  lytnes  gan  overgo 

■:     ,  I  fo  forrowed  at  her  forowes  eft,  [reft. 

,^"'    what  with  griefs  and  fear9  ,  my  wittes  were 


Iftrecht  my  felfe,  and  ftrayt  my  heart  revives, 
That  dread  and  dolour  erft  did  fo  appale; 
I^ykc-  him  that  with  the  fervent  fever  ftryves 
When  ficknes  feekes  his  caftell  health  to  fkale  : 
With  gathered  fpirites  fo  forft  1  feare  to  availe  : 
And  rearing  her  with  anguifhe  all  fordone. 
My  fpirits  return'd,  and  then  I  thus  begonne. 

0  Sorrowe,  alas !  fith  forrowe  is  thy  name, 
And  that  to  thee  this  drere  doth  well  pertayne. 
In  vayne  it  were  to  feeke  to  ceas  the  fame  : 
But  as  a  man  hym  fclfe  with  forrowe  flayne. 
So  I,  alas  !  do  comfort  thee  in  payne, 

That  here  in  forrowe  art  forfonke  fo  depe 
That  at  thy  fight  I  can  but  figh'  and  wepe. 

1  had  no  fooner  fpoken  of  a  ftike, 

But  that  the  ftorm  fo  rumbled  in  her  breft, 

As  Eolus  could  never  roare  the  like. 

And  fhowers  downe  rayned  from  her  iyen  fo  faft, 

That  all  bedreynt  the  place,  till  at  the  laft 

Well  eafed  they  the  dolour  of  her  minde. 

As  rage  of  rayne  doth  fwagc  the  flormy  wynde. 

For  furth  fhe  placed  in  her  fearfuU  tale  : 

Cum,  cum,  (quod  fhe)  and  fee  v.fhat  !  fhall  fhewe. 

Cum  heare  the  playning,  and  the  bytter  bale 

Of  worthy  men,  by  fortune  ovcrthrowe. 

Cum  thou  and  fee  them  rewing  all  in  rowe. 

They  were  but  fhades  that  erft  in  minde  thou  rolde. 

Cum,  cum  with  me,  thine  eyes  fhall  them  beholde. 

What  could  thcfe  wordesbut  make  me  more  agaft  f 
To  heare  her  tell  whereon  I  mufde  while  eare  : 
So  was  !  mazed  therewyth,  tyll  at  the  laft, 
Mufing  upon  her  wurdes,  and  what  they  were. 
All  fodaynly  well  lefToned  was  my  feare  : 
For  to  my  minde  returned  howe  fhe  telde 
Both  what  fhe  was,  and  where  her  wun  fhe  helde. 

Whereby  I  knewe  that  flie  a  goddelfe  was. 
And  therewithal!  reforted  to  my  minde 
My  thought  that  late  prefented  me  the  glas 
Of  brittle  ftate,  of  care-i  that  here  we  finde. 
Of  thoufand  woes  to  filly  men  alTynde  ; 
And  howe  fhe,  novve  byd  me  come  and  beholde,- 
To  fee  with  iye  that  erft  in  thought  I  rolde. 

That  downe  1  fell,  and  with  al  reverence 
Adored  her,  perceyving  nowe  that  fhe 
A  goddeffe  fent  by  godly  providence, 
In  earthly  fliape  thus  fhowed  herfelf  to  me, 
To  wayle  and  rue  this  w^orldes  uncertayntye  :, 
And  while  I  honoured  thus  her  godheds  might, 
With    playning    voyce    thefe   wurdes  to  me  fhe 
fliryght: 

I  fliall  the  guyde  firft  to  the  griefly  lake, 
And  thence  unto  the  blifsful  place  of  reft, 
Where  thou  fhalt  fee  and  heare  the  playnt  they 

make. 
That  whilom  here  bare  fwinge  among  the  beft. 
This  fhalt  thou  fee,  but  great  is  the  unreft 
That  thou  muft  byde  before  thou  tanft  attayne 
Unto  the  drcadfull  place  where  thefe  remayne. 
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And  wich  thefe  wurdes  as  I  uprayfed  flood, 
And  gan  to  folowe  her  that  ftrayght  furth  paced, 
Eare  I  was  ware,  into  a  defert  wood 
We  nowe  were  cum  :  where  hand  in  hand  im- 

braced, 
,She  led  the  way,  and  through  the  thicke  fo  traced 
As  but  I  had  beene  guided  by  her  might, 
It  was  no  way  for  any  mortall  wight. 

But  loe,  while  thus  amid  the  defert  darke. 
We  paffed  on  with  fteppes  and  pace  unmette  : 
A  rumbling  roar  confufde  with  howle  and  bark 
Of  dogs,  fhoke  all  the  ground  under  our  feete. 
And  ftroke  the  din  within  our  eares  fo  deepe 
As  halfe  diftraught  unto  the  ground  I  fell, 
Befought  retourne,  and  not  to  vifite  hell, 

3ut  (he  forthwith  uplifting  me  apace 
Removed  my  dread,  and  with  a  ftedfafl  minde 
Bad  me  come  on,  for  here  was  now  the  place. 
The  place  where  we  our  travayle  ende  fhould  finde. 
Wherewith  I  arofe,  and  to  the  place  affynde 
Aftoynde  I  ftaike,  when  flrayt  we  approched  nere 
The  dredfull  place,  that  you  wil  dread  to  here. 

An  hydeous  hole  al  vafte,  withouten  fhape, 

Of  endlefs  depth,  orewhelmde  with  rag;ged  ftone, 

Wyth  ougly  mouth,  and  grilly  jawes  doth  gape, 

And  to  our  fight  confounds  it  felfe  in  one. 

Here  entred  we,  and  yeding  forth,  anone 

An  horrible  lothly  lake  we  might  difcerne 

As  blacke  as  pitche,  that  cleped  is  Averne. 

A  deadly  gulfe  where  nought  but  rubbiflie  grows, 
With  fowle  blacke    fwelth    in  thickned   lumpes 

lyes,  _     _  ^ 

Which  up  in  the  ayer  fuch  {linking  vapors  throwes 
That  over  there,  may  flye  no  fowle  but  dyes, 
Choakt  with  the  peflilent  favours  that  aryfe. 
Hither  we  cum,  whence  forth  we  flill  dyd  pace. 
In  dreadful  feare  amid  the  dreadfull  place. 

And  firfl  within  the  portche  and  jawes  of  hell 
Sate  diepe  Remorfe  of  Confcience,  al  befprent 
With  teares  :   and*  to  her  felfe  oft  would  fhe  tell 
Her  wretchednes,  and  curfing  never  flent 
To  fob  and  figh  :  but  ever  thus  lament. 
With  thoughtful  care,  as  fhe  that  all  in  vayne 
Would  weare  and  wafte  continually  in  payne. 

Her  iyes  unfledfaft  rolling  here  and  there, 
Whurld  on  eche  place,  as  place  that  vengeauns 

brought. 
So  was  her  minde  continually  in  feare, 
Toffed  and  tormented  with  the  tedious  thought 
Of  thofe  detefled  crymes  which  Ihe  had  wrought  : 
With  dreadful  cheare  and  lookes  thrown  to  the 

ikye, 
Wyfliyng  for  death,  and  yet  flie  could  not  dye. 

Next  fawe  we  Dread  al  tremblyng  how  he  ftiooke, 
With  foot  uncertayne  proferd  here  and  there  : 
Benumde  of  fpeache,  and  with  a  gaftly  looke 
Searcht  evry  place  al  pale  and  dead  for  feare. 
His  cap  borne  up  with  ftarting  of  his  heare, 
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Stoynde  and  amazde  at  his  owne  fhade  for  deed, 
And  fearing  greater  daungers  than  was  nede. 

And  next  within  the  entry  of  this  lake 

Sate  fell  Revenge  gnafhing  her  teeth  for  yre, 

Devifing  means  howe  flie  may  vengeaunce  take, 

Never  to  reft  tyll  fhe  have  her  defire  : 

But  frets  within  fo  far  forth  with  the  fyer 

Of  wreaking  flames,  that  now  determines  (he. 

To  dye  by  death,  or  vengde  by  death  to  be, 

When  fell  Revenge  with  bloudy  foule  pretence 
Had  fliowed  her  felfe  as  next  in  order  fet, 
With  trembling  limmes  we  foftly  parted  thence, 
Tyll  in  our  iyes  another  fight  we  met  : 
When  fro  my  hart  a  figh  forthwith  I  fet, 
Rewing  alas  upon  the  wofull  plight 
Of  Miferie,  that  next  appeared  in  fight. 

His  face  was  Icane,  and  fumdeale  pyned  away, 
And  eke  his  handes  confumed  to  the  bone. 
But  what  his  body  was  J  can  not  fay. 
For  on  liis  carkas  rayment  had  he  none. 
Save  cloutes  and  patches  pieced  one  by  one. 
With  fiiaffe  in  hande,  and  (krip  on  fhoulders  cafl. 
His  chiefc  defence  agaynft  the  wiiiters  bialc. 

His  foode  formoft,  was  wyldefruytes  of  the  tree, 
Unles  fumtimes  fum  crummes  fell  to  Jiis  fuare  : 
Which  in  hi«  wallet  long,  Ged  W'ite,  kept  he, 
As  on  the  which  full  dayntlye  would  he  fare. 
His  drinke  the  running  llreame  ;  his  cup  the  bare 
Of   his    palme    clofed :  his    bed    the    hard   colde 

grounde. 
To  this  poore  life  was  Miferie  ybound. 

Whofe  wretched  flate  when  we  had  well  behelde 

With  tender  ruth  on  him  Snd  on  his  feres. 

In  thoughtful  cares,  furth  then  our  pace  we  helde  j 

And  by  and  by,  an  other  fhape  apperes. 

Of  greedy  Care,  ftil  brufliing  up  the  breres, 

His  knuckles  knob'd,  his  flefhe  depe  dented  in,  ' 

With  tawed  handes,  and  hard  y  tanned  fkyn. 

The  morrowe  graye  no  fooner  had  begunne 
To.  fpreade  his  light  even  peping  in  our  iyes,  \ 
When  he  is  up  and  to  his  worke  yrunne  : 
But  let  the  nightes  blacke  miftye  mantels  rife. 
And  with  fowle  darke  never  fo  much  difguyfe 
The  fayre  bright  day,  yet  ceaffeth  he  no  whyicj 
But  hath  his  candels  to  prolong  his  toyle. 

By  him  lay  heavy  Slepe  the  cofin  of  death 
Flat  on  the  ground,  and  ftiil  as  any  (lone, 
A  very  corps,  fave  yelding  forth  a  breath. 
Small  kepe  took  he  whom  Fortune  frowned  cHj 
Or  whom  flie  lifted  up  into  the  trone 
Of  high  renowne,  but  as  a  living  death, 
So  dead  alyve,  of  lycf  he  drewe  the  breath. 

The  bodyes  reft,  the  quyete  of  the  hart'. 
The  travayles  eafe,  the  ftiil  nightes  feer  was  he. 
And  of  our  life  in  earth  the  better  parte, 
Reuen  of  fight,  and  yet  in  whom  we  fee 
Thinges  of  that  tide,  and  ofte  that  never  beci> 
Tt 
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"Withont  refpe(5l  efleemlng  equally 
Kyng  Creius  pompe,  and  Irus  povertie. 

And  next  in  order  fad  Old  Age  we  found 
His  beard  .all  hoare,  his  iyes  hollow  and  blynde, 
With  droupifig  chere  ftill  poring  on  the  ground, 
As  on  the  place  where  nature  him  affinde 
To  lefc,  when  that  the  fillers  had  untwynde 
Hisvitall  threde,and  ended  with  theyr  knyfe 
The  fleeting  courle  of  fall  declining  life. 

There  heard  we   him  with  broken  and  hollow 

playn, 
Xlewe  with  hini  felfe  his  ende  approaching  faft, 
And  all  for  nought  his  wretched  minde  turnient 
"With  fwete  remembraunce  of  his  pleafures  paft. 
And  frelhe  delites  of  lully  youth  forwafle. 
Recounting  which,  how  would  he  fob  and  fiirike  : 
And  to  be  yong  againe  of  Jove  befeke. 

But  and  the  cruell  fates  fo  fixed  be 

That  time  forpafl  can  not  retourne  agayne, 

This  one  requcll  of  Jove  yet  prayed  he  : 

That  in  fuch  withered  plight,  and  wretched  palnc, 

As  elde  (accompanied  with  his  lothfoni  trayne) 

Had  brought  on  him,  all  were  it  woe  andgriefe. 

He  might  a  while  yet  linger  forth  his  lief ; 

And  not  fo  foone  defcend  into  the  pit. 

Where  death,  when  he  the  Biortall  corps  hath 

fiayne, 
With  retchlcs  hande  in  grave  doth  cover  it, 
Thereafter  .never  to  enjoye  agayne 
The  gladfumc  light,  but  in  the  ground  ylayne 
In  depth  of  darknes  wafte  and  weare  to  nought, 
As  he  had  never  into  the  world  been  brought. 

!Bat  who  had  feene  him  fobbing,  howe  he  floode 
Unto  himfelfe,  and  howe,  he  would  bemone 
His  youth  forepaft,  as  though  it  wrought  hym  good 
To  talke  of  youth,  al  wer  his  youth  foregone. 
He   would  have    mufed,    and   mervayled  muche 

whereon 
This  wretched  age  (hould  life  defyre  fo  fayne. 
And  knowes  ful  wel  life  doth  but  length  his  payne. 

Crookebackt  he  was,  tooth  fhaken,  and  blere  iyed. 
Went  on  three  feete,  and  fometinie  cr(.^t  on  fower, 
With  olde  lame  bones,  that  ratled  by  his  fyde, 
His  fkalpe  al!  pilde,  and  he  with  elde  forlore  : 
His  withered  fifl  ftil  knocking  at  deathes  dore, 
Tumbling  and  driveling  as  he  drawes  his  breih  ; 
For  biiefe,  the  iliape  and  meffeuger  of  death. 

Ar.d  faft  by  him  pale  Maladie  was  plaftc, 
Sore  fuke  in  bed,  her  colour  all  forgone, 
Bereft  of  flomake,  favor,  and  of  talle, 
lie  could  fhe  brpokc  no  meat  but  brothes  alone. 
Her  breath  corrupt,  her  keepers  every  one 
Abhorrinp-  her,  her  ficknespaft  recure, 
Detellfng  philicke,  and  all  phiiickes  cure. 

But'oh  the  doleful  fight  that  then  we  fee. 
Wt  turride  our  looke,  and  on  the  other  fide 
A  iJiicily  fhapc  of  famine  inought  wc  fee. 
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With    greedy   lookes,    and    gaping    moutli    tliat 

cryed, 
And  roard  for  meat  as  flie  fliou'd  there  have  dyed. 
Her  body  thm  and  bare  as  any  bone, 
Wharto  was  left  nought  but  the  cafe  alone  ; 

And  that  alas  was  knaweh  on  every  where 
All  full  of  holes,  that  I  ne  mought  refrayne 
From  tearea,  tcC  fee  how  fhe  her  anr.es  could  teare, 
And  with  her  teeth  gnafh  oh  the  bones  in  vayne  : 
When  all  for  nought  Ihe  faync  would  fofuilaync 
Her  flarven  corps,  that  rather  feenide  a  ihade, 
'JThen  any  fubllaunce  of  a  cre?iture  made. 

Great  wa»  her  force  whom  ftonewall  could  not; 

ftay, 
Her  tearyng  nayles  fcratching  at  all  Ihe  fawe  : 
With  gaping  jawes  that  by  no  means  ymay 
Be  iatisfyed  from  hunger  of  her  mawe, 
But  eates  her  felfe  as  {he  that  hath  no  lawe  : 
Gnawing  alas  her  carkas  all  in  vayne,         [vayne. 
Where  you   may   count   cche  fmow,  bone,  and 

On  her  while  v/e  thus  firmly  fixt  our  iyes, 
That  bled  for  ruth  of  fuch  a  drery  fight, 
Loe  fodaynelye  fhe  fhryght  in  fo  hugewyfe. 
As  made  hell  gates  to  Ihyver  with  the  myght. 
Wherewith  a  dart  we  fawe  howe  it  did  lyght 
Ryght  on  her  breaft,  and  therewithal  pale  death, 
Enthryiling  it  to  rave  her  of  her  breath. 

And  by  and  bj'  a  dum  dead  corps  we  fawe. 
Heavy  and  colde,  the  Ihape  of  death  aryght, 
Thatdauntes  all  earthly  creatures  to  his  lawe  : 
Agaynfl  whofe  force  in  vayne  it  is  to  fyght 
Ne  pieres,  ne  princes,  nor  no  mortall  wyght, 
No  townes,  ne  realme?,  cities,  ne  flrongeft  tower, 
But  al  perforce  mufl  yeeld  unto  his  power. 

His  dart  anon  out  of  the  corps  he  tooke, 

And  in  his  hand  (a  dreadful  fight  to  fee) 

With  great  triumphe  eftfones  the  fame  he  fhochCj, 

That  moll  oi  all  my  feares  alTrayed  me  : 

His  bedie  dight  with  nought  but  bones  perdye, 

The  naked  (hape  of  man  there  fawe  I  playne, 

All  fave  the  fielhc,  the  fynowe,  and  the  vayne, 

Laftly  floode  Warrc  in  glittery ng  armes  yclad. 
With  vifage   grj^ni,   fterne   lookes,  and  biackely 

hewed  : 
In  his  right  hand  a  naked  fworde  he  had, 
That  to  the  hikes  was  al  with  bloud  embrewed  : 
And  in  his  left  (that  kinges  and  kingdomes  rewed) 
Famine  and  fyer  he  held,  and  therewythall 
He  razed  townes,  and  threwe  downe  towers  and 

all. 

Cities  he  fakt,  and  rcalmes  that  whilom  flowered. 
In  honour,  glory,  and  rule  above  the  befl, 
He  ovcrwhelnijile,  and  all  theyr  fame  devowred 
Confumed,deftroyed,  wafted,  and  never  ceaft 
Tyllhe  theyr  wealth,  their  name,  and  all  ooprefi. 
His  face  forehewed  with    woundes,   and 'by  his 

fide 
There  hunge  his  terge  with  gafhes  depe  and  wyd?, 
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Inmids  of  which,  depaynted  there  we  founde 

Peadly  Debate,  al  ful  of  fnaky  heare. 

That  with  a  blovidy  fillet  was  ybound, 

Out  breathing  nought  but  difcord  every  where. 

And  round  about  were  portrayed  here  and  there 

The  hugie  hoftes,  Darius  and  his  power. 

His  kynges,  prynces,  his  pieres,  and  all  his  flower; 

Whom  great  Macedo  vanquilht  there  in  fight, 
With  diepe  flaughter,  difpoyling  all  his  pryde, 
Pearft  through  his  realmes,  and  daunted  all  his 

might. 
Duke  Hanniball  beheld  I  there  befide, 
In  Cannas  field,  viftor  howe  he  did  ride. 
And  woful  Romaynes  that  in  vayne  withftoode. 
And  Conful  Paulus  covered  all  in  bloode. 

Yet  fawe  I  more,  the  fight  at  Trafimene, 
And  Trebery  fyeld,  and  eke  when  Hannibal 
And  worthy  Scipio  lafl:  in  armes  were  feene 
Before  Carthago  gate,  to  trye  for  all 
'  The  worldes  empyre,  to  whom  it  fhould  befal. 
There  fawe  I  Pompeye,  and  Cefar  clad  in  armes, 
Theyr  hoftes  alyed,  and  al  theyr  civil  harmes. 

With  conquerours  hands  forbathde  in  their  owne 

blood, 
And  Cefar  weeping  over  Pompeyes  head. 
Yet  fawe  I  Scilla  and  Darius  where  they  ftoode, 
Theyr  great  crueltie,  and  the  diepe  bludfhed 
Of  frendes  :  Cyrus  1  fawe  and  hii;  hofl  dead. 
And  howe   the  queene  with  great  defpyte  hath 

fionge 
His  head  in  bloud  of  them  the  overcome, 

Xerxes  the  Percian  kyng  yet  fawe  I  there, 
With  his  huge  hofl  chat  dranke  the  rivers  dryc, 
Difmounted  nilles,  and  made  the  vales  uprere. 
His  hofle  and  all  yet  fawe  I  flayne  perdye. 
Thebes  I  fawe  all  razde  howe  it  dyd  lye 
In  heapes  of  ftones,  andTyrus  put  to  fpoyle,  [foyle. 
With    walles    and    tov.'ers    flat   evened  with  the 

But  Troy,  alas  !  (me  thought)  above  them  all,^ 
It  made  mine  iyes  in  very  r,'ares  confumc. 
When  1  beheld  the  wofull  werd  befall, 
That  by  the  wrathful  wyl  of  Gods  was  come  : 
And  Jove's  unmooved  fentence  and  fore'donie 
On  Priam  kyng,  and  on  his  towne  fo  bent. 
I  could  not  lyn,  but  I  mufl  there  lament. 

And  that  the  more  fith  Deftinie  was  fo  fterne 
As  force  perforce,  there  might  no  force  avayle, 
But  flie  mufl  fall :  and  by  her  fall  we  learne. 
That  cities,  towres,  wealth,  world,  and  al  fhall 
quayle.  [vayle, 

No  nrinhoode,  might,  nor  nothing  mought  pre- 
Al  wer  there  preft,  ful  many  a  prynce  and  piere, 
And  many  a  knight  that  fold  his  death  full  deere. 

Not  wurthy  HeiStor  wurthyefl  of  them  all, 
Her  hope,  her  joye  ;  his  force  is  now  for  nought. 
O  Troy,  Troy,  there  is  no  boote  but  bale  ; 
The  hugie  horfe  within  thy  walles  is  brought : 
Thy  turKts  fall,  thy  knightes  that  whilom  fought 


In  armes  amyd  the  fyeld,  are  flayne  in  bed. 
Thy  Gods  defylde,  and  all  thy  honour  dead. 

The  flames  upfpring,  and  cruelly  they  crepe 
From  wall  to  roofe,  til  all  to  cindreswafle  ; 
Some  fyer  the  hoiifes  where  the  wretches  flepe. 
Sum  rufhe  in  here,  fome  run  in  there  as  faft. 
In  every  where  or  fword  or  fyer  they  tafte. 
The  walles  are  torne,  the  towers  whurld  to  tha 

ground ; 
There  is  no  niifchlefe  but  may  there  be  found. 

CafTandra  yet  there  fawe  I  howe  they  haled 
From  Pallas'  houfe,  with  fpercled  trefle  undone. 
Her  wriftes  faft  bound,  and  with  Greeks  rout  em- 
paled : 
And  Priam  eke  in  vayne  howe  he  did  rtmne 
To  armes,  when  Pyrrhus  with  defpite  hath  done 
To  cruel  death,  and  bathed  him  in  the  bayne 
Of  his  fonncs  blud  before  the  altare  flayne. 

But  howe  can  I  defcryve  the  doleful  fight. 
That  in  the  ftiylde  fo  livlike  layer  did  ibyne  I 
Sith  in  this  world  I  think  was  never  wyght 
Could  have  fet  furth  the  halfe,  nor  halfe  fo  fyne. 
I  can  no  more  but  tell  howe  there  is  fcene 
Payer  Ilium  fall  in  burning  red  gledes  downe, 
And  from  the  foyle  great  Troy  Neptunus  towne, 

[drawe. 
Herefrom  when  fcarce  I  could  mine  iyes  with- 
That  fylde  with  teares  as  doth  the  fpryngy  ng  well, 
We  pafled  on  fo  far  furth  tyl  we  fawe 
Rude  Acheron,  a  lothfome  lake  to  tell. 
That  boyles  and  bubs  up  fwelth  as  blacke  as  hellj 
Where  grifly  Charon  at  theyr  fixed  tide 
Still  ferries  ghoftes  unto  the  farder  fide. 

The  aged  god  no  fooner  Sorowe  fpyed. 
But  hafting  ftrayt  unto  the  banke  apace 
With  hollow  call  unto  the  rout  he  cryed, 
To  fwarve  apart,  and  gave  the  godefle  place. 
Strayt  it  was  done,  when  to  the  flioar  we  pace, 
Where  hand  in  hand  as  we  then  linked  fafte, 
Within  the  boate  we  are  together  piafte. ' 

And  furth  we  launch  full  fraughted  to  the  brinks. 
Whan  with  the  unwonted  weght,  the  ruftye  keeic 
Began  to  cracke  as  if  the  fame  fhould  finke. 
We  hoyfe  up  maft  and  fayle,  that  in  a  whyie 
We  fet  the  fliore,  where  fcarcely  we  had  while 
For  to  arryve,  but  that  we  heard  anone 
A  thre  found  barke  confounded  al  in  one. 

We  had  not  long  furth  paft,  but  that  we  fawe, 
Blacke  CerberUs  the  hydeous  hound  of  hell. 
With  bridles  reard,  and  with  a  thre  mouthed  jawCj 
Foredinning  the  ayr  with  his  horrible  yel. 
Out  of  the  diepe  dark  cave  where  he  did  dwell. 
The  goddefle  llrayt  he  knewe,  and  by  and  by 
He  pcaiie  and  couched,  while  that  we  pafled  by. 

Thence  cum  we  to  the  horrour  and  the  he]. 
The  large   great   kyngdomes,  and   the  dreadfoj 

raygne 
Of  Pluto  in  his  trone  where  he  dyd  dwell, 
Ttij 
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The  wyde  wafle  places,  and  the  hugye  playne  : 
The   waylinges,  'flirykes,    aijd  fundry    fortes    of 

payne, 
The  fyghes,  the  fobbes,  the  diep  and  deadly  groane, 
Earth,  ayer,  and  all  refoundiiig  piaynt  and  moane. 


Here  pewled  the  babes,  and  here  the  maydes  un- 
wed 
With  folded  handes  theyr  fory  chaunce  bcwayled ; 
Here  wept  the  gyltles  flayne,  and  lovers  dead. 
That  flewe  them  felves  when  nothing  elfe  avayled : 
A  thoufand  fortes  of  forrowes  here  that  wayled 
With  ijghes  and  teares,  fobs,fhrykes,  and  all  yfere, 
That  (oh,  alas !)  it  was  a  hel  to  heare. 

We  flayed  us  firayt,  and  wyth  a  rufull  feare, 
Beheld  this  heavy  fight,  while  from  rnine  eyes 
The  vapored  teares  downftilled  here  and  there, 
And  Sorowe  eke  in  far  more  wofulwyfe, 
Looke  on  with  piaynt,  up  heaving  to  the  fkyes 
Her  wretched  handes,  that  with  her  crye  the  rout 
Gan  all  in  heapes  to  fwarme  ws  round  about. 

X.oe  hers  (faid  Sorrowe)  pryncesofrenowne. 
That  whilom  fat  on  top  of  Fortune's  wheele 
Now  layed  ful  lowe,  like  wretches  whurled  downe. 
Even  with  one  frowne,  that  ftayed  but  with  a 

fmyle, 
4.nd  now  beholde  the  thing,  that  th&u  ereiwhile, 


Saw  only  in  thought,  and  Vfhzt  thou  now  fliai^ 

heare 
Recompt  the  fame  to  Kefar,  King,  and  Pier. 


Then  firfl:  came  Henry  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
His  cloke  of  blacke  al  pilde  and  quite  forworne. 
Wringing   his    handes,    and    Fortune    ofte    doth. 

blame. 
Which  of  a  duke  hath  made  him  now  her  Ikorne. 
With  ghaftly  lookes  a»  one  in  manner  lorne. 
Oft  fpred  his  amies,  ftretcht  handes  he  joynes  as 

faft. 
With  ruful  there,  and  vapored  eyes  upcaft. 

His  cloke  be  rent,  his  manly  breaft  he  beat, 
His  heare  al  tome  about  the  place  it  laye. 
My  hart  fo  molte  to  fee  his  griefe  fo  great, 
As  felingly  me  thought  it  dropt  awaye  : 
His  iyes  they  whurled  about  withouten  ftaye, 
With  ftormy  fyghes  the  place  dyd  fo  complayne. 
As  if  his  hart  at  eche  had  burft  in  twayne. 

Thryfe  he  began  to  tell  his  doleful  tale, 

And  fhryfe  the  fighes  did  fwallowe  up  his  voycCj 

At  eche  of  which  he  fhryked  fo  wythal 

As  though  the  heavens  vied  witli  the  noyfe  : 

Tyll  at  the  laft  recovering  his  voyce, 

Supping  the  teares  that  all  his  breft  beraynde, 

On  cruel  Fortune  weeping  thus  he  playnde,    ' 
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Who  truftes  to  much  in  honour's  highefl  trone 
And  warely  watche  not  fly  dame  Fortune's  fnare  : 
Or  who  in  courtc  will  beare  the  fwaye  alone, 
And  wyfely  weygh  not  how  to  wyeld  the  care, 
Beholde  he  ihe,  and  by  my  d?ath  beware  : 
Whom  flattering  Fortune  falfely  fo  begylde. 
That  loe  ffie  flewe,  where  erft  £ul  fmobth  fiie 
fmylde. 

And  Sackevylle  fith  in  purpofe  nowe  thou  haft 
The  woful  fal  of  prynces  to  difcry ve. 
Whom  Fortune  both  uplyft,  and  gayn  downe  caft, 
To  fliewe  thereby  the  unfurety  in  this  life, 
Mark  wel  my  fal,  which  I  fliall  fliewe  bely ve, 
Andpaynt  it  furth  that  all  eftates  may  knowe  : 
Have  they  the  warning,  and  be  mine  the  woe. 

For  noble  bloud  made  me  both  prince  and  pier, 
Yea  pierles  too,  had  reafon  purchaft  place, 
And  God  with  giftes  endowed  iiie  largely  here. 
But   what    avayles  his   giftes,  where  fayles  his 

grace  : 
My  mothers  fyer  fprong  of  a  kyngly  race 
And  calde  was  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerfet, 
Eereft  of  lyfe  ere  tyme  by  nature  fet. 

Whofefaythful  hart  to  tteriry  fyrt  fo  wrought, 
That  never  he  hym  in  weale  or  woe  foriooke, 
Tyl  laftly  he  at  Tewxbury  fyeld  was  cought 
Whef ewith  an  aze  his  violent  death  he  toke  : 
He  never  eoald  Kyng  Edwardes  party  brooke, 
Tyll  by  his  death  he  vouchte  that  quarell  good, 
In  which   his   fyet  and  graundfyer   fpylt  theyr 
bloud. 

And  fuch  was  erfl  my  fathers  cruel!  chaurice, 
Of  Stafford  Earle,  by  name  that  Huaifrey  hyght, 


Who  ever  preft:  dyd  Henries  parte  avaunce^ 
And  never  cead  tyl  at  Saynt  Alboncs  fight 
He  lofb  his  lyfe,  as  than  did  many  a  kriyght  : 
Where  eke  my  graundfyer  Duke  of  Buckingham 
"Was  wounded  fore,  and  hardly  &apte  untane. 

But  what  may  boote  to  flay  the  lifters  three  ? 
When  Atropos  perforce  wil  cut  the  threde  ; 
The  doleful  day  was  come  when  you  iriight  fee 
Northampton  fyeld  with  armed  men  orefpred. 
Where  fate  would  algates  have  my  graundfyer  dead  ; 
So  rufliing  furth  amyds  the  fyen».it  fight, 
He  lived  and  dyed  there  in  his  mafters  ryghc. 

In  place  of  whom,  as  it  befel  niy  lot. 
Like  on  a  ftage,  fo  ftept  I  in  ftrayt  way 6, 
Enjoying  there  but  wofully,  God  wot. 
As  he  that  had  a  flerider  pare  to  playe  : 
To  teache  tbefby,  in  earth  no  ftate  may  ftay. 
But  as  our  partes  abridge,  or  length  our  age. 
So  pafie  we  all,  while  others  fyll  the  ftage. 

For  of  my  felfe,  the  drery  fate  to  playne, 
I  was  fometime  a  prince  withouten  pier, 
When  Edward  Fift  began  his  ruful  raygne 
Ay  me,  then  I  began  that  hatefull  yeare, 
To  cumpas  that  which  I  have  bought  fo  deare  J 
I  bare  the  fwyilge,  I  and  that  wretched  wyghc. 
The  Duke  of  Glocefter  that  Rychard  hyo-ht. 

For  when  the  fafes  had  reft  that  royal  prince 
Edward  the  Fourth,  chiefe  myrtQur  of  that  name 
The  Duke  and  I  faft  joyned  ever  fince, 
In  faythfull  love,  our  fecrete  driftes  to  frame  : 
What  he  thought  beft  to  me  fo  feemde  the  fame 
My  felfe  not  bent  fo  much  for  to  afpyer, 
As  to  fulfyl  that  greedy  Dukes  defyre  j 
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Whofe  reftlefs  minde  fore  thyrfting  after  rule, 
When  that  he  fawe  his  nephewes  both  to  ben 
Through  tender  yeares  as  yet  unfit  to  rule, 
And  rather  ruled  by  theyr  mothers  kyn, 
There  fought  he  firft  his  mifchyefe  to  begyn, 
To  plucke  from  them  theyr  mothers  frendes  af- 

fynde, 
Jor  wel  he  will  they  would  withftand  his  mynde. 

To  folowe  which,  he  ran  fo  headlong  fwyft, 

With  eygrr  thyrft  of  his  defired  draught. 

To  feeke  theyr  deathes  that  Ibught  to  dafhe  his 

dry  ft, 
Of  whom  the  chiefe  the  queenes  allyes  he  thought, 
That   beht   thereto   with  mountes   of  mifchiefe 

fraught, 
!He  knewe  theyr  ly  ves  would  be  fo  fore  his  let, 
jThat  iii  theyr  deathes  his  only  helpe  he  fet. 

And  I  moll  curfed  caytlef  that  I  was, 
Seeing  the  ftate  unftedfafi  howe  it  flood, 
His  chief  complyce  to  bryng  the  fame  to  paffe. 
Unhappy  wretche,  confented  to  theyr  blood  : 
"Ve  kinges  and  piers  that  fwim  in  worldly  good, 
Jn  feeking  blud  the  ende  advert  you  playne, 
And  fee  if  bloud  ey  aflce  not  blud  agayne. 

Confyder  Cyrus  in  your  cruell  thought, 

A  makeles  prynce  in  ryches  and  in  myght. 

And   weygli    in    minde    the    bloudy    dedes   he 

wrought, 
In  {heading  which  he  fet  his  whole  delyght  : 
But  fee  the  guerdon  lotted  to  this  wyght, 
He  whofe  huge  power  no  man  might  overthrowe, 
Temyris  queen  with  great  defpite  hath  flowe. 

^ishead  difmembred  from  his  mangled  cOrps, 
Her  felfe  ihe  cafl  into  a  veffel  fraught 
With  clottered  bloud  of  them  that  felt  her  force. 
And  with  thefe  wordes  a  juft  reward  ftie  taught  : 
Drynke  nowe  thy  fyll  of  thy  defyred  draught. 
l,oe  marke  the  fine  that  did  this  prynce  befall : 
jMarke  not  this  one,  but  marke  the  endc  of  all, 

IBchold  Cambifes  and  his  fatal  daye. 
Where  murders  mifchiefe  myrrour  like  is  left : 
"While  he  his  brother  Mergus  call  to  jlayc, 
A  dren.dful  thing,  his  wittes  were  him  bereft, 
A  fword  he  caught,  wherewith  he  perced  eft 
His  body  gored,  which  he  of  liefe  benooms : 
So  juft  is  God  in  all  his  dreadful!  doomes, 

O  bluddy  Brutus,  rightly  didfl  thou  rew, 

And  thou  CafTius  jufily  came  thy  fall. 

That  with  the  fwurd  wherewitli  thou  Cefar  flewe 

Murdreft  thy  fclfe,  and  reft  thy  life  withall. 

A  myrrour  let  him  be  unto  you  ail 

I'hat  mill  dcrers  be,  of  murder  to  your  meede  ; 

Por  murder  crieth  out  vengeance  on  yourfeede, 

liOe  BcfFus,  he  that  armde  with  murderers  knyfe, 
And  traytrous  hart  agaynft  his  royall  king. 
With  bluddy  handes  bereft  his  mayfters  life, 
Advert  tlie  fine  his  fowlc  offence  dyd  bryno-  ; 
And  lothing  murder  as  moil  lothly  thing, 


Beholde  in  him  the  juft  defervcd  fait, 
That  ever  hath,  and  Ihall  betide  them  all. 

What  booted  him  his  falfe  ufurped  raygne, 
Whereto  by  murder  he  did  fo  afcende  ? 
When  like  a  wretche,  led  in  an  yron  chaync 
He  was  prefented  by  his  chiefeft  frende 
Unto  the  foes  of  him  whom  he  had  flayne  : 
That  even  they  ihould  venge  fo  fowle  a  gylt, 
That  rather  fought  to  have  his  bloud  yfpylt. 

Take  hede  ye  princes  and  ye  prelates  all 

Of  this  outrage,  which  though  it  flecpe  a  while, 

And  not  difclofde,  as  it  doth  feeld  befall, 

Yet  God  that  fuflfreth  filence  to  beguyle 

Such  gyltes,  wherewith  both  earth  and  ayre  ye 

file, 
At  laft  difcryes  them  to  your  fowle  deface, 
You  fee  the  examples  fet  before  your  face. 

And  deepely  grave  within  your  llony  hartes, 
I'he  drery  dewle  that  myghty  Macedo, 
With  teares  unfolded  wrapt  in  deadly  fmartes, 
When  he  the  death  of  Clitus  forowcd  fo. 
Whom  erft  he  murdred  wyth  the  deadly  blowe, 
Raught  in  his  rage  upon  his  frende  fo  deare, 
For  which  beholde  loe  how  his  panges  appere. 

The  launced  fpear  he  writhes  out  of  the  wound. 
From  which  the  purple  blud  fpins  on  his  face  : 
His  heynous  gylt  when  he  returned  found. 
He  throwes  him  felfe  upon  the  corpes  alas. 
And  in  his  armes  howe  ofte  doth  he  imbrace 
His  murdred  frende.'   and  kyflyng  him  in  vayne, 
Furth  flowe  the  fluds  of  falte  repentant  rayne. 

His  frendci  amazde  at  fuch  a  murder  doen, 
in  fearful  fiockes  begyn  to  fhrynke  away. 
And  he  thereat  with  hcapcs  of  grief  forenoen, 
Hateth  him  felfe,  wiftiing  his  latter  daye. 
Nowe  he  him  felfe  perceyved  in  lyke  ftaye. 
As  is  the  wilde  beaft  in  the  defert  bred, 
Both  dreading  others,  and  him  felfe  adred. 

He  calles  for  death,  and  loathing  lenger  lyfe. 
Bent  to  bis  bane,Tefufeth  kyndely  foode  : 
And  ploungde  in  depth  of  death  and  dolours  ftry  fe, 
Had  quelde  him  felfe,   had  not  his  frendes  wyth 

floode. 
Loe  he  that  thus  had  flied  the  gyltleles  blud, 
Though  he  were  kyng  and  Cefar  over  all, 
Yet  chofe  he  death  to  guerdon  death  withall. 

This  prynce  whofe  pyer  was  never  under  fonne, 
Whofe  glyllenlng  fam*  the  earth  did  overglyde, 
Whych  with  his  'power  welnye  the  world  had 

wcnne. 
His  bluddy  handes  him  felfe  could  not  abyde, 
But  fully  bent  with  famine  to  have  dved: 
'i'he  wurthy  prynce  deenied  in  his  regarde 
'Ihut  death  for  death  could  be  but  juft  revvarJe* 

Yet  we  that  were  fo  drowned  in  the  depth 
Of  diep  dfiyre  to  drinke  the  gylteles  blud. 
Lyke  to  the  wulfe,  with  greedy  lookcs  th'at  lepth 
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thto  the  fnare,  to  feede  on  deadly  foode, 
•■§0  we  delyghtfd  in  the  ftate  we  floode, 
Blinded  fo  farre  in  ail  our  bljmded  trayne. 
That  blind,  we  fawc  not  our  dellruflion  playne. 

We  fpared  none  whofe  Hfe  could  ought  foilet 
pur  wycked  purpofe  to  his  pas  to  cum, 
Iniwer  wurthy  knyghtcs  we  headed  at  Fonifret, 
Gyltles  (God  wot)  withoUten  lawe  or  doome. 
My  heart  even  bleedes  to  tell  you  al  and  fonie, 
And  hxiwe  Lord  Haftinoes.  when  he  feaired  kaft:, 
Dil'piteoufly  was  murdred  and  opprell. 

Thefe  rockes  uprcught,  that  threatned  moil  out- 
wreck, 
We  feemde  to  fayle  much  Turer  in  the  ftreame  : 
And  fortune  fayring  as  fhe  were  ot  becke, 
Layed  in  our  lap  the  rule  of  all  therealnie. 
The  nephewes  (irayt  depofde  were  by  the  game; 
And  we  advaunft  to  that  we  bought  full  deare, 
.  He  crowned  king,  and  1  his  chyefeil  pye'r. 

Thus  having  wonne  our  long  defirid  pray, 
To  make  him  king  that  he  might  make  me  chiefe, 
Downthrow  vvc  ftrayt  his  fellie  nephews  twaye 
From  princes  pom.pe,  to  woful  prifoners  lyfe  : 
In  hope  that  nowe  ilynt  was  all  furder  ftryfe. 
Sith  he  was  king,  and  1  chief  ftroke  did  heart, 
Who  joyed  but  we,  yet  who  more  caufe  to  feare  ? 

The  gyltles  bload  which  we  unjuftly  fhed". 
The  royal  babes  devefleft  from  theyr  trone, 
And  we  like  traytours  raygning  in  theyr  fled, 
Thefe  heavy  burdens  preiTed  tis  upon. 
Tormenting  us  fo  by  our  felves  alone. 
Much  like  the  felon  that  purfued  by  night, 
Starts  at  eche  bufhe  as  his  foe  weire  in  fight. 

Nowe  doubting  ftate,  nowe  dreading  loffe  of  life, 

In  fear  of  wrecke  at  every  blafl  of  wynde. 

Now  ftart  in  dreames  through  dread  of  murdrers 

knyfe. 
As  thdugh  even  then  revetigement  were  affynde. 
With  reftles  thought  fo  is  the  guylty  minde 
Turmoyled,  and  never  feeleth  eafe  or  flay, 
But  lives  in  feare  of  that  which  followes  aye. 

Well  gave  that  judge  his  doome  upon  the  death 
Of  Titus  Glelius  that  in  bed  was  fiayne  :    ^ 
Whan  every  wight  the  cruell  murder  leyeth 
To  his  two  fonnes  that  in  his  chamber  laycri, 
'I'he  judge,  that  by  the  procfe  perceyveth  playile, 
That  they  were  found  fall  flecping  ih  theyr  bed. 
Hath  deemde  them  gyltles  of  this  blud  yflied. 

He  thought  it  could  not  he,  that  they  which  brake 

I'he  lawes  of  God  and  man  in  fuch  outrage, 

Could  fo  forthwith  them  felves  to  llepc  betake  : 

He  rather  thought  the  horror  and  the  rage 

Of  fuch  an  haynous  gylt,  could  never  fwage. 

Nor  never  fufi'er  them  to  flepe  or  leil. 

Or  dreadles  breath  one  breath  out  of  theyr  brefl;. 

So  gnawes  the  griefe  of  confcynce  evermore, 

And  in  the  hart  it  is  fo  diepc  ygrave. 

That  they  may  neyther  llepe  nor  reft  therefore, 


Ne  thynke  one   thought  but  on  the  dread  they 

have. 
Styl  to  the  death  fortofTed  with  the  wave 
Of  reilles  woe,  in  terror  and  difpeyre, 
They  lead  a  lycf  continually  in  feare. 

Like  to  the  dere  that  ftryken  with  the  dart, 
Withdrawes  him  felfe  into  fome  fecrete  place. 
And  feeling  green  the  wound  about  his  hart, 
Startles  with  panges  tyl  he  fall  on  the  graffe. 
And  In  great  feare  lyes  gafping  there  a  fpace, 
Furth  braying  fighes  as  though  eche  pange  had 

brought 
The  prefent  death  which  he  doeth  dread  fo  oft. 

So  We  dieps  wounded  with  the  bluddy  thought. 
And  gna  wing  wurme  that  grieved  our  confciencefo. 
Never  took  eafe,  but  as  our  hart  furth  brought 
The  ftrayned  fyghes  in  wytnes  of  our  woe, 
Such  reftles  cares  our  fault  did  well  beknowe  : 
Wherewith  of  our  deferved  fall  the  feares 
In  every  place  rang  death  within  our  eares. 

And  as  yll  grayne  is  never  well  ykept. 
So  fared  it  by  us  v^fithin  a  whilq  ; 
That  which  fo  long  wyth  fuch  unreft  we  reapt,„. 
In  dread  and  daunger  by  all  wyt  and  wyle, 
liOe  fee  the  fine, when  once  it  felt  -he  whele 
Of  flipper  fortune,  ftay  it  mought  no  ftowne. 
The  wheele  whurles  up,   but  iirayt  it   whurleth 
downe. 

For  having  rule  ani  riches  in  our  hand, 
s  Who  durft  gaynfay  the  thing  that  we  averde  ? 
Wyl  v.-as  wyfedome,  our  luft  for  lawe  dyd  ftand, 
111  forte  fo  ftraunge,  that  who  was  not  afeard 
When  he  the  found  but  of  Kyng  Rychard  heard  i 
So  hatefull  wart  the  hearyng  of  his  name, 
That  you  may  deeme  the  rcfidewe  by  the  fame. 

But  what  awaylde  the  terror  and  the  fear, 
Wherewyth  he  kept  his  lieges  under  awe  ? 
It  rather  wan  him  hatred  every  where, 
And  fayned  faces  ford  by  feare  of  lawe  : 
•  That  but  v.'hile  fortune  doth  with  favour  blaw 
Flatter  through  fear  :  for  in  their  hart  lurkes  aye 
A  fecrete  hate  that  hopeth  for  a  daye. 

Recordeth  Dionifius  the  kynge, 

'I'hat  with  his  rigor  fo  his  realme  oppreft, 

As  that  he  thought  by  cruell  feare  to  bryng 

His  fubje<3;s  under,  as  him  lykcd  heil  : 

Rut  loe  the  dread  wherewyth  him  felfe  was  ftreft, 

And  you  fhall  fee  the  line  of  forced  feare, 

Moll  myrrour  like  in  this  proud  prynce  appeare. 

All  were  his  head  with  crowne  of  golde  yfprad, 

And  in  his  hand  the  royal  fcepter  let. 

And  he  with  pryncely  purple  rychely  clad. 

Yet  was  his  hart  wyth  wretched  cares  orefret ; 

And  inwardly  with  deadly  tear  befet, 

or  thofe  whom  he  by  rygour  kept  in  awe, 

And  fore  opprell  with  might  of  tyrants, la  we.       ' 

Agaynfl  whofe  feare,  no  heapes  of  gclde  and  glle, 
Ne  ilrength  of  garde,  nor  all  his  hired  power, 
T  t  iiij 


664 


THE    WORKS    OF    SACKVILLE. 


Ne  prbwde  hyghc  towcfs  that  preaced  to  the  flcyc, 
His  cruel  hart  of  fafetic  could  affure  : 
But  dreading  them  whom  he  Ihould  deeme  moft 
fure,  [cear, 

Hym  felfe  his  beard  wyth  burning  brand  would 
Of  death  defervde  fo  vexed  him  the  feare. 

This  mi^ht  fuffice  to  reprefent  the  fine 

Of  tyrantes  force,  theyr  feares,  and  thcyr  unreft. 

But  hear  thio  one,  although  my  hart  repyne 

To  let  the  found  once  fiynk  wythin  my  brefl; 

Of  fell  Phereus,  that  above  the  reft, 

Such  lothfum  crueltee  on  his  people  wrought, 

As  (oh  alas)  I  tremble  wyth  the  thought. 

Sum  he  encafed  in  the  coates  of  beares, 
Among  wylde  beaftes  devoured  fo  to  be  : 
And  fum  for  preye  unto  the  hunters  fpeares, 
L.yke  favage  beaftes  withouten  ruth  to  dye. 
Sumtime  to  encreafe  his  horrible  crueltye. 
The  quicke  with  face  to  face  engraved  hee, 
Eche  others  death,  that  eche  mought  living  fee. 

3L.oe  what  more  cruell  horror  mought  be  found. 
To  purchafe  feare,  if  feare  could  ftaye  his  raygnc  ? 
3t  booted  not,  it  rather  flrake  the  wounde 
Of  feare  in  him,  to  feare  the  lyke  agayne. 
And  fo  he  d-d  full  ofte  and  not  in  vayne  : 
As  in  his  life  his  cares  could  wytnefs  well 
jBut  mofte  of  all  his  wretched  ende  doth  tell. 

!His  owne  dere  wyfe  whom  as  his  life  he  loved, 
He  durft  not  truft,  nor  pro.che  Unto  her  bed, 
IBut  caufing  fyrfl  his  Have  with  naked  fworde 
To  go  before,  him  felfe  with  tremblyng  dread 
Strayt  fbloweth  faft,  and  whoirling  in  his  head 
His  rolling  iyen,  he  fearcheth  here  and  there 
The  diepe  daunger  that  he  fo  fore  did  feare. 

"For  not  in  vayne  it  ranft  yll  in  his  breft, 

bum  wretched  hap  fhould  hale  him  to  his  ende. 

And  therefore  alwayc  by  his  pillowe  prefl 

Had  he  a  fworde,  and  with  that  fworde  he  wende, 

3n  vayne  (Godwote)  all  peryls  to  defende  : 

Por  loe  his  wife  foreyrked  of  his  rayn-e, 

Sleeping  in  bed  this  cruell  vvretche  hath  flayne. 

"Wliat  Ihould  I  more  now  feeke  to  fay  in  this  ? 

Or  oiie  jot  farder  linger  furth  my  talei 

With  cruel  Nero,  or  with  Phalaris, 

Caligula,  Domician,  and  all 

The  cruell  route  ?  or  of  theyr  wretched  fall  ? 

3  can  no  more,  but  in  my  name  advert 

Al  earthly  powers  beware  of  tyrants  hart. 

And  as  our  ilate  endured  but  a  throwc; 
,So  bcft  in  us  the  ftaye  of  fuch  a  ftate 
May  beft  appeare  to  hang  an  overthrowe. 
And  better  teache  tyrantes  deferved  hate 
Than  any  tyrantes  death  to  fore  or  late. 
So  cruell  feemde  this  Rychard  Thyrd  to  me, 
That  loe  my  felfe  now  loathde  his  crueltee. 

For  when,  alas !  T  faw  the  tyrant  kyng 

Content  not  only  from  his  nephewes  twayne 

'i"c  cyve  wcrkics  blyll::,  but  aifc  al  Vs'crldesleyng, 


Saunce  earthly  gylt  ycaufing  both  be  flaj'ne. 
My  hart    agreyved    that  fuch  a  wretch   fhould 

raygne, 
Whofe  bluddy  breft  fo  falvaged  out  of  kynde, 
That  Phalaris  had  never  fo  bluddy  a  minde. 

Ne  could  I  brooke  him  once  wythin  my  breft, 
But  wyth  the  thought  my  teeth  would  gnafiie 

wythal : 
For  though  I  earft  wer  his  by  fworne  beheft; 
Yet  when  I  fawe  mifchiefc  on  mifchiefe  fall. 
So  diepe  in  blud,  to  murder  prynce  and  all, 
Ay  then  thopght  I,  alas,  andwealaway, 
And  to  my  felfe  thus  mourning  would  I  fay. 

If  neyther  love,  kynred,  ne  knot  of  bloud. 
His  own  alegeaunce  to  his  prynce  of  due. 
Nor  yet  the  ftate  of  truft  wherein  he  ftoode, 
I'he  worldes  defame,  nor  nought  could  turn  him 
true.  [rue? 

Thofe  gyltleles  babes,   could  they  not  make  him 
Nor  could  theyr  youth,  nor  innocence  withal 
Move  him  from  reving  them  theyr  lyfe  and  all  ? 

Alas,  it  could  not  move  him  any  pte, 
Ne  make  him  once  to  rue  or  wet  his  iye, 
Sturde  him  no  more  than  that  that  ftyrreth  not  : 
But  as  the  locke  or  ftone  that  wyl  not  plye. 
So  was  his  hart  made  hard  to  crueltye, 
To  murder  them;  alas  I  weepe  in  thought, 
To  thinke  on  that  which  this  fell  wretche  hath 
wrought. 

That  nowe  v/henhe  had  done  the  thing  he  fought, 
And  as  he  would,  complyfht  and  cumpaft  all, 
And  fawe  and  knewe  the  treafon  he  had  wrought 
To  God  and  man,  to  flaye  his  prynce  and  all. 
Then  feemde  he  fyrft  to  doubte  and  dreade  us  all. 
And   me  in   chiefe,  whoes  death  all  meanes   he 

myght, 
He  fought  to  wurke  by  malice  and  by  might. 

Such  heapes  of  harmes  upharbard  in  his  breft, 
With  envyous  hart  my  honour  to  deface. 
As  knowing  he  that  1  whych  woted  beft 
His  wretched  dryftes,  and  all  his  curfed  cafe, 
If  ever  fprang  within  me  fparke  of  grace, 
Muft  nedes  abhorre  him  and  his  hatefuU  race  : 
Now  more  and  more  can  call  me  out  of  grace. 

Which     fodaync    chaunge,    when    I   by   fecret^, 

chaunce. 
Had  well  perceyved  by  proofe  of  envious  frowne^ 
And  fawe  the  lot  that  did  me  to  advaunce 
»  Hym  to  a  kyng  that  fought  to  caft  me  downe, 
To  late  it  was  to  lingar  any  ftowne  : 
'    Syth  prcfent  choyfe  lay  caft  before  myne  iye, 
To  wurke  his  death,  or  I  my  felfe  to  dye. 

\nd  as  the  knyght  in  fyeld  among  his  foes, 
Befift  wyth  fwurdes,  muft  flay  or  there  be  flayne  : 
So  !,  alas,  lapt  in  a  thoufand  woe?, 
Beholding  death  in  every  fyde  io  playne 
I  rather  chofe  by  fum  flye  fccrece  trayne 
To  wurke  his  death,  and  I  to  lyve  thereby 
Tl^»  {ic  to  Jy  ve,  aad  I  of  force  tQ  dye. 


And  there  as  clofe  and  covert  as  I  myght. 
My  purpofed  pradifc  to  his  paffe  to  bryng, 
In  fecrete  dryftes,  I  lingred  day  and  night : 
All  howe  I  might  depofe  this  cruell  kyng, 
That  feemd  to  all  fo  much  defyred  a  thyng, 
As  thereto  trufting  1  empryfde  the  fame ; 
But  to  much  trufting  brought  me  to  my  bane. 

For  while  1  nowe  had  fortune  at  my  beckc, 

Miftrufting  I  no  earthly  thing  at  all, 

TJnwares,  alas,  leaft  looking  for  a  checke, 

She  mated  me  in  turning  of  a  ball : 

When  leaft  I  fearde,  then  nercft  was  my  fall, 

And  when  whole  hoaftes  wer  preft  to  ftroy  my 

foen, 
She  chaunged  her  cherc,  and  left  me  poft  alone. 

I  had  uprayfde  a  mighty  band  of  men, 
And  marched  furth  in  order  of  array, 
Leadyng  my  power  amyd  the  foreft  Dene, 
Agaynft  that  tyrant  banner  to  difplaye  : 
But  loe  my  fouldiers  cowardly  (hranke  away. 
For  fuch  is  fortune  when  Ihe  iyft  to  frowne ; 
Who  feemes  moft  fure,  him  fooneft  whurles  flie 
downe 

O  let  no  prynce  put  truft  in  commontie. 
Nor  hope  in  fayth  of  gyddy  peoples  mynde, 
But  let  all  noble  men  take  hede  by  me, 
That  by  the  proofe  to  well  the  payne  do  fynde  : 
l^oe,  where  is  truth  or  truft  ?  or  what  could  bynde 
The  vayne  people,  but  they  will  fwarve  and  fwaye, 
As  chaunce  bryngs  chaunge,  to  dryve  and  draw 
that  way  ? 

Rome,  thou  that  once  advaunced  up  fo  hye, 

Thy  ftaye,  patron,  and  flower  of  excellence, 

Haft  nowe  throwen  him  to  depth  of  miferye. 

Exiled  hini  that  was  thy  whole  defence, 

He  compteft  it  not  an  horryble  offence  : 

To  reven  him  of  honour  and  of  fame. 

That  wan  it  thee,  when  thou  hadft  loft  the  fame. 

Beholde  Camillus,  he  that  erft  revyved 
The  ftate  of  Rome,  that  dyeng  he  dyd  fynde. 
Of  his  own  ftate  is  nowe  alas  depryved, 
Baniflit  by  them  whom  he  d/d  thus  det  bynde: 
That  cruel  folke,unthankeful  and  unkynde, 
Declared  wel  theyr  falfe  inconftancye, 
And  fortune  eke  her  mutability. 

And  thou  Scipio,  a  myrrour  mayft  thou  be 
I'o  all  nobles,  that  they  learn  not  too  late, 
Howe  they  once  truft  the  unftable  co-mmontye. 
Thou  that  recuredft  the  torne  difmembred  ftate, 
liven  when  the  coiTjuerour  wa,s  at  the  gate^ 


Art  now  expide,  as  though  thou  not  deferved 
To  reft  in  her,  whom  thou  hadft  fo  pteferved. 
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lArhich  heavy  choyfe  fo  haftened  me  to  chofe, 
That  I  in  parte  agryeved  at  his  difdayne. 
In  part  to  wreke  the  dolefull  death  of  thofe 
Two  tender  babes,  his  fillye  nephewes  twayne, 
By  him  alas  commaunded  to  be  flayne. 
With  paynted  chere  humbly  before  his  face, 
Strayght  tooke  my  leave,  and  rode  to  Brecknocke 
place. 


Ingrateful  Rome  haft  fliewed  thy  crueltye,  ^ 
On  hym,  by  whom  thou  lyveft  yet  in  fame. 
But  not  thy  dede,  nor  his  defert  fliall  dye. 
But  his  owne  wurdes  fhal  witnes  aye  the  fame  : 
For  loe  hys  grave  doth  thee  moft  juftly  blame. 
And  with  difdayne  in  marble  fayes  to  thee : 
Unkynde  countrey,  my  bones  flialc  thou  not  fee. 


What  more  unworthy  than  this  his  eryle  : 
More  juft  than  this  the  wofull  playnt  he  wrote  : 
Or  who  could  fliewe  aplayner  proofe  the  while. 
Of  mofte  falfe  fayth,  than  they  that  thus  forgot 
His  great  defertes  :  that  fo  deferved  not  : 
His  cindres  yet  loe,  doth  he  them  denye. 
That  him  denyed  amongft  them  for  to  dye. 

Milciades,  O  happy  hjft  thou  be, 
And  well  rewarded  of  thy  countrey  men. 
If  in  the  fyeld  when  thou  hadft  forft  to  flye 
By  thy  prowes,  thre  hundred  thoufand  men. 
Content  they  had  bene  to  eryle  thee  then  : 
And  not  to  caft  thee  in  depth  prifon  fo, 
Laden  wyth  gyves  to  ende  thy  lyfe  in  woe. 

Alas  howe  harde  and  fteely  hartes  had  they. 

That  not  contented  there  to  have  thee  dye, 

With  fettred  gyves  in  pryfon  where  thou  laye, 

Increaft  fo  far  in  hateful  crueltye. 

That  buryall  to  thy  corps,  they  eke  denye 

He  wyl  they  graunt  the  fame  tyll  thy  fonne  have 

Put  on  thy  gyves  to  purchafe  thee  a  grave. 

Loe  Hanniball  as  long  as  fired  fate, 
And  bryttle  fortune  had  ordayned  fo, 
Who  ever  more  advauntft  his  countrey  ftate 
Then  thou,  that  lyvedft  for  her  and  for  no  moe  : 
But  when  the  ftormy  waves  began  to  grow, 
Without  refpecft  of  thy  defertes  erwhile. 
Art  by  thy  countrey  throwen  into  exyle. 

Unfrendly  Fortune,  fhall  I  thee  now  blame : 
Or  ftial  I  faulte  the  fates  that  fo  ordayne  ? 
Or  art  thou  Jove  the  caufer  of  the  fame  ? 
Or  crucltie  her  fclfe,  doth  Ihe  conftrayne  i 
Or  on  whom  els  alas  ftial  I  complayne  ? 
O  truftles  world  i  can  accufen  none, 
But  fyckle  fayth  of  commontye  alone. 

The  polipus  nor  the  chameleon  ftraunge. 

That  turne  them  felves  to  every  hewe  they  fee 

Are  not  fo  full  of  bayne  and  fickle  chaunge 

As  is  this  falfe  unftedfaft  commontye. 

Loe  I  alas  with  mine  adverfitie 

Have  tryed  it  true,  for  they  are  fled  and  gone. 

And  of  an  hoft  there  is  not  left  me  one. 

That  I  alas  in  this  calamitie 
Alone  was  left,  and  to  my  felfe  mought  playne 
This  treafon,  and  this  wretched  cowardye, 
And  eke  with  teares  bewepen  and  complayne 
My  hateful  hap,  ftyll  loakyng  to  be  flayne. 
Wandryng  in  woe,  and  to  the  gods  on  hye 
C^'^apyng  for  vcn^eaxics  of  this  treatheryc. 
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And  as  the  turtle  that  hath  loft  her  make, 
^Vhoin  grypyng  forowe  doth  fo  fore  attaynt, 
"With  doleful  voyce  and  found  whych  Ihe  doth 

make 
3VIouining  her  lofTe,  fylles  all  the  grove  withplaynt; 
So  I,  alas  !  forfaken,  and  forfaynt, 
With  rellles  foote  the  wud  come  up  and  downe, 
"Which  of  my  dole  al  ftiyvering  doih  refowne. 

And  beyng  thus  alone,  and  all  forfake, 
Amyd  the  thycke,  forwandred  in  defpayer, 
As  one  difmayed  ne  wyft  what  waye  to  take^ 
Ilntyll  at  laft  gan  to  my  mynde  repayer, 
A  man  of  mine  called  Humfrey  Banaftar  : 
"Wherewyth  me  feeling  much  recomforted. 
In  hope  of  fuccour  to  his  houfe  I  fled. 

Who  beyng  one  whom  earfl  I  had  upbrought 

Even  from  his  youth,  and  loved  and  lyked  bed. 

To  gentrye  (late  avaunciug  him  from  nought ; 

And  had  in  fecrete  truft  above  the  reft, 

Of  fpecyal  truft  nowe  being  thus  dyftrefl: 

Tull  fecreatly  to  him  I  me  conveyed 

i^ot  doubting  there  but  I  fliouldfynde  foine  ayde. 

But  out  alas  on  cruell  trecherye, 
When  that  this  cayticf  once  an  ynklyng  hard, 
How  that  Kyng  Rychard  had  proclaymde,  that  he 
Which  me  defcryed  Ihould  have  for  his  rewarde 
A  thoufand  poundes,  and  farther  be  prefaide, 
Histruthe  fo  turnde  to  treafon,  all  diftaynde, 
That  fayth  quyte  fled,  and  I  by  truft  was  traynde. 

-For  by  this  wretch  I  beyng  ftrayt  betrayed, 
To  one  John  Mitton,  fhiriffe  of  Shroplhire  then, 
Allfodaynely  was  taken,  and  convayed 
To  Salifbury,  wyth  rout  of  harneft  men, 
"Unto  Kyng  Rychard  there  encamped  then  : 
Tikft  by  the  citye  with  a  myghtye  hofte 
"Withouten  doome  where  head  and  lyfe  I  loft. 

And  with  thefe  wordes,  as  if  the  are  even  there 
Difmembred  had  his  head  and  corps  aparte. 
Dead  fel  he  downe  :  and  we  in  woful  feari 
Stoode  mazed  when  he  would  to  lyef  revert  : 
But  deadly  griefes  ftill  grewe  about  his  hart. 
That  ftyll  he  laye,  fumtyme  revived  wyth  payne, 
And  wyth  a  fygh  becuming  dead  agayne. 

iVTydnyght  was  cum,  and  every  vitall  thing 
With  fwete  found  flepe  theyr  weary  lyms  did  reft. 
The  beaftes  were  ftill,  the  lytle  hyrdes  that  fyng, 
Nowe  fweetely  flept  befides  theyr  mothers  breft  :     j 
The  olde  and  all  were  ftirowded  in  theyr  neft. 
The  waters  calme,  the  cruel  feas  did  ceas, 
The  wuds,  the  fyeldes,  and  all  thinges  held  theyr 
peace. 

The  golden  ftars  wer  whyrlde  amyd  thyer  race. 
And  on  the  earth  did  laugh  with  twinkling  lyght, 
When  eche  thing  neftled  in  his  reftyng  place, 
porgat  dayes  payne  with  pleafure  of  the  nyght  : 
The  hare  had  not  the  greedy  houndes  in  fight. 
The  fearful!  dear  of  death  flood  not  in  doubt, 
The  piii-trydge  drept  not  cf  the  falcons  foot. 


The  ougly  beare  nowe  myndeth  not  the  fiakej 
Nor  how  the  cruell  maftyves  do  hym  tear; 
The  flag  lay  ftill  unroufed  from  the  brake, 
The  fomy  boar  feard  not  the  hunters  fpear. 
All  thing  was  ftill  in  defert,  bufti,  and  brear.  , 
With  quyet  heart  now  from  their  travailes  ref!;^ 
Soundly  they  flept  in  midft  of  all  their  reft. 

When  Buckyngham  amidft  his  plaint  oppreft, 
With  furgyng  forowes  and  with  pinching  paynes 
In  fort  thus  fowned,  and  with  a  figh  he  ceaft. 
To  tellen  furth  the  treachery  and  the  traynes, 
Of  Banaftar,  which  him  fo  fore  diftraynes. 
That  from  a  figh  he  falles  into  a  founde, 
And  from  a  founde  lyeth  ragyng  on  the  ground. 

So  twiching  wer  the  panges  that  he  affayed, 
And  he  fo  fore  with  rufuU  rage  diftraught. 
To  thinke  upon  the  wretch  that  hym  betrayed. 
Whom  earft  he  made  a  gentylman  of  naught. 
That  more  and  more  agreved  with  this  thought, 
He  ftormcs  out  fighes,  and  with  redoubled  fore, 
Stroke  with  the  furies,^ageth  more  and  more. 

Who  fo  hath  feene  the  bull  chafed  with  dartes, 

And  with  dyepe  woundes  forgald  and  gored  fo^ 

Tyl  he  oppreffed  with  the  deadlye  fmartes, 

Fall  in  a  rage,  and  runne  upon  his  foe, 

Liet  him  I  faye,  beholde  the  ragyng  woe 

Of  Buckyngham,  that  in  thefe  grypes  of  gryefe 

Rageth  gaynft  him  that  hath  betrayed  his  lyef. 

With  blud  red  iyen  he  ftareth  here  and  there. 
Frothing  at  mouth,  with  face  as  pale  as  cloute  ; 
When  loe  my  lymmes  were  trembling  all  for  feare. 
And  I  amazde  ftoode  ftyll  in  dread  and  doubt. 
While  I  mought  fee  him  throwe  his  armes  aboot: 
And  gaynft  the   ground  him  felfe  plounge  with 

fuch  force. 
As  if  the  lyfe  forth  wyth  fliould  leave  the  corps. 

With  fmoke  of  fyghes  fumtyme  1  myght  beholde 
The  place  al  dymde,  like  to  the  mornyq^  myft  : 
And  ftrayt  agayne  the  teares  how  they  downroldc 
Alongft  his  cheekes,  as  if  the  ryvers  hyft  : 
Whoes  flowing  ftreemes  ne  wer  no  fooner  whift. 
But  to  the  ftars  fuch  dreadfull  ftioutes  he  fent, 
As  if  the  trone  of  mighty  Jove  fhould  rent. 

And  I  the  while  with  fpirites  wel  nye  bereft, 
Beheld  the  plyght  and  panges  that  dyd  him  ftrayrie, 
And  howe  the  blud  his  deadly  colour  left. 
And  ftrayt  returnde  with  flamyng  red  agayne  : 
When  fodaynly  amid  his  ragyng  payne, 
He  gave  a  fygh,  and  with  that  fygh  he  fayed  : 
O  !   Banaftar,  and  ftrayt  agayne  he  flayed. 

Dead  laye  his  corps  as  dead  as  any  flone 
Tyll  fwellyng  fyghes  ftormyng  within  his  treft 
Uprayfde  his  head,  that  downe  ward  fell  anone 
With  lookes  upcaft,  and  fyghes  that  never  ceaft': 
Furth  ftreamde  the  teares,  recordes  of  his  unreft' 
When  he   wyth    fiirykes  thus  groveling  on   the 

ground, 
Ybrayed  thefe  wordes  with  fliryll  and  doleful foimd. 
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Heaven  and  earth,  and  ye  eternal  lampes 
That  in  the  heavens  wrapt,  wyl  us  to  reft, 
ThoubryghtPhebe,  that cleareft the nightesdampes, 
Witnes  the  playntes  that  in  thefe  panges  opprelt 
I  vvoful  wretche^unlade  out  of  my  breft. 
And  let  me  yeald  my  laft  wordes  ere  I  part. 
You,  you,  I  call  to  record  of  my  fniart. 

And  thou,  Aledlo,  feede  me  wyth  thy  foode, 
Let  fal  thy  ferpentes  from  thy  fnaky  heare. 
For  fuch  relyefe  wel  fittes  me  in  thismoode. 
To  feede  my  playnt  with  horror  and  wyth  feare, 
"While  rage  afrelhe  thy  venomd  v^'orme  arcar. 
And  thou  Sibilla,  when  thou  I'eeft  me  faynte, 
Addres  thy  felfe  the  gydc  of  my  complaynt. 

And  thou,  O  Jove,  that  with  thy  depe  fordoome 
Doft  rule  the  earth,  and  raygne  above  the  Ikyes, 
That  wrekeft   wronges,  and  gevefl  the  dreadful 

doome 
Agaynft  the  wretche  that  doth  thy  tronc  defpyfe, 
Receyve  thefe  wurdes,  and  wreake  them  in  fuch 

wyfe. 
As  heaven  and  earth  may  witneffe  and  beholde, 
Thy  heapes  of  wrath  upon  this  wretche  unfolde. 

Thou,  Banafler,  gaynfl  thee  I  clepe  and  call 
TJnto  the  gods,  that  they  juft  vengeaunce  take 
On  thee,  thy  bloud,  thy  ftayned  ftocke  and  all : 
O  Jove,  to  thee,  above  the  reft  I  make 
My  humble  playnt,  guyde  me  that  what  I  fpeake 
May  be  thy  wyll  upon  thys  wretche  to  fall, 
On  thee,  Banaftar,  wretche  of  wretches  all. 

O  would  to  God,  that  cruel  difmal  daye. 
That  gave  me  lyght  fyrft  to  behol«l  thy  face, 
M'ith  fowle  eclipfe  had  reft  my  fyght  away  : 
The  unhappy  hower,  the  tyme,  and  eke  the  place, 
The  funne  and  moone,  the  fters,  and  all  that  was 
In  theyr  afpedtes  helping  in  ought  to  thee. 
The  earth,  and  ayer,  and  all  accurfed  bee. 

And  thou,  caytief,  that  like  a  monftar  fwarvcd, 
From  kynde  and  kyndenes,  haft  thy  mayfter  lorne. 
Whom  neyther  truth,  nor  truft  wherein  thou  fer- 

ved, 
Ne  his  defertes,  could  move,  nor  thy  fayth  fworne 
Howe  fhall  I  curfe,  but  wyfh  that  thou  unborne 
Had  bene,  or  that  the  earth  had  rent  in  twaye, 
And  fwallowed  thee  in  cradle  as  thou  laye. 

To  this  did  I  even  from  thy  tender  youth 
Witfave  to  bryng  thee  up  :  dyd  I  therefore 
Beleve  the  oath  of  thy  undoubted  trouth  ? 
Advaunce  thee  up,  and  truft  tliee  evermore  ' 
By  trufting  thee  that  I  fhould  dye  therefore  ? 
O  wretche,  and  wurfe  than  wretche,  what  Ihal  I 

fay. 
But  cleap  and  curfe  gaynfl  theo  and  thyne  for  aye? 

Hated  be  thou,  difdaynd  of  every  wyght, 
And  poynted  afwhere  ever  that  thou  goe, 
A  trayierous  wretche,  unwurthy  of  the  light, 
Be  thou  eftemed  :   and  to  encreafe  thy  woe. 
The,  found  he  hatfefuli  of  thy  name  a!fo  : 


And  in  this  fort  with  Ihame  and  fharpe  reproche, 
Leade  thou  thy  life  till  greater  grief  approch. 

Dole  and  defpayer,  let  thofe  be  thy  delight, 
Wrapped  in  woes  that  can  not  be  unfolde. 
To  wayle  the  day,  and  wepe  the  weary  night, 
With  rayny  iyen  and  fyghes  can  not  be  tolde, 
And  let  no  wyght  thy  woe  feeke  to  withholde  : 
But  coumpt  thee  wurthy  (wretche)   of  forrowes 

ftore, 
That  fuffryng  much,  oughteft  ftill  to  fufier  more. 

Deferve  thou  death,  yea  be  thou  demed  to  dye 
A  fhamefull  death,  to  ende  thy  fliamefuU  lyfe  ; 
A  fyght  longed  for,  joyfull  to  everyeiye. 
Whan  thou  flialt  be  arraygned  as  a  thief, 
Standing  at  bar,  and  pleading  for  thy  lyef. 
With  trembling  toung  in  dread  and  dolors  rage, 
Lade  with  white  lockes,  and  fowerflcore  yeres  of 
age. 

Yet  fhall  not  death  delyvef  thee  fo  foone 

Out  of  thy  woes,  fo  happye  fhalt  thou  not  bee  5 

But  to  the  eternal  Jove  this  is  my  boone, 

That  thou  may  live  thine  eldeft  fonne  to  fee 

Reft  of  his  wits,  and  in  a  fowle  bores  ftye 

Te  ende  his  dayes  in  rage  and  death  diftreft, 

A  wurthy  tumbe  where  one  of  thyne  fhould  reffiT' 

And  after- this,  yet  pray  I  more,  thou  may 

Thy  fecond  fonne  fee  drowned  in  a  dyke. 

And  in  fuch  forte  to  clofe  his  latter  daye. 

As  heard  or  feen  earft  hath  not  bene  the  lyke  j 

Yftrangled  in  a  puddle  not  fo  deepe 

As  halfe  a  fogte,  that  fuch  hard  loffe  of  lyfe, 

So  cruelly  chaunft,  may  be  thy  greater  gryefe. 

And  not  yet  fhall  thy  hugie  forrov/es  ceafe  ; 
Jove  fhal  not  fo  withholde  his  wrath  fro  thee 
But  that  thy  plagues  may  more  and  more  increas, 
Thou  fhalt  ftill  lyve,  that  thou  thy  felfe  mayft  fee 
Thy  deare  doughter  ftroken  with  leprofye  : 
That  ihe  that  earft  was  ail  thy  hole  delyght, 
Thou  now  mayft  loath  to  have  her  cum  in  fiP-h^,- 

And  after  that,  let  fhame  and  forrowes  gryefe 
Feede  furth  thy  yeares  continually  in  wo. 
That  thou  mayeft  live  in  death,  and  dye  in  lyef,.* 
And  in  this  forte  forewayld  and  wearyed  fo. 
At  length  thy  ghoft  to  parte  thy  body  fro  :' 
This  pray  1  Jove,  and  wyth  this  latter  breath, 
Vengeaunce  I  afte  upon  my  cruell  death. 

This  fayd,  he  floung  hisretchles  amies  abrode, 
And  groveling  flat  upon  the  ground  he  lay. 
Which  with  his  teeth  he  al  to  gnaiht  and  gnawed  ; 
Depe  groanes  he  fet,  as  he  that  would  awaye. 
But  loc  in  vayne  he  dyd  the  death  aflay  : 
Although  I  thin^ite  was  never  man  that  knewe. 
Such  deadly  paynes  where  death  dyd  not  enfevre. 

So  ftrove  he  thus  a  while  as  with  the  death, 
Nowe  pale  as  lead,  and  colde  as  any  ftone. 
Nowc  ftyl  as  calme,  nowe  ftorming  forth  a  breath 
Of  fmoaky  fyghes,  as  breath  and  al  were  gone  ; 
i  But  evsry  thing  hsth  ends  :  fo  he  aiione. 
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Came  to  him  felfe,  when  wyth  a  fygh  outbrayed. 
With  woful  cheare  thefe  woful  wurdes  he  fayd. 

Ah  where  am  I,  what  thing,  or  whence  h  this  ? 
Who  reft  my  wyts  ?  or  howe  do  [  thus  lye  i 
My  lims  do  quake,  my  thought  agafled  is, 
Why  lyghe  I  fo  ?  or  whereunto  do  I 
Thus  grovel  on  the  ground  :  and  by  and  by 
TJprayfde  he  ftoode,  and  wyth  a  fygh  hath  flayed, 
When  to  him  i'elfe  returned,  thus  he  fayed. 

Suffifeth  nowe  this  playnt  and  this  rcgrete, 
Whereof  my  hart  his  bottome  hath  unfraught  : 
And  of  my  death  let  pieres  and  princeS  wete 
The  wolves  untrult,  that  they  thereby  be  taught. 
And  in  her  wealth,  fith   that   fuch    chaunge    is 

wrought, 
Hope  not  to  much,  but  In  the  myds  of  all 
Thinke  on  my  death,  and  what  may  them  befall. 

So  long  as  fortune  would  permyt  the  fame, 
J  lyved  in  rule  and  ryches  wyth  the  beft  : 
And  paft  my  time  in  honour  and  in  fame  ; 
That  of  milhap  no  feare  was  in  my  brefb  : 
But  falfe  fortune  whan  1  fufpedled  leafl, 
Dyd  turne  the  wheele,  and  wyth  a  dolefull  fall 
Hath  me  bereft  of  honour,  life,  and  all. 

Loe  what  avayles  in  ryches  fluds  that  flowes  : 
Though  ihe  fo  fmylde  as  all  the  world  wer  his : 


Even  kinges  and  kefars  byden  fortunes  throwesj 
And  fimpie  forte  muil  bear  it  as  it  is. 
Take  hede  by  me  that  blithd  in  balefull  bliffe  : 
My  rule,  my  riches,  royall  blud  and  all, 
Whan  fortune  frounde,  the  feller  made  my  fall. 

For  hard  mifbaps  that  happens  unto  fuch, 
Whoes  wretched  {late  earft  never  fell  no  chaungCj- 
Agryve  them  not  in  any  part  fo  much. 
As  theyr  diflres  to  whbme  it  is  fo  flraunge. 
That  all  theyr  ly  ves  nay  paffed  pleafures  raunge  : 
Theyr  fodayne  wo  that  ay  wield  welth  at  will, 
Algates  their  hartes  liiore  pearcingly  muft  thrill. 

For  of  my  byrth,  my  blud  was  of  the  beft, 
Fyrfl  borne  an  Earle,  than  Duke  by  due  difcent  : 
To  fwinge  the  fway  in  court  amonge  the  refl. 
Dame  Fortune  me  her  rule  moft  largely  lent : 
And  kynd  with  corage  fo  rhy  corps  had  blent. 
That  loe  on  whom  but  me  dyd  ftie  moft  fmyle  ; 
And  whom  but  melo,  dyd  ihc  moft  begyle  i 

Now  haft  thou  heard  the  whole  of  my  unhap. 
My  chaunce,  my  chaunge,  the  caufe  of  all  my 

care  : 
In  wealth  and  wo,  how  fortune  dyd  me  wrap, 
With  world  at  will  to  win  me  to  her  fnare. 
Byd  kynges,  byd  kefars,  byd  all  ftates  beware,- 
And  tell  them  this  from  me  that  tryed  it  true  : 
Who  reckles  rules,  right  foone  may  hap  to  rue. 


A  GLOSSJRT. 


A,  which  is  commonly  called  the  indefinite  arti- 
cle, is  really  nothing  more  than  a  corruption  of 
the  Saxon  adjedlive  ane  or  an,  before  a  fubflan- 
tive  beginning  with  a  confonant.^It  is  fome- 
times  prefixed  to  another  adje(ftive,  the  fubftan- 
tive  to  which  both  belong  being  landerftood, 
e,  g.  A  Frere  there  was,  a  wanton  and  a  mery. 
— [t  is  alfo  joined  to  nouns  plural  taken  collec- 
tively, as,  an  hundred  frankes,  a  thoufand  frankes, 
■ — and  to  fuch  as  are  not  ufed  in  the  fingular 
number,  as  a  liftes.  So  the  Latins  faid  Unix  li- 
ier<e,  Cic.  ad  Att.  v.  9,  and  the  French  formerly 
tines  Ikes,  lines  lettres,  unes  treves,  Froijfarty  V.  i. 
c-  153.  237,  v.ii.c.  78 
A,  pref,  before  a  gerund.  Is  a  corruption  of  on. 
To  go  a  begging,  i.  e.  on  begging.  The  prep. 
is  often  exprefTed  at  length ;  on  hunting  ben 
they  ridden;  To  ride  on  hawking. — In  the 
fame  manner,  before  a  noun  it  is  generally  a 
corruption  of  on  or  in  ;  e.  g.  a'bed  ;  a'fire ;  a'God- 
des  name;  a'morwc;  a'night;  a'werke;  though 
in  fome  of  thefe  inflances  perhaps  it  may  as 
well  be  fuppofed  to  be  a  corruption  of  at. — A, 
in  compofition,  in  words  of  Saxon  original,  is  an 
abbreviation  of  af  or  of,  of  at,  of  on  or  in,  and 
often  only  a  corruption  of  the  prepofitive  parti- 
cle ge  or  y.  In  words  of  French  original  it  is 
generally  to  be  deduced  from  the  Latin  ab,  ad, 
and  fometimes  ex 

A,  interj.  ah  ! 

Abacke,  ad-u.  Sax.  backwards 

Abaift,  farf,  pa.  Fr.  abafhed,  afhamed 

Abate,  "u.  Fr.  to  beat  down 

Abawed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  elbai,  afloniflied;  I  was 
abawed  for  marvelle.  Orig.  Moult  m'efbahy  de 
la  merveille 

Abegge,  abeye,  abie,  v.  Sax.  to  fufTer  for 

Abet, ».  Sax  help 

Abide,  v.  Sax.  to  flay 

Abidden?  ^    ^  ^ 

Abiden   \P^'-'-t"'. 

Ahitfor  abideth 

Able,  adj.  Fr.  fit,  proper  i 

Ahote, part.  pa.  of  abate 

Ahoiight, part. pa.  of  abegge 

Ahoviten,  prep.  Sax.  on-bucan,  about 

Abraide,  ■:;.  Sax.  to  awake,  to  flart.     See  Braide 

^braide,^<z.  t.  awaked,  flarted. 


Abrede,  ad-v.  Sax.  abroad 

Ahrtgt, -v.  Fr.  to  ihorten,to  abridgej 

Abroche,  -v.  Fr.  to  tap,  to  fet  abroach ;  fpoken  of 

a  vefTel  of  liquor 
Abufion,  n.  Fr.  abufe,  impropriety 
AccefTe,  n.  Fr.  properly  the  approach  of  a  fever,  a 

fever 
Accidie,  «.  Fr.  from  A>!)?5(«,  Gr.  negligence ;  ari-> 

fing  from  difcontent,  melancholy,  &c. 
Accord,  n.  Fr.  agreement 
Accord,  "v.  Fr.  to  agree 
Accordeden,  fa.  t.pl. 
Accordant,? 

According,  5 ''"^  ''"^'       -  ' 

Accufe,  1;.  Fr.  to  difcover 
Achate,  «.  Fr.  purchafe 
Achatour,  n.  Fr.  a  purchfcfer,  a  caterer 
Acheked,/'<2r/, />(?.  Sax,  choked 
Acheve,  -u.  Fr.  to  accomplifh 
Ackele,  (akele)  v.  Sax.  to  cool 
Acloye,  1/.  may  perhaps  mean  to  cloy,  to  embarrals 

with  fuperfluity 
Acoie,  v.  Fr.  to  make  quiet 
AzovrihtxA,  part  pa.  Fr.  encombercd 
Acroke,  adj.  Fr.  crooked,  awkward. 
Adawe,  f.  Sax.  to  awake 
Ado,  v.  Sax.  to  do ;  it  is  ufed  to  exprefs  the  Fr. 

a  faire,  to  have  ado ;  to  have  to  do  ;  and  don  all 

that  they  han  ado.  Etfacent  ce  quils  doivent  faire. 
Adon,  (corruption  of  of-don)  part,  pa.  Sax.  done 

away 
Adon, /r.  «.  Adonis 
Adoun,  adt).  Sax.  downward 
Adrad,  ndrnde,  part.  pa.  of  adrede,  v.  Sax.  afraid 
Adriane  for  Ariadne,  pr.  n. 
Advertence,  n.  Fr.  attention 
Advocacies,  n.pl.  Fr.  law-fuits 
Advocas,  n.  pi.  Fr.  lawyers,  advocates 
Afered,  aferde,/iarf.  pa.  Sax.  afraid,  frightened 
AfFefte,  n.  Lat.  afFedtion 
AiFermed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  confirmed 
AfBe,  -v.  Fr.  to  trufl 
Affray,  v.  Fr.  to  affright 
Affray, «.  Fr.  diflurbance,  fear 
AfFriken,  pr.  n.  the  elder  Scipio  Africanus 
Afile,  "v.  Fr.  to  file,  polifh 

Aforen,  aforne,  afore,  adv.  prep.  Sax.  at-foran,  be- 
fore. 
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Again, />«/.  Sax.  againft,  toward,  adv  ■ 

^gafte,  c.  Sax.  to  terrify 

Agaft,for  ^ga&ed,  part.,  fa.  terrified 

Agathon,/)?-.  n.  1  have  nothing  to  fay  concerning 
this  writer,  except  that  one  of  the  fame  name 
is  quoted  in  the  prol.  to  the  traf:fedie  of  Cam- 
Lifcs,  hy  Thomas  Prefton.  There  is  no  ground 
for  fuppofing,  with  GlolT.  Ur.  that  a  philofo- 
pher  of  Samos  is  meant,  or  any  of  the  Agathoes 
of  antiquity 

Ageins, /ire/,  a^-ainfl 

Agen,  adv.  again 

Aorilte,  1'.  Sax.  to  offend,  to  fin  againft 

Agilte,  for  agi\teA,fa.  t.  finned 

Ago,  agon,  for  ygon, part. pa.  Sa>?.  gone,  pad 

Agree,  Fr.  a  gre,  in  good  part 

Agrefe,  (a'grefe)  in  grief 

A'^rege,  i<.  Fr.  to  aggravate 

A-'grcvtA,  part.  pa.  Fr.  injured,  agrieved 

Agrife,  %•.  Sax.  to  fhudder,  to  make  to  (hudder 

Agrofe,/<7.  t.  fliuddered,  trembled 

Agroted,  part. pa.  cloyed,  furfeited  ;  agrotonewith 
mete  or  drinke.  Ingurgito.  Prompt,  parv, 

Aguiler,  n.Fr.  a  needle-cafe 

Ajuft,  -v.  Fr.  to  apply 

Akehorns,  «./>/.  iSax.  acorns 

Aknowe,  part.  pa.  Sax.  to  ben  aknowe ;  I  am  a- 
knowe;  I  acknowledge 

"Al,  alle,  adj.  Sax.  all;  al  and  fom,  the  whole 
thing,  at  al,  in  the  whole;  overall,  through 
the  whole ;  in  alle  manere  wife,  by  every  kind 
of  means;  at  alle  righteSsWith  every  thing  re- 
quifite 

.Alain,  pr.  n.  a  poet  and  divine  of  the  1 2th  century. 
Befide  his  PlanSlus  Natura,  or  Piaint  of  Kinde, 
■which  is  here  quoted,  he  wrote  another  poem 
5n  Latin  verfc,  called  Anticlaudianus.  For  the 
reft  of  his  works  fee  Fabric  Bibl.  Me4.  JEt.  in  v. 
Alanus  de  Ivjidis 

^Ider,  allcr,  gen,  ca.  pi.  of  all;  it  is  frequently 
joined  in  compofition  with  adjecSives  of  the  fu- 
perl.  dog.  f.  _§'.  alderfirll  ;  alderlaft  ;  aldcrleveft; 
firft,  laft,  deareft  of  all 

^1,  all,  adv.  Sax.  generally  anfwers  to  the  Lat. 
tmnino ;  al  alone,  quite  alone  ;  al  hoi,  entire ; 
al  holly,  entirely  ;  all  in  one,  at  the  fame  time  ; 
all  newe,  anev/ ;  al  only,  folely,  fingly.  It  is 
fometimes  ufed  elliptically  for  although,  or  all 
be  it  that ;  all  tell  I  not  now  as  now  his  obfer- 
vances ;  all  be  ye  not  of  o  complexion 

A\2.rge.d,part.pa.  Fr.  eftargi,  given  largely 

Alauns,  n,  pi,  a  fpecies  of  dog.  They  were  much 
efteemed  in  Italy  in  the  14th  century.  Guah. 
de  la  jlamma,  [ap.  Murator,  Antiq.  Med.  &.  t. 
II.  p.  394,]  commends  the  governors  of  Milan, 
*'  quod  equos  emiffarios  eqiiabus  magnis  com- 
"  mifcuerunt,  et  procreati  funt  ii^  uoftro  terri- 
"  torio  Deflrarii  nobiles,  qui  in  magno  prctio 
«'  habentur.  Item  Canes  Alams  akaj  flaturs?  et 
"  mirabilisfortitudinisnutrire  ftuduerunt" 
Alayne, ;;.  Fr.  allay,  a  mixture  of  bafe  metal 
Albification,  h.  Lat,  a  chemical  term  for  making 
white  [fait 

Alcaly,  n,  Arab,  a  chemical  terni  for  a  fpecies  of 
Alchymifttc,  ?;,  Fr.  alchymiil;. 


Aldrian,/?-.  n.  a  Car  on  the  r.eck  of  the  Hon,  Sp, 
Ale  and  bred.  This  oath  of  Sire  Thopas  on  ale 
and  bred  was  perhaps  intended  to  ridicule  the 
folemn  vows  which  were  frequently  made  in 
the  days  of  chivalry  to  a  peacock,  a  pheafant, 
or  fome  other  noble  bird.  See  M.  de  Sainte  Pa- 
laye,  Sur  Vane,  chcval.  IVdem.  lllwe.  I  will  add 
here,  from  our  own  hiftory,  a  moft  remarkable 
inftance  of  this  ftrange  pradice.  When  Ed- 
ward I.  was  fetting  out  upon  his  laft  expedition 
to  Scotland  in  1506,  he  knighted  his  eldeft  fon 
and  feveral  other  young  noblemen  with  great 
folemnity.  At  the  clofe  of  the  whole,  (fays 
Matthew  of  Weftminfter,  p.  454,)  "  Allati  funt 
"  in  pompatica  gloria  duo  cyg7ii  vel  olores  ante 
"  regem,  phaletati  retibus  aureis  vel  fiftulis 
"  deauratis,  defiderabile  fpetfiaculum  intiienti> 
"  bus.  Quibus  vifis.  Rex  votum  •vo'uit  Deo  call  et 
"  cygnis  fe  proScifci  in  Scotiam,  mortem  Johan- 
"  iiis  Comynet  fidem  Ijefani  Scotorum  vivusi 
"  five  mortuus  vindicaturus,"  &c.  This  prac- 
tice is  alluded  to  in  Dunbar's  wi(h,  that  the  king 
•ivere  "johne  Thojtifonnis^man,  mf.  Maitland,  ft.  J,; 

I  wold  gif  all  that  ever  I  have 

To  that  condition,  fo  God  me  faif, 

That  ye  had  vozvit  to  ibefican. 

Ane  yeir  to  be  Johne  Thomfonnis  man. 

And  fo  in  the  Prol.  to  the  Contin.  of  The  Cant.  T. 

the  Hofleler  fays— I  jnake  a  vowe  to  the  pecoci^ 

ther  fliall  wake  a  foule  mift 
Alege,  n.  Fr.  to  alleviate 
Alegeance,  n.  Fr.  alleviation 
Aleis,  !t.  Fr.  alife,  the  lote  tree . 
Alembikes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  veffels  for  dillilling,  ftills 
Alc-ftake,  n.  Sax.  a  ftake  fet  up  before  an  alehoufa 

by  way  of  lign 
A*ye,  n.  Fr.  an  alley 

Algates,  Algate,  ad-a.  Sax.  always;  toutesfois 
Algezir, /^.  ».  a  city  of  Spain 
Alight,   V.    Sax.    to    defcend;  alight,  pa.   t.  for 

alighted 
Alifandre,/r.  n.  Alexandria,  a  city  in  Egypt 
Allege,  "J.  Fr.  to  alledge 
Almageft,   pr.  n.  the    Arabs,    called  the  UiynXn 

2yvra|/?of  Ptolomee  Almagefthi  or  Almegifthi^ 

a  corruption  of  M-ynn-  See  D'Herbelot,  in  v» 
Almandres,  n.pl.  Fr.  almond  trees 
Almeffe,  k.  Sax.  from  the  Lat.  Gr.  eleemofyna^ 

alms,  AlmeSes,  pi. 
Alnath,  pr.  n.  the  firft  ftar  in  the  horns  of  Aries, 

whence  the  firft  nianfion  of  the  moon  takes  its 

name,  Sp. 
Alonde,  (a'londe)  on  land 
A\oug,prep.  Sax.  whereon  it  was  alon^,  by  what 

It  was  occafroned  ;  on  me  is  noaght  along  thin« 

evil  fare,  thy  ill  fare  is  not  occafioned  by" me 
Aloisa, part.  pa.  Fr.  praifed 
Aloue,  ^..  Fr.  to  allow,  to  approve,  his  dedes  ar« 

to  alowe  for    his   hardynelTe,    therefore  lord*" 

alow  him  htle,  or  lyften  to  his  reafon 
Alowe,  adi).  Sax.  low 
Alpes,  n.  pi.  bulfinches 
Als,  canj.  Sax.  alfo,  3ii, 
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AmalgatBTng,   'a,   chemical    term   for   mixing   of 

quicklilver  with  any  metal 
Ambaffatrie,  u.  Fr.  embalTy 
Ambes  as,  two  aces  at  dice,  Fr. 
Ambling,  part.  pr.  Fr. 
Amende,  ij.  Fr.  to  mend 
Amenufe,  v  Fr.  to  leil'en 
Anie\ed,  jftarf.  pa.  Fr.  moved 
Amias,  pr.  n.  the  city  of  Amiens 
AvaiAde.^, prep.  Sax.  at,  or  in  the  middle 
Amis,  ad'u.  Sax.  ill,  badly.  See  Mis 
Amonefte,  ii,  Fr.  to  admonidi,  to  advife 
Among,  adi).  Sax.  together,  at  the  fame  time,  at 

the  fame  place,  Bu.  298,  ever   among,  ever  at 

the  fame  time,   Conf.  Am.  1 14,  b. 
Amcnges,^r^j!>.  Sax.  among 
Amorette,  n.  Fr.  an  amorous  woman. — And  eke 

as  well  by  [r.  be]  amorettes.— Car  aujjl  bienfont 

amouretUs,  orig. 
Amorily,  is  perhaps  put  by  mlflake  for  merrily. 
Amori\?tA,part.  pa.Fr.  killed 
Amor  we,  on  the  morrow  [fions 

Amphibologies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Gr.  ambiguous  expref- 
An,  for  on,  prep. 
Ancille,  n.  Lat,  a  maid-fervant 
Ancre,  n.  Fr.  anchor 

And,  eonj.  Sax,  if 

Anelace,n.akindofknife  or  dagger,ufuallywotnat 

the  girdle.  See   Gkjf.  to  M.  Paris,  in  y.  Analacius 
Anes,  ad-v.  for  ones,  once 
Anhang,  v.  Sax.  to  hang  up 
Anientiffed,/arf. /a,  i^r.  reduced  tp  nothing 
Anight,  in  the  night 
Anker,  n.  Sax.  an  anchorite  or  hermit 
Annueller,  n.  a  prieft  employed  folely  in  Cnging 

annuals,  or  anniverfary  mafles  for  the  dead 
A'atiM'ncis.t,  part. pa.  Lat.  foretold 
Anoie,  n.  Fr.  hurt,  trouble 
Anoie,  v.  to  hurt,  to  trouble 
Anoiful,  adj.  hurtful,  unpleafant 
Antem,  «.  Sax.  an  anthem 
Anticlaudian,  the  title  of  a  Latin  poem  by  Alanus 

de  Infulis.  See  Alain 
AntilegiuSj/r.  n.  Antilochus,  Dw.  1064.  [anthems 
Antiphonere,  «,  Lat.  Gr.  a  book  of  antiphones  or 
Anvelt,  n.  Sax.  an  anvil,  Du.  1165. 
Any,  adj.  Sax.  either,  one  of  two.  It  ufually  figni- 

fies  one  of  many 
Apaid,/a>f./)a.  Fr.  paid,  fatisfied 
Apaire,'  v.  Fr.  See  Apelre 
Ape,  n.  Sax.  metaphorically  a  fool,  the  nionkeput 

in  the  mannes  hode  an  ape,   and  in  his  wife's 

eke,  the  monk  made  a  fool  of  the  man  and  of 

his  wife  too — Win  of  ape. 
Apeire,  v.  Fr.  to  impair,  to  detrad  from  ;  our 

flate  it  apeires — to  be  impaired,  to  go  to  ruin. 
Apert,  adj.  Fr.  open,  prive  and  apert,  in  private 

and  in  public 
Apies,  for  opies,  n.pl.  Fr.  opiates 
Appalled,  part. pa.  Fr.  made  pale 
Apparaile,  v.  Fr.  to  prepare 
Apparence, ».  Fr.  an  appearance 
Apperceive,  -v.  Fr.  to  perceive  ^ 
Apperceivings,  n.pl.  perceptions 
Appetite,  1).  j^r.to  defire,  to  covet 
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Appofe,  V.  Fr.  to  objetSh  to,  to  queftion.    It  feem<5 

to  be  a  corruption  of  oppole 
Approver,  «.  Fr.  an  informer 
Aprentife,  n.pl.  Fr.  apprentices,  novices 
Aqueintable,  a-//.  Fr.  eafy  to  be  acquainted  witlj, 
Aquite,  v.  Fr.  to  pay  for 
Aiace,  i».  Fr.  to  draw  away  by  force 
Arande,  n.  Sax.  a  meffage 

Araye,  «.  Fr.  order,  fituation,  clothing,  equipage 
Araye,  1/.  Fr.  to  drefs,  to  difpofe. 
Arblafters,  n.  pi.  Fr.  arbaledrcs,  engines  to  cail 

darts,  &c 
Archangel,  n.  the  herb  fo  called ;  a  dead  nettle, 

Gloff.  Ur. — In  the  orig.  it  is  mefange,  thcbir4 

which  we  call  a  titmoui'e 
Archebiniop,«.  Sax.  Lat  an  archbifhop 
Archedeken,;!.  Sax.  Lat.  an  archdeacon 
Archediacre,n.  Fr.  Archdeacon 
Archewives,  wives  of  a  fuperior  order 
Ardure,  «.  Fr.  burning 

Arede,  v.  Sax.  to  interpret,  Bu.  189.  See  Red^ 
Areife,  -u.  Sax.  to  raife 
Arerage,  n.  Fr.  arrear 
Arefone,  v.  Fr.  arraifo^ier,  to  reafon  with 
Arefte,  n.Fr.  arreft,conftraint,  delay 
Arefle,  v.  Fr.  to  flop 
Arette,  11.  Fr.  to  impute  to 
Argoil,  n.  Fr.  potters  clay 

Ariete,  pr.  n.  Aries,  one  of  the  figns  in  the  zodiac 
Ariftotle,^/-.  n.  a  treatife  on  pcrfpetftive  under  his 

name  is  mentioned  by  Vincent  of  Beauvais  in 

the  13th  century,  Spec.  Hijlar.  1.  iii.  c.  84,  Extai 

etiam  liber,  qui  dicitur,  Perfpe£liva  Ariftotclis 
Arivage,  «.  Fr.  as  arivaile 
Arivaile,  n.  Fr.  arrival 

Ark,  n.  Lat.  a  part  of  the  circumference  of  a  circle 
Arme,  n.  may  perhaps  be  put  for  defence,  fecurity 
Arm-gretc,  adj.  Sax,  as  thick  as  a  man's  arm 
Armipotent,  adj.  Lat.  mighty  in  arms 
Armies,  adj.  Sax.  without  an  arm 
Armorike,  pr.  n.  BafTe  Bretagne  in  France,  called 

anciently  Britannia  Armorica 
Armure,  n.Fr.  armour 
Am,  pi.  n.  of  am,  f.  Sax.,  are 
Arnolde  of  the  newe  town,  pr.  n.  cf  a  phyfician 

and  chemift  of  the   13th  century.  See  Fabric. 

Bibl.  Med.  .Mt.  in  V.  Arnaldus  Villano'vanus 
Aroume,  feems  to  fignify  at  large ;  arowme,  or 

more  utter,  remote,  deprope.  feorfum.  Prompt. 

Parv.  [ceflively 

A'row,  in  a  row,  probably  from  the  Fr.  rue,  fuc- 
Arfmetrike,  n.  Lat.  arithmetic 
Arte,  "v.  Lat.  to  conflrain 
Artelries,  n.pl.  Fr.  artillery 
As,  adv.   Sax.  alfo  ;  omnino  fic.    As  faft,  very  faft  ; 

as  fwith,  very  quickly,  immediately  [fay 

Afcaunce,  alkow,  afide,  fideways ; — as  if,  as  if  to 
Afhen, «.  pi.  Sax.  afties 
Aflake,  v.  Sax.  to  flacken,  to  abate 
Afpe,  n.  Sax.  a  fort  of  poplar 
Afpen,  adj.  of  an  afp 
Afpie,  V.  Fr.  to  efpy 
Afpre,  adj.  Fr.  rough,  fharp 
Afpreneli'e,  n.  fliarpnefs 
AlTautjn. /"/-.  affault 
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Affege,  n.  Fr.  fiege 

Affeth,  n.  Fr.  fufficient,  enough 

Affife,  n.  Fr  fituation ' 

AlToile,  -v.  Fr.  to  abfolve,  to  anfwer,affoileth,  imp, 

m.  ad  perf.  pi. 
ASomoneA,  part. pa.  fummoned 
Affure,  -v.  Fr.  to  confide 
Afteite,  v.  Sax.  to  efcape,  to  releafe ;  afterte  for 

aflerted,  part.  pa. 
Altoned,  aftonied, /arf.^a.  jFr.  confounded,  afto- 

niftied 
Aftrelabre,  n.  Fr.  aftrolabe 
Aftrologien,  n.  Fr.  aftrologer 
A{weved,part.pa.  Sax.  ftupified,  as  in  a  dream 
Afwone,  in  a  fwoon 

At,  atte, prep.  Sax.  at  after  fouper,  as  foon  as  fup- 
per  was  finifhed;  at  day,  at  break  of  day;  at 
on,  of  one  mind 
Atafee,  -v.  Sax.  to  overtake — ^for  atzken,  part.  pa. 
A'thre,  in  three  parts 
Attamed,   part.  pa.    Fr.    entame,   opened,    begun, 

tailed,  felt,  difgraced 
Attempre,  adj.  Fr.  temperate 
Attemprely,  adv.  Fr.  temperately 
Attour,  «.  Fr.  head-drefs 
Attry,  atterly,  adj.  Sax.  poifonous,  pernicious 
A'cwinne,  a'two  ;  in  two,  afunder 
Avale,  -v.  Fr.  to  lower,  to  let  down,  to  fall  down 
Avance,  v.  Fr.  to  advance,  to  profit 
Avant,  «.  Fr.  boaft 
Avantage,  n.  Fr,  advantage 
Avante,  -n.  Fr.  to  boaft 
Avaunt,  ad-D.  Fr.  forward 
Au(floritee,  n.  Lat.  a  text  of  Scripture  or  of  fome 

refpetSlable  writer 
Auftour,  fi.  Lat.  a  writer  of  credit 
Avenaunt,  adj.  Fr.  becoming 
Aventaile,  n.  Fr.  the  fore  part  of  the  armour  Sk. 

the  aperture  for  breathing  in  a  helmet 
Aventure,  n.  Fr.  adventure 

Averrois,/r.  n.  Ebn  Rofchd,  an  Arabian  phyfician 
of  the    1 2th    century.     See    D'Herbelot  in   v. 
Rofchd. 
Avicen,  pr.  n.  Ebn  Sina,  an  Arabian  phyfician  of 

the  l®th  century.  See  D' Herbelot  in  v.  Sina 
Aught,  n.  Sax.  any  thing.  It  is  foraetimes  ufed  as 
an  adverb;    if  that  the  childes  mother  were 
aught  fhe,  can  he  ought  tell  a  merry  tale  or 
tweie  ? 
\A\ight,  pa.  t.  of  owe,  as  ought 
Aught -where,  adi>.  Sax.  any  where 
Augrim,  a  corruption  of  Algorithm 
Augrim   ftones,  the   pebbles  or    counters'  which 

were  anciently  ufed  in  numeration 
Avis,  *.  Fr.  advife 
Avifand,  part.pr.  obferving 

Avife, -y.  Fr.  to  obferve ;  avifeth  you,  imp.  ni;  ad 
perf.  pi. ;  look  to  yourfelves,  take  care  of  your- 
ielves 
Avifion,n.  Fr.  vifion 
Aumble,  n.  Fr.  an  ambling  pace 
Aumener,  n.  Fr.  aumoniere,  a  purfe 
Aumere,  n.  aumere  of  filke,  bourfe  de  foy,  orig.  It 
feems  to  be  a  corruption  of  aumener.  [ture 

Auntre,  i/.  Fr.  corruption  of  aventure,  to  adven- 
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Auntrous,  adj.  adventuroijs 

Aurora,  the  title  of  a  Latin  metrical  verCon  ©f 
feveral  parts  of  the  Bible  by  Petrus  de  Riga, 
Calon  of  Rheinis,  in  the  1 2th  century.  Leyfer, 
in  his  H/j}.  Puet.  Med.  M-vi.  p.  6512, — 736,  has 
given  large  extradls  from  this  work,  and  among 
others  the  pafiage  which  Chaucer  feems  to  have 
had  in  his  eye 

Aure  Jebal  varies  ferramenti  notat  i(5tus.     ' 
Pondera  I'brat  in  his.  Con  fona  qu«quefacit* 
Hoc  inventa  modopriuseft  ars  mufica,  quam- 

vis 
Pythagorara  dicant  banc  docuiffe  prius. 

Avouterer,  avouter,  «.  Fr.  an  adulterer 

Avouterie,  avoytrie,  a.  adultery 

Avow,  n.  Fr.  vow 

Auter,  n.  Fr.  altar 

Awaite,  «.  Fr.  watch 

Awaiting,/iarf./ir.  keeping  watch 

Awaped,/i7?-/,  pa.  Sax.  confounded,  ftupified, 

Awayward,^a''£7.  Sax.  away 

Awreke,  •u.  Sax.  to  revenge 

Axe,  -v.  Sax.  to  afk 

Axing,  n.  requeft 

Ay,  adv.  Fax,  ever 

Ayel,  17.  Fr.  grandfather 

A.yen,  adv.  and  prep,  again 

Ayenil:,  prep,  againft 

Ayenward,  adv,Sax.  back 


Ba,  %'.  feems  to  be  formed  from  bafle,  v,  Fr,  to  ki^ 

Bacheler,  n.  Fr.  an  unmarried  man,  a  knight,  one 

who  has  taken  his  firft  degree  in  an  univerfity 

Bachelerie,  n.  Fr.  knighthood,  the  bachelerie,  the, 

knight 
Bade, pa.  t.  of  bede 

Badder,  comp.  d.  of  Iiad.  adj.  Sax.  worfe 
Bagge,  -v.  to  fwell,  to  difdain,  SLi  rather  perhaps 

to  fquint 
Baggingly,  aJv,  feems  to  be  the  tranflation  of  en 

lorgnoyant,  fquintingly 
Baillie,  n.  Fr.  cuftody,  government 
Baite,  v.  Sax.  to  feed,  to  ftop  to  feed 
Balance,   «.    Fr.  doubt,   fufpenfe,    I  dare  lay  in 
balance  ail  that  I  have,   I  dare  wager  all  that 
I  have 
Bale,  «.  iS^K.  mifchief,  forrow 
Bales,  r,  balais,pr.  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  baftard  ruby 
Balkcs,  n.  pi.  Sax  the  timbers  of  the  roof 
Balled,  adj.  fmooth  as  a  ball,  bald 
Bandon,  «.  Fr.  See  Du  Cange  in  -v.  Abandons.  To. 
her  bandon,   to    her   difpofal;   a  fon   bandon, 
orig. 
Bane,  n.  Sax.  deflrufiion 

Barbe,  n.  a  hood  or  muffler  which  covered  the 
lower  part  of  the  face  and  the  fhoulders.    See'  - 
Du  Cange  in  -v.  Barbuta 
"Barcn,  pa,  t.pl.  of  here,  •o.  Sax.  bore 
Bargaine,  n.  Fr.  contention 
Bargaret,  n.  F(.  bergerette,  a  fort  of  font* 
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Barme,  «.  Sax:  the  lap 

Barme-cloth,  a^i  apron 

Barre,  n.Fr.  a  bar  of  a  door,  aflripe 

Barreine,  aJJ.  Sa.-c.  barren 

Bafilicok,  a.  a.  a  bafililk 

Baffe,  n.  Fr.  a  kifs 

Baftiiig.  fart.pr.  fewing  flighrly 

Batailed,/ar/. /"a.  Fr.  embattled 

Bath^,  for  bothe 

Bathe,  11.  Sax.  we  fliould  rather  fay  to  baflc 

Eaude,  ac/J.  Fr.  joyous 

Bauderie,  baudrie,  n.  pimping,  keeping  a  bawdy- 

houfe 
Baudy,  adj.  dirty,  with  baudy  cote,  Lydg.  Tra.  h. 

ix.  f.  26.  b. 
Bayard,  fr.  «.  Fr.  originally  a  bay  horfe  ;  a  horfe 

in  general 
Bay-window,  a  large  window,  probably  fo  called, 

becaufe  it  occupied  a  whole  bay,  t.  e.  the  fpace 

between  two  crofsbeams 
Be,  prep.  Sax.  by 
Be,  for  been,  fart,  f 3.  Sax. 
Beau  Semblant,  Fr.  fair  appearance 
Bf  au  Sire,  Fr,  fair  Sir,  a  mode  of  addrefs 
Bebledde,/'arf.  ^a.  Sax.  covered  with  blood 
Beliloite,  1;  Sax.  to  {lain 
Becke,  "u.  Fr.  to  nod 
Beclappe,  "o.  Sax.  to  catch 

"QcA^Scd,  part.  pa.  Sax.  made  a  fool  of.  See  Daffe 
Bede,  v.  Sax.  to  order,  to  bid,  to  offer,  to  pray;  to 

bede  his  necke,  to  offer  his  neck  for  execution 
Bedote,  it.  Sax.  to  make  to  dote,  to  deceive.     See 

Dote 
Dedrede,  aJj.  Sax,  confined  to  bed 
Bedreiate,  part.  pa.  drenched,  thoroughly  wetted 
Been,  n.  pi.  Sax.  bees 
Befill,  for  befell,/^,  t.  of  befall,  -z'.  Sa^. 
Beforen,  beforne,  adi'.  andprep.  Sax.  before 
Begiled,  part.  pa.  Fr.  beguiled 
Begon,  part. pa.  of  bego,  v   Sax.  gone ;  wel  begoh, 

in  a  good  way ;  wo  begon,  far  gone   in   wo  ; 

worfe  begon,  in  a  worfe  way  ;  with  gold  begon, 

painted  over  with  gold,  a  or  paintes,  crig. 
Begonne,  part.  pa.  of  beginne,  -y,  Sax.  begun 
Behalve,  n.  Sax.  half,  fide  or  part 
Behede,  n.  Sax.  to  promife 
Eehete,  -v.  Sax.  to  promife 
'Bthc^e,part.pa.  Sax.  coloured.  See  Hewe 
Behighte,  -v.  Sax.  promife 
Behighte,/'ar/.^a.  promifed 
Behighten,/iJ.  t.pl.  promifed 
Behove,  a.  Sax.  behoof,  advantage 
Bejaped,/'«r^/a.  Sax.  tricked,  laughed  at 
Beknowne,  -v.  Sax.  to  confefs 
Bellamy,  Fr.  good  friend 
Beleve, ».  Sax.  heVief;  his  beleve,  his  creed 
Belle,  adj.  fern.  Fr.  fair 
Belle,  -u.  Sax.  to  roar 
Belle  chere,  Fr.  good  cheer 
Belle  Ifaude,  F.  iii.  707,  the  fair  Tfaude,  the  mif- 

trefs  of  Triftan ;  fce  is  called  Ifoude 
Bclous,  n.  Sax.,  bellows 
Bemes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  trumpets 
Ben,   inf.   m.  Sax.  to  be,  pr.  t.  pi.  are,  fart.  pa. 

been 
Vol.  r. 
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Benched, /jffrf. /J.  furnifhed  with  benches 
Bende,  «.  Fr.  a  band  or  horizontal  firipe 
Bending,  n.  ftriping,  making  of  bands  or  ftripes 
Bene,  n.  Sax.  a  bean,  and  al  n'as  wurth  a  bene 
Benedicite!  [at.  an  exclamation,  aufwering  to  our 

blefs  us  !  it  was  often  pronounced  as  a  trifyllablej 

Bencite  I 
Benigne,  adj.  Fr.  kind 
Benime,  v.  "^ax.  to  take  away 
Benifon,  «.  Fr.  benedidtibn 
Benomen,j!)a/<. /la.  of  benime,  taken  away 
BentjAj.  ':,ax.  the  bending  or  declivity  of  a  hill 
Berained, /c/rif. /!a.  Sax.  rain(?d  upon 
Berde,  «.  6ax.  beard  ;  to  make  any  one's  berde,  to 

chtat  him. 
Bere,  n.  Sax.  a  bear 
Bere,  -v.  Sax.  to  bear,  to  carry;  to  bere  in  or  on 

hand,  to  accufc  falfely,  to  perfuade  falfely;  to 

bere  the  belle,  to  carry  the  prize 
Bere,  n.  Sax.  a  bier,  a  pillowbear 
Bering,  «.  Sax.  behaviour 
Bernie,  n.  Sax.  yeft 
Bernard,  pr.  n.  L.  W.  16.  St.  Bernard,  Abbot  of 

Clairvaux  in  the  lath  century.    Our  author  al- 
ludes to  a  proverbial  faying  concerning  him, 

Bernardus    ipfe    non    iiidit   omnia.      See   Hoffman 

in  V. 
Bernard,  pr,  n.  a  phyfician  of  Montpelier  in  the 

13th  century 
Berne,  n.  Sax.  a  barm 
Befant,  n.  Fr.  a  piece  of  gold,  fo  called  becaufe  firft 

coined  at  Byzantiunl,  now  Conftantinopie,  Sk. 
Befeke,  1).  Sax.  to  befeeich 
Befet,  htkits, part,  pa  Sax.  placed,  employed 
Befey,  part.  pa.  of  befee,  11.  Sax.  bcfeen  ;  evil  be- 

fey,  ill-beleen,  of  a  bad  appearance ;  richly  befey, 

of  a  rich  appearance 
Befliet,  part.  pa.  Sax.  fhut  up. 
Bcflirewe,  v.  Sax^  to  curfe 
'Be,^\dii,prep.  Sax.  by  the  fide  of 
'Qcim.oX.re.dfpart.  pa.  Sax.imMVitA. 
Befpet,  part.  pa.  Sax.  fpit  upon 
Beftadde,  beftad,    part.   pa.  Sax.  fituate^ ;    it  ia 

fometimes  lifed  in  an  ill  fenfe  for  diftreffed 
Befte,  «.  Fr.  a  beaft 
Befty,  adj.  flip.  Sax.  befl 
Befy.  adj.  Sax.  bufy 

Bet,  bette,  adv.  comp.  for  better  1 

Betake,  -v.  Sax.  to  give,  to  recommend  to 
Betaught,/a.  t.  recommended  to 
Bete,  V,  Sax.  to  prepare,  make  ready;    to  bete 

fires,  to  make  fires — 'to  mend,  to  heal;  to  bete 

nettes,  to  mend  nets;  to  bete  forwe,  to  heal 

forrow 
Bete,  1).  Fr.  to  beat 
Beteeche,  •u.  as  betake 
Beth,  imp.  m.  id perf.  pi.  Sax.  be  ye 
Betid,  betidde,/a.  t.  et  part,  of  betide,  1'.  Sax.  hap" 

pened 
Betoke,/ia.  f.  of  betake,  recommended 
Betraifed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  betrayed ;  thei  have  ba- 

traifed  thee 
Betwix,  bctwixen,/rf*.  Sax.  httwcm 
Bewepe,  -v.  Sax.  to  weep  over 
Bewrey,  bewrie,  v.  Sax.  to  difco^sr 
•Uu, 
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Beye,  v.  Sax.  to  tuy.     See  Abeyc 

Eeyete,  fart  pa   ..ax  begotten 

Bialacoil,  pr.  n.  Fr.  Bei-accucil,  courteous  recep- 
tion 

"^Ihhtd, part  pa.  fa^  drunk 

Bible,  «    '  r.  any  great  book 

Bicchel  bones,  ufed  in  playing  a  particular  kind 
of  game  of  hazard 

Biddc,  -v   as  bede 

Bie,  -v.   Sax.  to  fiiffer.     See  Abeye 

Bigine,/-?-.  «  h'r,  Beguine,  a  nun  of  a  certain  or- 
der.    S'ee  Dii  Cange  in  v.   Beghlms 

Biker,  n    Sax.  a  quarrel 

Bilder,  n.  Sax,  a  builder ;  the  bilder  oke,  the  oak 
ufed  in  building 

Bill,  n.  a  letter 

Bimene,  v.  Sax.  to  bemoan 

Bint,  for  bindeth 

Birde  for  bride,  u.  Sax. hjr  chere  was  fimple, 

as  birde  in   hour,   i.  e.   as  bride   in  chamber — 
JtmpUfut  comme  une  efpmifee,  ong. 

JBifmare,  n.  -'Sax.  abufive  fpeech ;  and  bold,  and 
abiding,  bifmares  to  fuffer 

Bit,  for  biddeth 

Bitohe,  n.  Fr  a  bittern 

Bitrent,/izr?  pa.  twifted,  carried  round;  perhaps 
from  the  Sax.  circumdare 

Biwopen,  part.  pa.  of  bewepc,  drowned  in  tears. 

Blancmanger,  71.  Fr.  feems  to  have  been  a  very 
different  difli  in  the  time  of  Chaucer,  from  that 
ivhich  is  now  called  by  the  fame  name.  There 
is  a  receipt  for  making  it  in  mf.  Harl;  one  of 
the  ingredients  is  the  bravvne  of  a  capon  teafed 
fmall 

Elandife,  -tf.  Fr.  to  flatter 

Blanche  fevere.  See  Cotgravc  in  v.  Flevres  blanches; 
the  agues  v^herewith  maidens  that  have  the 
greenficknefs  are  troubled ;  and  hence  //  a  les 
jie-vres  blanches,  either  he  is  in  love  or  fick  of 
wantonnefs 

Ble,  n.  Sax.  coloiT? 

Bke,  pr.  n.  a  foreft  in  Kent.  Ur. 

Elelne,  n.  Six.  a  puflule 

Blend,  11.  'ax.  to  blind,  to  deceive 

Biend,/"*.  t.  of  blend 

Blent,/>a. /.  ofblenche,-!/.  ,yfl«.fhrtnked,fl:arted,afide 

3lcrtd,part  pa.  :-.ax.  in  its  literal  fenfe  is  ufed  to 
defcribe  a  particular  diforder  of  tiie  eye,  attend- 
ed with  forenefs  and  dtmnefs  of  light;  but 
more  commonly,  in  Chaucer,  a  man's  eye  is 
faid  to  be  blered,  metaphoricallyj  when  he  is 
any  way  impofed  upon 

Bleve,  t>.  Sax.  to  flay 

Biin,  i>.  iax.  to  ceafe 

BlifTe,  1)    .  ax.  to  blefs 

Elive,  bt'Iive,  ad'u.  Sax.  quickly 

Blofme,  n    Sax.  bloffom,  i),  to  bloffom 

B!6fmy,  aJj.  full  of  bloffoms 

Bob-up-and  down,/;r.  n.  of  a  town  in  the  road  to 
Canterbury  :   it  is  not  marked  in  the  common 
maps 
Bobancc,  n.  Fr  boafling 
Boche,  «  Fr  'boffe,  a  fwelling,  a  wen  or  boll 
Bode,  boden,  part.  pa.  of  bede,  'v.   SaA.   bidden, 
commanded      - 


Bode, /a.  t.  of  bide,  v.  Sax.  remained 

Bode,  n    'flx   a  rtay  or  d!;lay,  an  omen 

Bodekin,  n    Sax.  a  dagger 

Boece,  fir  n.  Boethius.  His  moft  popular  wor&, 
De  Conro'.atione  Philofophia,  was  tranflated  by 
Chduce  certainly  before  1381,  and  probably 
mi  ch  earlier;  the  refledions  on  predeftinatioa 
(of  which  there  is  no  trace  in  the  Filoftrato) 
are  almoft  entirely  taken  from  Bo.  1/.  pr.  3. 

Boifte,  n.  Fr  a  box 

Boiftous,  adj     ax.  boifterous,  rough, 

Boiftoufly.  adv   roughly 

Bokeler,  n.  Fr.  a  buckler 

'Sdk':\mg,  part  pr.  Fr.  buckling 

Boket,  «.  SaK.  a  bucket 

Bolas,  n.  builace,  a  fort  of  plumb  or  floe 

Bcile  armoniac,  Armenian  earth.  Fr    Gr. 

BoWen, part  pa.  of  bodge,  -u.  Sax.  fwolten 

Bolt,  n  Sax.  an  arrow,  bolt-upright,  flraight  %• 
an  arrow 

Bone,  n  Sax.  a  boon,  petition,  he  bade  hem  all  a 
bone,  he  made  a  requeft  to  them  all. 

Boras,  n  Fr.  borax 

Bord,  n.  Fr.  a  border ;  the  fide  of  a  fliip ;  over 
bord 

Borde,  n    Sax.  a  table 

B-rdei,  n  Fr  a  brothel — bordel-women,  whorea 

Bordellers,  n  pi  keepers  of  bawdyhoufes 

Bore!  n  Fr.  bureau,  coarfe  cloth  of  a  brown  co« 
lour.      See  Du  Cange  m  v    Burellus 

Borel,  adj.  made  of  plain  coarfe  fluff — borcl  folk, 
borel  men,  laymen. 

Borwe,  n  iax.  a  pledge ;  hath  laid  to  borwe ; 
hath  pledged  ;  have  here  my  feith  to  borwe  j 
have  here  my  faith  for  a  pledge ;  Seint  John  in 
borwe;  St.  John  being  my  fecurity, 

Bofard,  ti  Fr  a  buzzard,  a  fpeeies  of  hawk  unfit 
for  fporting" 

Boffe,  n.  Fr  a  protuberance 

Bofl,  n   Sax  pride,  boafting 

Boft.  adv.  aloud;  he  cracked  boft 

Bote,  «    Sax  remedy,  help,  profit 

Bote,  -v    '.'ax   to  help 

^'tc.pa  ^  of  bite,  ii.  ^ax  bit 

Boteies,  adj     ax.  bootlefs,  remedllefs 

Botel,  bottelle,  «.  Fr  bottle 

Bdterfiie,  n.  Sax.  a  butterfly 

Bozhe,  a'df  "^'ax  two  together;  our  bothe  labour, 
the  labour  of  us  two  together;  noflrum  ambt- 
rum  labor 

Bothe,  coiij.  is  generally  ufed  to  copulate  twe 
members  of  a  fenteiice,  but  fometimes  more. 

And  rent  adoun  bothe  wall,  and  rafter — 
To  whom  bothe  heven,  and  erthe,  and  fee, 
is  fene. 

So  the  Greeks  fometimes  ufed  A^(po'Js/>flv.  Od.  O.  78. 
A//.ff1i^ov  KiiSoi  7-2  xai  ayXuit]    x,a.i  evsiap. 
Bothum,/j.  .  r.  bouton,  a  bud,  particularly  of  a  rofe 
Bougeron,  n.  tr.  a  Sodomite 
Boughton-under-b!ee,/r.  n.  of  a  tOwn  in  Kent' 
Bouke,  n.   Sax.  the  body 
Boulrc,  •!>   Sax.  to  lift,  to  feparatc  the    flour  of 

wheat  fiom  the  bran 
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Boun,  adj.  Sax.  residy ;  and  badd  hem  all  to  be 
bowne 

Bountee,  n.  Fr.  goodnefs 

Bourde,  «.  Tr.  ajefl, 

BdTirde,  w.  Fr.  to  jcft. 

Bourdon,  n.  Fr.  i  (lafF, 

Boure,  n.  5a«.  a  houfe,.a  chamber 

Bowe,  n.  Sax.  a  bow  5  a  dogge  for  the  bowe ;  a 
dog  ufed  in  fhooting. 

Boxe, «.  a  blow 

Bracer, «.  Fr.  armour  for  the  arm 

Bradwardin,  pr.  n.  Thomas  Bradwardine,  Arch- 
bifhop  of  Canterbury  in  1349.  His  book  De 
Caufa  Dei,  to  which  our  author  alludes,  is  in 
print.      See  Tanner  in  v.  Bradoiuardinus 

Braide,  «.  Sok.  a  ftart 

Braide,  v.  Sax.  to  awake,  to  ffert.  See  Abraide. 
Gut  of  his  wit  he  braide,  he  ran  out  of  his  fen- 
fes  ;  to  take  off 

Braket,  «•  S^it.  bragod,  a  fweet  drink  made  of 
the  wort  of  ale,  honey,  and  fpice  :  it  is  ftill  in 
ufe  in  Wales.     Richards  in  -v.  Bragod 

Braill,  n.  a  wood  ufed  in  dying  to  give  a  red  co- 
lour. See  Huetiana,  p.  a6^.  la  the  invento- 
ry of  the  effedls  of  Henry  V.  Roc.  Pari.  H. 
VI.  m.  20,  is  the  following  article,  II  Graunde; 
pecei  du  Bracile,  pris  vis.  viiid. 

Bratt,  n.  Sax.  a  coarfe  mantle 

Brech,  «.  Sax.  breeches 

Brede,  «.  Sax.  breadth  ;  in  brede,  abroad 

Bteme,  adj.  Sax.  furious 

Brenne,  -v.  Sax.  to  burn — Brent,  /a.  t.  &  j[)art. 

.    burnt 

Brenningly,  adv.  Sax-  hotly 

Breres,  «.  />/.  -Fi".  briars 

Brefle,  -v.  Sax.  to  burft 

Bret-ful,  adj.  the  fenfe  is  miich  more  clear  than  the 
etymology. 

Bribe,  ;i.  Fr-  properly  what  is  given  to  a  beggar ; 
what  is  given  to  an  extortioner  or  cheat, 

Eriben^  inf.  m.  Fr.  to  beg,  or  perhaps  to  fteal. — 
See  Rot.  Pari,  aa  E.  IV.  n.  3a,  have  litolen  and 
bribed  fignetts,  (cygnets.)  And  fo  in  P.  P. 
115,  b.  a  bribour  feems  to  fignify  a  thief,  as 
tribors,  pilors,  and  pikeharneis,  are  clafled  to- 
gether ;  and  ftill  more  plainly  in  Lydg.  Tra. 

Who  faveth  a  thefe  whan  the  rope  is  fchet— 
"ivith  fome  fafe  turiae  the  bribour  will  him 
<^uite. 

See  alfo  ancient  Scottifh  Poems,  p.  171,  ft.vii.  I.3 
]feriboures.  Upon  ftcond  thoughts  I  believe  that 
I  was  wrong  in  adopting  this  word  froni  mf.  C. 
I,  and  that  we  fhould  rather  read,  with  other 
mir. ; 

Certalne  he  knew  of  briberies  ino. 

Brtdale,  .«.  Sax.  a  niarriage  fcaft 
Sriddes,  ».  ^l-  Sax.  birds 
Brige,  n.  Fr.  contention 
:ferike,  n.  Sax.  breach,  ruin 
Brimrae,  adj.     See  Bremei 


Brocage,  n,  a  .treafy  by  a  brolicr  or  agent 

Broche,  originally  the  tongue  of  a  buckle  or  clafp; 

;    and  from  thence  the,  buckle  qr  clafp  itfelf. 

Broided,  part.  pa.  Fr.  braided,  v/ovcn 

Brokking, /i^rt.  j&r.  throbbing,  quavering 

Eromeholme,  pr.  n.  a  priory  in  Norfolk 

Bronde,  n  Fr.  a  torch 

Broften,  part.  pa.  of  brefte 

Brotel,  adj.  Sax.  brittle    , 

Brotelnelfe,  n.  brittleneffe 

Brotherhed,  n.  Sax.  brotherly  affeftion, 

Broi)ded,/>ar#.^a.  Fr.  ^roi// embroidered 

Brouken,  /«/".  m.  Sax.  to, brook,  enjoy,  ufe 

Buckes  home,  a  buck's  horn  ;  to  blow  the  buckss 
borne  is  put  for,  any  ufelefs  employment. 

BufFette,  «.  Fr.  a  blow 

Bugle-horn,  n.  a  drinking  veffel  made  of  horn.-*» 
Gloff.  Ur.  derives  it  from  buculie  comu ;  the 
gloff.  to  Anc.  Scott.  Fo,  explains  bowgle  to 
mean  a  buffalo.  I  have  been  told  that  in  fome 
parts  of  the,  north  a  bull  is  now  called  a.boogle. 

Bumble,  I".  Sax.  to  mSke  a  humming  noife;  it  iS 
ufed  to  defcnbe  the  noife  made,  by  a  bittern 

Eurdoun,  n.  Fr.  bourdon,  a  humming  noife,  the 
bafs  in  niuC.ck 

Buriels,  n.  pi.  Sax.  burying  places 

Burned,  p2rt.  pa.  Fr.  burnifhed  ,  ,      , 

Burnel  the  affe.  The  ftory  fuppofes  that  the 
prieft's  fon,  when  he  was  to  be  ordained,  di- 
refted  his  fervant  to  call  him  at  copkcrowiiig, 
and  that  the  coek,  whofe  leg  he  had  formerly 
broken  having  overheard  this,  purpofely  re- 
frained from  crowing  at  his  ufual  time,  by 
which  artifice  the  young  man  was  fuffercd  ta 
fleep  till  the  ordination  was  ovet. 

Burnette, ;?.  Fr..br;i?iettc,  cloth  dyed  of  a  brown  Co^ 
lour.     See  Du  Cangc  in  it,  Burnefum. 

Bulk,  a  bufh 

Butte,  but,  adv.  &  conj.  Sax.  but,  fed— unlefs,  nltif 
I  ne'ere  but  loft,  nan,  ejj'em  niji  ^erdita — only, 
which  that  am  but  lorne. 

But,  prep.  Sax.  without,  glolt.  Vr.  I  cannot  fay 
th,at  I  have  myfelf  obferved  this  prcpofition  ia 
Chaucer,  but  I  may  have  overlooked  it.  The 
Saxons  ufed  it  very  frequently,  and  how  long 
the  Scottilh  writers  have  laid  it  afide  I  am 
doubtful.  It  occurs  repeatedly  in  Bp.  Douglas; 
but  fpot  or  fault,  p.  3  1.  53  ;  pocte  but  pere,  p. 
9.  1.  19;  hilt  and  ben,  p.  laj,  1.  40,  without 
and  within  ;  but  an  and  binnan,  originally,  1  fup- 
pofe,  hi  utan  and  hi  innan.  By  and  with  are  o£«  ' 
ten  fynonymous^. 

Buxome,  adj.  Sax-  obedient,  civil 

Quxumly,  adv.  Sax._  obediently 

By,  prep.  Sax.  has  fometimes.  the  Cgnification  of 
in  ;  by  the  riiorwCj  in  the  morning  or  daytime; 
by  his  life,  in  his  lifetime,  it  is  fometimes  ufed 
adverbially  ;  by  .and  by,  near  hard  by.— By  and 
by,  figillatifti.  Prompt.  Park),  thefe  were  his 
wordes  by  and  by,  i.  e.  feVcrally,  diftin6ily; 
and  fo  perhaps  this  phrafe  Ihould  be  wnderftood 
ip  the  paffages  above  quoted. 

Byforne.     Sec  Beforne 

Byleve,  v.  Sax^  to  fta:y 
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Byraft,  part.  pa.  of  byrcve,  v.  Sax.  BereeTedj  taken 

away 
Byword, ».  5ax.  a  proverb 


Cacche,  v.  to  catch 

Cadence,  «.  Fr.  a  fpecies  of  poetical  compofition 

Cairrud,  j6/-.  n.  of  a  city  in  Bretagne 

Caitif,  n.  &  adj.  Fr.  chetif,  a  wretch,  wretched 

Calcination,  «.  Fr.  a  chemical  procefs  by  which 
bodies  are  reduced  to  a  calx 

Calculed, /"iz.  t.  Fr.  calculated 

Caleweis,  probably  mifwritten ;  the  original  has 
la  poire  du  caillontl.  Cotgrave  fay  S  that  ca/V/oz/iV 
is  the  name  of  a  very  fweet  pear 

CaUdone,  pr.  n.  it  fhould  be  Lacedomie 

Caliophia,/r.  n.  We  fhould  rather  read  Calypfa, 
with  the  two  Bodl.  mff.  for  Calypfo. 

Calle,  K.  Fr.  a  fpecies  of  cap 

Camaille,  n   Fr.  a  camel 

Cameline,  n.  Fr.  a  fluff  made  of  camel's  hair 

Camufe,  adj.  Fr.  flat 

Can,  V.  Sax.  to  know.     See  Conne 

Canance  ad;.  Fi'.  Cananean 

Cane,/r.  n.  Cana  in  Galilee 

Canel,  n.  Fr.  canal,  channel 

Canelle,  n.  Fr.  cinnamon 

Canevas,  «.  Fr.  canvas 

Canon,  the  title  of  Avicenne's  great  work.  See 
D" Herlehi  in  V.  Caniin 

Cantel,  n.  Sax.  a  fragment 

Capel,  .«.  Lat.  ahorfe 

Capitaine,  n.  Fr,  a  captain 

"Capitolie,  n.  Lat.  the  Capitol  at  Rome 

Cappe,  n.  Lat.  a  carp  or  hood  ;  to  fet  a  man's  cap, 
to  make  a  fool  of  him. 

Captif,  adj.  Fr.  captive 

Cardiacle,  «.  Fr.  Gr.  a  pain  about  the  heart 

CaretSies, «.  j!i/.  Lat.  Gr.  charafters 

Carfe,  pa.  t.  of  carve,  ■:;,  Sax.  cut 

Carle,  n.  $ax.  a  churl,  a  hardy  country  fellow 

Carmes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Carmelite  friars 

Carole,  12.  Fr.  a  fort  of  dance 

Carole,  11,  Fr^  to  dance,  in  caroling,  in  dancing 

Carpe,  -v.  to  talk  ;  by  carping  of  tonge,  by  fpeech 

Carraine,  n.  Fr.  a  carrion,  dead  or  putrified  ilefh 

Carrike,  n.  Fr.  a  large  fhip 

Carte,  k.  Sax.  a  chariot 

Carter,  n.  Sax.  a  charioteer 

Cas,  ».  Fr.  cas,  cl>ance,  upon  cas,  by  chance 

Cas,  n.  Fr.  cajje,  a  cafe,  quiver 

CaSiodore,  pr.  n.  Cafliodorus,  a  Roman  fenator  and 
conful,  feveral  of  his  works  are  extant.  See 
Fabric.  Bill.  Lat.  and  Bill.  Med.  Mt. 

Caft,  n.  Sax.  a  contrivance 

Cafte,  •p.  to  throw,  to  contrive 

Cafl:eloigne,/r.  n.  Cateloniain  Spain 

Cafuel,  adj.  t'r.  accidental 

Catapuce,  «.  Fr.  a  fpecies  of  fpurge 

Catel,  n.  Fr.  goods,  valuable  things  of  all  forts 

Caterwawed.  To  gon  a  caterwawed  feems  to  f.cr. 
nify  the  fame  as  to  go  a  caterwa'wing,  or  cater 
wawling,  as  it  has  been  called  by  later  writers. 


Caught,  pa.  t.  &  part,  of  catch 

Cavilatioun,  n.  Fr,  cavil 

Cecile,  Cecilfc,  pr.  n.  Cecilia 

Ceife,  ccfe,  are  mifprinted  for  felfe,  t).  Fr.  to  fcize, 
to  lay  hold  of. 

Celerer,  n.  Lat.  Celeyarius,  the  officer  in  a  mona- 
ftery  who  had  the  care  of  the  provifions 

Celle,  n.  Lat.  a  religious  houfe,  it  feems  to  be  put 
for  a  man's  head 

Celfitude,  n.  Tr.  highnefs 

Cenfer,  n.  Fr.  an  incenfe  pot 

Cenling,  part.pr.  Fr.  fumigating  with  incenfe 

Centaurie,^r.  n,  of  an  herb 

Cercle,  -u.  Fr.  to  furround 

Cercles,  a.  pi.  Fr.  circles 

Cerial,  adj.  Fr.  belonging  to  the  fpecies  of  oak  cal- 
led cerrus,  Lat.  cerra,  Ital.  cerre 

Certain,  adj.  Fr.  isufed  fometimesasa  fubftantive; 
of  unces  a  certain,  a  certain  of  gold,  2.  e.  a  cer- 
tain number  of  ounces, a  certain  quantity  of  gold 

Certain,  certes,  ad'u.  certainly 

Cerufe,  «.  Fr.  whitelead 

Cckd,  part-  pa.  for  feifed,  is  ufed  in  a  legal  fehfe  ; 
to  that  he  be  cefed  therwith,  till  that  he  be 
poffefTed  thereof,  till  he  have  feifin  thereof 

Ceffe,  -v.  Fr.  to  ceafe 

Chace,  -u.  Fr.  to  chafe,  to  purfue, 

Chafe,  V.  Fr.  to  grow  warm  or  angry 

Chaffare,  n.  Sax.  merchandife 

Chaffare,  i>.  Sax.  to  m.erchandife 

Chaire,  n.  Fr.  a  chair ;  the  chair  or  pulpit  of  a 
profeffor  or  preacher. 

Chalons,  blankets,  or  coverlets,  probably  fo  called 
from  being  made  at  Chalons 

Chamberere,  «.  Fr.  a  chambermaid 

Champartie,  n- Fr.  a  fhare  of  land,  a  partnerfliip 
in  power.  Lydgate  has  the  fame  expreffion, 
Tra,  139,  b.  viii.  17. 
-Clantepleure,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  proverbial  expreffion 
for  finging  and  weeping  fucceffively.  See 
Lydg.  Tra.  llan.  the  lafl,  where  he  fays  that 
his  book  is 

\ 
Lyke  chantcpleure,  now  finging  now  weping. 

In  mf.  Harl.  4333,  's  a  ballad  which  turns  upon 
this  expreffion  :  it  begins  Moult  vaut  mieux 
pleure  chante  que  ne  fait  chante  pleure 

Chanterie,  n.  Fr.  an  endowment  for  the  payment 
of  a  prieft  to  fing  mafs  agreeably  to  the  ap- 
pointment  of  the  founder.  There  were  thirty- 
five  of  thefe  chanteries  eftabliflied  at  St.  Paul's, 
which  were  ferved  by  fifty-four  priefts,  Dugd. 
Hill.  pref.  p.  4I. 

Chapman,  n.  Sax.  a  merchant  or  trader 

Chapmanbede,  n.  i^,ax.  the  condition  of  a  chap- 
man or  tradefman 

Char.  n.  Fr.  a  chariot 

Charboucle,  n.  Fr.  a  carbuncle 

Charge,  «.  Fr.  a  bad,  burthen,  bufinefsof  weight; 
It  n'ere  no  charge  ;  it  were  no  harm :  of  which 
there  is  no  charge,  from  which  there  i^  no  con- 
fequence  to  be  expeded  ;  of  that  no  charge  no 
matter  for  that  &  ' 

Charge,  -v.  Fr.  to  weigh,  to  incllrie  on  account  of 
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weight — which  chargeth  not  to  fay,  which  it 
is  of  no  importance  to  fay 

Chargcant,/>ari!./.r.  burthenfome 

Charmereffe,  n.  Fr.  an  enchantrefs 

Chaftelaine,  n.  Fr.  the  wife  of  a  chaftelain  or  lord 
of  a  caftle 

Chaftie,  v.  Fr.  to  chaftife- 

Chaunteclere,  pr.  n.  of  a  cock 

Cbeckere, «.  Fr.  a  chefsboard 

Chees,/ia;  t.  of  chefe,  v.  Sax.  chofa 

Cheffis,  we  fliould  read  chcfes.  The  orig.  has 
fromages 

Cheke,  a  term  at  chefs,  to  give  notice  to  the  op- 
pofite  party  that  his  king,  if  not  removed  or 
guarded  by  the  interpofition  of  feme  other 
piece,  will  be  made  prifoner  :  it  is  derived  ori- 
ginally from  the  Perfian  Jhah,  i.  e.  king,  and 
means,  take  care  of  your  king.  See  Hyde,  Hift. 
Shahilud,  p.  3,  4. 

Chekelatoun,  a  robe  of  ftate 

Chekemate,  or  fimply  mate,  is  a  term  ufed  at  chefs 
when  the  king  is  atSually  made  prifoner,  and 
the  game  confequentiy  finifhed.  The  Perfian 
phrale  is  fiah  mat,  i.  e.  the  king  is  cont^uered. 
See  Hyde,  Hift.  Shahilud,  p.  152. 

Chelaundre,  n.  Fr.  a  goldfinch 

Chepe,  'V.  Sax.  to  cheapen,  to  buy 

Chepe,  n.  cheapnefs 

Chepe,  ^r.  n.  Cheapfide  in  London 

Cherche,  n.  Sax.  a  church 

Chere,  n.  Fr.  countenance,  appearance,  entertain- 
ment, good  cheer 

Cherice,  v.  Fr.  to  cherifli 

Cherifance,  n.  Fr.  comfort 

Cher],  n.  Sax.  a  man  of  mean  birth  and  condi- 
tion 

Chcrilk,  ailj.  illiberal 

Ches,  n.  Fr.  the  game  of  chefs 

Chefe,  -u.  Sax.  to  choofe 

Chefe,  for  chefeth 

Chefte,  n.  Lat.  a  eofEn 

Chefle,  n.  debate 

Chefteine,  n.  Fr-  the  chefnut  tree,  the  chefnut 
fruit 

Chevachie,  ?j.  Fr.  an  expedition 

Chevalrie,  «.  Fr.  knighthood,  the  manners,  exer- 
cifes,  and  valiant  exploits,  of  a  knight 

Chevalrous,  adj.  valiant 

Cheve,  -v.  Fr.  to  come  to  an  agreement  or  con- 
clufion  ;  yvel  mote  he  chevc,  ill  may  he  end 

Chevefaile,  ».  Fr.  a  necklace 

Chevetain,  n.  Fr.  chieftain 

Chevifance,  n.  Fr.  an  agreement  for  borrowing  of 
money 

Chiche,  aJJ.  Fr.  niggardly,  fparjng 

Chidcreffe,  n.  Sax.  a  female  icold 

Chidefter,  n.  Sax.  a  female  fcold 
Chiertec,  n.  Fr.  tendernefs,  affedtion 

Chike,  «.  Sav.  a  chicken 

Chimbe,  ».  Sax.  the  prominent  part  of  the  ftaves 

beyond  the  head  of  a  barrel 
Chimbe,  -v.  to  found  in  confonance  like  beljs 

Chimeny,  «,  Fr.  a  chimney 
Chinche,  adj.  as  chiche 

Chinchericj  n,  ni^gardliasf* 
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Chirche,  «.  Sax,  a  church 

Chirchereve,  a.  Sax.  a  churchwai*deii 

Chirchhawe,  a.  Sax.  a  churchyard 

Chirk,  -u.  Sax.  to  chirp  as  a  fparrov/ 

Chirking,  n.  a  difagreeable  found 

Chit,  for  chideth 

Chivachee,  n,  as  chevachie 

Chiver,  -v.  Sax.  to  fliiver 

Cierges,  «.  />/•  Fr.  wax  tapers 

Cipioun,^r.  n.  Scipio 

Cipris,/*-.  n.  Venus 

Circes,  pr.  it.  for  Circe 

Citee,  n.  Fr.  a  city 

Citole,  n.  Fr.  a  mufical  inftrument.  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  in  his  very  curious  Hifl.  of  Mu- 
fick,  V.  ii.  p.  106,  n.  fuppofes  it  to  have  been  a 
fort  of  dulcimer,  and  that  the  name  is  a  corrup- 
tion of  the  Lat.  crjiella.  Befide  the  pallagc 
which  he  has  quoted  from  Gower,  Conf  Am. 
178,  it  is  mentioned  again  in  fol.  189,  among 
the  inflruments  which  fov/ned  lowe.  See  alio 
Du  Gauge  in  V.  Citola,  and  AT.  de  la  Ra'jialiere^ 
Poejies  du  Roy  de  Navarre,  t.  i.  p.  34S 

Citrin,  adj.  Fr.  of  a  pale  yellow  or  citron  colour 

Citrinaiiun,  iz.  a  chyniical  term.  Amoldus  "in  Ro- 
fario,  mf.  1.  i.  c.  5  ;  "  Citrlnacio  nihil  aliud  eft 
"  quam  completa  albedinis  digeflio,  nee  albedo 
"  eft  aliud  quam  nigiedinis  ablatio."  Gloff. 
Carpent.  in  v. 

Chmben,/'a.  t.  ft.  of  climb,  v.  Sax. 

Clapers,  n.  pi.  Fr.  rabbit-burrows, 

Clappe,  V.  Sax-  to  knock  repeatedly,  to  talkfafl; 

Clapping,  n.  noify  talking 

CU\-iid,  clafped  / 

Clarre,  n.  Fr.  wine  mixed  with  honey  and  fplces, 
and  afterwards  ftrained  till  it  is  clear ;  it  was 
otherwife  called  piment,  as  appears  from  the 
title  of  the  following  receipt  in  the  Medullit 
Cirurgia;  Roland/,  mS.  Bodl.  761,  fol.  86;  "  Cla- 
"  return  bonum,  five  pigmentum — Accipe  nu- 
"  cem  mofchatam,  cariofilos,  gingebas,  niacis, 
"  cinamomum,  galangum;  quas  omnia  in  pul- 
"  verem  redatta  diftempera  cum  bono  cum 
"  tertia  pane  mellis;  poft  cola  per  facculum, 
"  et  da  ad  bibendurn.  Et  iiota,  quod  illiud 
"  item  poteft  fieri  de  cercvifia," 

Clatternden,/ii7.  t.  pi.  of  clatter,  -v.  Sax. 

Cianfe,  ».  Fr.  an  end  or  conclufion 

Ciav/,  -u.  Sax.  to  ftroke,  he  clawed  him  on  the  back, 
he  ftroked  him  on  the  back  to  encourage  him; 
to  claw  on  tjie  gall,  figniiies  the  fame  as  to  lub 
on  a  fore  place 

Clcd,  for  clad 

Cleneffe,  n.  Sax.  purity 

Clepe,  -v.  Sax.  to  call,  to  name 

Clergie,  «.  Fr.  the  clerical  profefiion 

Clergial,  adj.  learned 

Clergion,  n.  a  young  clerk 

Clerk, /2.  jFr.  a  perfon  in  holy  orders,  a  man  of 
learning,  a  ftudent  at  the  univerfity 

Cleves,  It.  pi-  Sax.  rocks.     See  Cliffc 

ClifFe,  II.  Sax.  a  rock  , 

Clifte,  «.  Sax.  a  cleft 

Cliket,  n.  Fr.  a  key 

Ciinke,  v.  Fa.  to  ring,  n:i't  to  tintis 
Uu  iij 
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(  ippe,  V.  Sax.  to  cut  hair,  io  embrace 

Cliply,<i'<^'.  asifeclipfed 

Clobbed,  adj.  iax.  like  a  club 

Cioiftre,  n  .,  j-.  a  cloiller,  an  enclofure 

Coniben,/'a.  it.  ^  of  climb,  v.  L:ax. 

Ci'  ler,'n.  ir  an  encloiure 

Cloie-lei'e>  a  leaf  of  the  bilrdock,  or  clotebur 

C.]ottxcdi, part  J>a  Sax.  clotted        '• 

Cloue-gilofre,  ir.  a  cloV'e-treeor  the  fruit  of  it 

Cloates,  «.  ^/.  ^JK.  fmall  pieces 

Clum.  1  his  word  Teems  to  be  formed  from  the  Sax. 

■  s/.cluraian,  'wujjitare  mur/xijrare,  to  tsprds  the 
mumbling  noiJe  which  is  made  by  a  congrega- 
€idn  in  accdmpinyiiig  prayerS  which  they  can- 
not perfedlly  repeat 

Coagulat,/ari.  pa.  Lat.   curdled 

Cokes  bones,  a  corruption  of  a  familiar  oath 

Cod,  n.  iSax. 'a  bag    '  •  ' 

Cohe,  jj.  Fr.  a  cheft 

Gogge,  n.   Sax.  a  cockboat.    See  Bu  Cangi  ip  v, 

Coilons,  n.pl  Fr-  tefticles 

Coine,  n.  ir.  a  piece  of  money,  a  quince 

Coint.  adj.  Ir.  neat,  trim 

Coke,  ».  iizjt.  acook 

Gokeney,  «.'a  conk' 

Cokewold,  ».  a  cuckold.  How  this  word  has  been 

-  formed  is  difhcult  to  fay,  but  probably  it  h'as 
fome  relation  to  the  fr.  cocu.  In  the  bell  mfT.  ol 
The  Canterbury  Tales,  it  is  conftantly  fpclled  as 
abovCj  and  is  always,  I  believe,  to  be  pronoun- 
ced as-a  trifyllable.-  The  author  of  Ihe  Re- 
Medy  of  Love,  rer.  a8,8,  Jeq.  pretends  that  the 
true  ortliOgraphy  of  this  word  is  cockold,  accor- 
ding t6  a  niofl  abfurd  etymology  which  he  has 
there  given  of  it ;  an  additional  proof  (if  any 
were  wanted)  that  The  Remedie  .of  Love  was 
not  written  by  Chaucer    ■  .     .     .    -i 

Col,  n.  a:  &  common  name  for  a  dog 

Cold,  i;.  .Jflx.' to  grow  cold     '  .•, 

Coler,  «.  Fr.  acoiiar 

Colered, jsar^  pa:  collared,  wearing  collars 

Collation,  w.  Fti  a  conference     • 

Gollinges,  n.fil.  i'V.  embraces  round  the  neck 

Coltilhi'^j;.  i'ax.  playful  as  a  colt 

Columbine,  adj.  Lat.  belonging  to  a  dove,  dove- 
like         .   ■■  •  ■    .      -    ■ 

Combre-world,  n.  an  incumbrance  to  the  world 

Combi^ll,  a'dj:  Lot.  burnt;  a  term  in  ailrology  when 

■  a  planet  is  not  more  than  8"  30' diitaat  from 
thc'-fun. 

Come,  for  cometh 

Commenfai,  «.  Fr.  a  companion  at  table 

Commune, «.  Fr.  commonalty      "     ' 

Commufaes,  «•  pi  commoners,  common  people 

Comp^!gnabk,<Wfly;  <i'i-,  fociabie' 

Gompame,  for  compagne         ' 

Corapas,   n.  Ir.  a  compafs  a   circle;    the  Trine 

'compas,' the 'Trinity; -an  appellation  borrowed, 
ss  it  feems,  from  the  common  emblem  of  that 
myftery,  acircie-circumferibing  a-triangle — con- 
trivance ■  -    •      '      ■  , .  •    ■ 

Compalment, «. 

Conipaffing,  n,- 


1 


contrivance 


Compafs, -a.  to  contrive,  be  compaffed  his  thoughts 
he  contrived  in  his  thought 

Compenable,  adj.  as  compaignable 

Compere,  n.  Fr.  a  goffip,  a  near  friend 

Complin,  «.  Fr.  compiie,  evenf  .ng,  the  laft  fer-f 
vice  of  the  day,  linging  in  general 

Compowned,  fart,  pa  compofed,  put  togetfier 

Conipte,  «.  fr.  account'        '  '  , 

Concete,  n.  Fr.  conception,  apprehcnfion 

Condefceade,  v.  Fr.  to  yield 

CondJfe,  n.  pi.  Fr.  conduits 

C'onftifture,  n.  ir.  compofition 

Confuie,  adj.  Fr.  confounded,  he  became  fo  con^j 
fufe,'he  conneth  not  loke 

Conjedfe,  -u.  Fr.  to  pr'  jedt 

Conifaunce,  n.  Fr.  Underflanding 

Conjure,  -w.  Fr.  to  adjure 

Coune,  -v.  Sax.  to  know,  to  be  able ;  I  fliaj  notconne 
anfwere  ;  1  Ihall  not  know  how — or  be  able,  to 
anfwer;  thou  Ihall  never— Con,  knowcn,  thoii 
{halt  be  never  able  to  know — to  conne  thank, 
to  be  pleafed  or  obliged,yjai'o?r  ^re,  Fr.  to  conne 
maugre,  to  be  difpleafed, y^a'Z'oir  maigre,  orig. 

Confcil,  n.  fr.  counfei 

Confentant,/flri  pr.  Fr.  confentant  of  this  curfed- 
neffe,  conienting  to  t.  c. 

Conferve,  -v.  Fr.  to  preferve 

Confiftory,  n.  Ir.  iignifies  ufually  an  ecclefiafti- 
cal court,  pontus,  any  court  of  juftice 

Conflabierie,  n.  Ir.  a  ward  or  diviiion  of  a  cafllc 
-   under  the   care  of  a  conilable.   Du  Cange   in  y, 

Ccnjlabularuis  cajlri 

Conteke,  n.  Sax.  contention 

Contcnance,  «.  Fr.  appearance,  pretence 

Contra(51,^(3r/.  _^i2.  'Lat.  contracted 

Contrariauntes, /jcr;.  pr.  is  ufed  in  the  plural  num- 
ber, according  to  the  French  cuftom,  oppofing, 
contradi(S:ing 

Contraiie,  -v.  Fr.  to  contradifl 

Contrarious,  adj.  Fr.  oppoCte,  perverfe 

Contrary,  n.  Ir.  adveriary 

Contrefete,  -u.  Fr.  to  counterfeit,  imitate 

Controve,t>.  Fr.  to  invent 

Contubernial,  adj.  Lat.  familiar 

Contune,  for  continue,  1  his  is  one  of  thofe  li- 
cences, for  the  fake  of  rhyme,  which  univerfal 
cullom  can  alone  juftify.  Our  Author  feems 
to  have  been  alhamed  of  it,  as  I  do  not  recolleft 
to  have  met  with  it  in  The  Canterbury  Talesi 
Lydgate  has  been  lefs  fcrupulous.  ^ee  Trag.  a, 
b.  14.  b.  24.  b,        ■  . 

Cope,  n.  Fr.  cape,  a  cloak 

Coppe,  n.  Sax.  the  top  of  any  thing 

Corajje,  a.  Ir.  heart,  inclination,  fpirit,  courage 

Corbettes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  niches  for  llatues 

Gordeth,  for  accordeth 

Cordewane,  n.  Fr.  cordouan,  Spanifli  leather  fo  cal- 
led from  Corduba 

Cordileres,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Cordeliers,  an  order  of  friars 
fo  called  from  their  wearing  a  cord  inllead  of  a 

Corinne.^r.  n.  .    ,  ■  ,  [girdle 

Cornewaile,/r.  «.  Cornouaille  in  Bretagne  - 

Corniculere,  n.  Lai.  an  officer  in  the  Roman  go- 
verrnieut.  Sen  Fit^c^Lex.  ^^nt.  Rom.  in  v,  t,«r- 
nicultirius  ■        ?. 
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fbrnmufe,  n.  Fr.  a  bagpipe 

Corny,  adj  Sax  ftrong  of  the  corn  or  malt 

Coroune,  n  Fr  a  crown  or  garland 

Corps,  n.  ^r   body 

Corpus,  «.  Lot.  body,  corpus  Domini,  God's  body ; 
corf  us  Madrian 

Corrige,  v.  r'r  to  corrcdl 

Corrumpable,  adj  Fr.  corruptible 

Corrumpe,  ■».  ,  r.  lo  corrupt 

Corfe,  -v     ax.  to  curie 

Curfeint,  n.  Ir.  a,  holy  body,  a  faint,  the  corfaynt 
and  the  kirke 

Corven,  fart.  fa.  of  carve,  i>.  Sax.  cut 

Cofin,  n.  tr  a  coufin  or  kinfman  :  it  is  fometitnes 
ufed  adje<Slively,  allied,  related 

Cofinage,  n    ir-  kindred 

Coftage,  n.  Fr.  coft,  expence 

Cofteie,  v.  ir.  to  go  by  the  coaft 

Coftlewe,  adj  coftly 

Coftrell,  n.  a  drinking  veffel.  See  Du  Cange,  in  v. 
Cajlrellus 

Cote,  «.  Sax.  a  cottage 

Cote,  ».  Fr.  a  coat,  cote-armurc,  a  coat  worn  over 
armour,  upon  which  the  armorial_enfigns  of  the 
wearer  were  ufually  embroidered 

Cotidien,  n.  hr.  daily ;  it  is  ufed  as  a  fubftantive 
for  a  quotidian  ague 

Couche,  f  xr.  to  lay 

Couched, /ar/  fa  laid,  couched  with  perles,  laid 
or  trimmed  with  pearls 

Coud,  coudc,/!^.  /.  of  conne,  knew,  was  able 

Coveitc,  v.  hr  to  covet 

Covenable,  adj.  Fr.  convenient,  fuitable 

Coverchiefs.n.  fl.  Fr.  headclothes 

Covercle,  n.  Fr.  a  potlid 

Covert,  adj.  Fr.  fecret,  covered 

Covine,n.  Fr.  fecret  contrivances 

Coulpe,  n.  Fr.  a  fault 

Count,  'V.  Fr.  to  account,  to  efteem 

Counterpeife,  n.  Fr.  a  counterpoife,  a  weight  which 
balances  another 

Counterpeife,  ti.  Fr.  to  counterpoife 

Counterplete,  v.  Fr.  to  plead  againft 

Counter'vyaite,  v.  Fr.  to  watch  againft 

Countour,  n.  Fr.  comftoir,  a  countinghoufe  comfteur, 
an  arithmetician,  D".  435- 

Countretaille,  n.  Fr.  a  tally  anfwering  exa(ftly  to 
another,  hence  Echo  is  faid  to  anfwer  at  the  coun- 
tretaille 

Coure,  V.  Fr.  to  fit  crouching  like  a  brooding 
hen 

Courtepy,  a  fliort  cloke  of  coarfe  cloth 

Cuurt-man,  a  courtier,  homme  de  cour,  Fr.  ^ 

Couth,  couthe^  fa.  t-  of  conne,  knew,  was  able 
fart  fa.  known 

Cowardifc,  n.  Fr.  want  of  courage.  As  to  the  ety- 
mology of  the  adj.  from  which  this  word  has 
been  formed,  I  think  the  opinion  of  Twyfden 
andSomner'[G/ff^  ad  X.  Sjy^pt.  v.  Fridwite'] 
much  the  moft  probable,  who  derive  it  from  the 
barb.  Lat.  culum  wrier e,  to  turn  tail,  to  rao  a- 
Vvay.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Culnierta  and  Culver- 
tagiumy  who  rejects  the  opinion  above  menrion- 
cd,  but  without  fuggefting  any  thing  fo  plaufi- 
fcle.     Culvert  (as  it  is  written  in  the  oldeft  and 
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beft  French  mff,  that  I  have  feen)  might  eai;ly 
be  corrupted,  according  to  the  French  mode  of 
pronunciation,  info  couart  and  couard — I  have 
fomevvhere  feen  the  French  language  ft^rioufly 
charged  with  indelicacy  for  its  frequent  and 
wanton  ufe  of  the  word  cul  in  compofitiin  ;  nor 
can  the  charge  be  faid  to  be  groundlefs  BL.'fide 
the  numerous  inllances  which  will  occur  to  eve-, 
ry  b^  dy,  I  fufpedt  that  this  monofyllable  makes 
part  of  a  common  and  folemn  term  in  our  law, 
imported  originally  from  France  C«//>rj/?feemsto 
have  been  a  vulgar  name  for  a  prilbner,  a  per-, 
fon  taken  by  that  parr  which  is  mofl  cxpofed  va. 
running  away.  Holinfhed  has  expreffed  the 
fame  idea  more  delicately,  vol.  iii.  p  84a,  "  The 
"  prentifes  were  caught  by  rhe  backs,  and  had 
*'  to  prifon  "  And  fo  it  is  expreffed  in  Ancient 
Scottifli  Poems,  p  l8z,  ver.  15 — Yet  Deid 
[Death]  fal  tak  him  be  the  bak 

Coye,  II.  ■  r  to  quiet,  to  foothe 

C^-aftefman,  n.  ila--    a  man  of  Ikill 

C'ake,'y.  Fr  to  crack  [ing^ 

Crake,  crakel,  v.  Sax.  to  quaver  hoarfely  in  fing- 

Crampifh,  11.  Jr.  to  contrad:  violently,  as  the  cramp 
doc^,  An.  1 70. 

Cratching,  n.  .  ax.  fcratching 

Crakd,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  ecrafe.  broken 

Creance,  n.  i  r   faith,  belief 

Creance,  v  Fr  to  borrow  money 

Create, /iflr<  pa.  Lat  crincled,  circularly  formed, 
perhaps  from  the  Ifland,  kringe,  cirino,gyro 

Crepil  n.  'ax.  a  cripple 

Crtvafle,  n  Fr.  a  chink  or  crevice 

Criande,  fart.  fr.  of  crie,  n.  Fr.  crying 

Crips,  F  iii.  as  crifpe 

Crimppus,/'r.  n  I  find  the  title  of  a  work  in  Mont- 
faucon,  I'^ibL  Bibl.  p.  513.  to  which  Chaucer 
may  poflibly  allude  ;  Chr^tffi,  difcifuli  Euthymiz, 
in  yoatiem  encomium— and  a.gdLiTi,  p.  1314.  Chry» 
Jiffi  Prejiyteri  laudatlo,  S  Joannis  Baftifla.  It  is 
not  unlikely  that  a  panygerift  on  the  Baptifl; 
might  be  led  by  his  rageagainft  Herodias  to  fay 
fome  harfli  things  of  women  in  general 

Crifpe,  adj.  Lat.  curled 

Croce,  n.  Sax.  a  crofs 

Crois,  n.  Fr.  a  crofs 

Cromes,  n.  fl.  Sax   crumbs 

Crommed,^(?r^./'3.  Sax.  fluffed,  crammed  [KilHan 

Crone,   n.  oax.  an  old  woman  ;  kronie,  ovis  •uetula, 

Crope,  cropen,  fart.  fa.  of  crepe,  -u.  Sax.  crept 

Croppes,  n.  fl.  Sax.  the  extremities  of  the  (hoots 
of  vegetables;  now  in  the  crop,  now  at  the 
top ;  croppe  and  rote,  root  and  branch ;  the 
whole  of  a  thing 

Groflelet,  n   Fr-  a  crucible 

Crouche,  -v.  Sax.  to  fign  with  the  crofs, 

Croude,  -v.  Sax\  to  flaove  together 

Crouke,  n.  Sax.  an  earthen  pitcher 

Croun,  n.  Fr.  fignifies  head 

Croupe,  n.  Fr.  the  ridge  pf  the  back 

Crowes  feet,  the  wrinkles  which  fpread  frorjT  the 
outer  corner  of  the  eyes  :  Spenfer  defcribes  this, 
mark  of  old  age  in  the  fame  manner,  eel.  i  a ; 

And  by  in,Ine  cie  the  crow  his  claw  doth  wright, 
U  u  iiij 
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Crowned,  fart.  pa.  wearing  a  crowp  ;  crowned 
malice,  fovereign  malice. 

Crull,  adj.  Sa:..  curled 

Cucurbite,  n.  Lat.  a  gourd,  a  vefiel  ftiaped  like  a 
gourd,  ufed  in  diftillation 

Cvilpons,  n,  pi.  kr.  fhreds,  logs 

Culver,  n.  Sax.  a  dove 

Cuppe,  «.  Yr,  a  cup  ;  withouten  cuppe  he  drank 
all  his  penance,  he  took  large  draughtsof  grief ; 
he  made  no  ule  of  a  cup,  but  drank  out  ot  the 
pot 

Curaclon,  n.  Fr.  cure,  healing 

Cure,  It.  Fr.  care;  I  do  no  cure,  I  take  no  care 

Curfew-time,  according  to  the  Conqueror's  editSl, 
is  faid  to  have  been  8  h.  p.  m.  Walfingham, 
fpeaking  of  an  evept  on  the  2d  of  September 
13 1 1,  mentions  9  h.  as  the  hora  ignite^Ji.  It  pro- 
bably varied  with  the  ieafons  of  the  year 

Curiou;:,  a{fj.  Fr.  careful 

Curceis,  adj.  Fr.  courteous 

Cuflomer,  adj.  Fr.  accullomed 


p. 


Daffe,  n.  Sax.  a  fool ;  thou  doteft,  daffe,  quod  fhe, 
dull  are  thy  wittes 

Dagge,  n   a  flip  or  fhred,  pierce  plough,  6,  b. 

Dagged,  j*ar/.  pa.  cut  into  flips 

Dagging,  It.  flitting,  cutting  into  flips 

Dagon,  n.  a  flip  or  piece 

Pamafcene,/r.  n.  the  country  ^bout  Damafcus 

Pamafcene, /ir.  11.  Joannes  Mefue  Damafcenus,  an 
Arabian  phyfician  in  the  8th  and  9th  century. 
See  Fabi-ic,  Bibl.  Gr.  t.  xiii.  p.  Z56. 

Dame,  n-  Fr.  Lat.  domina,  millrefs,  lady,  mother 

Dampne,  -y.  Fr.  to  condemn 

Pan.  It.  Fr.  Lat.  do^minus ,\<ifA,yvz&  a  title  common- 
ly given  to  monks.  It  is  alfo  prefixed  by  Chau- 
cer to  the  names  of  other  perfons  of  all  forts ; 
Dan  Arcite,  Dan  Burrnell,  Dan  Caton 

Dance,  n.  Fr.  the  old  dance,  the  old  game.  The 
French  have  the  fame  phrafe,  elk  pah  ajfez  de  In 
•vmlls  Danfe.     C'llgrave 

Danger,  n.  Fr.  a  dangerous  fituation  :  in  danger, 
coynefs,  fparingncfs,  with  danger,  fJDaringly. 

Dangerous,  adj.  difficult,  fparingjy 

pante,^r.  «.    See  Gloff.  in  v.  Lavender. 

Dap|Je-gray,  the  colour  which  is  called  in  Fr. 
potnmele 

Dare,  v.  Sax.  to  flare 

Pares, /r.  ti.  of  a  fuppofed  hiftorian  of  the  Trojan 
v.'ar,  Du  1070 

Darreine,  -v.  Fr.  defrener,  Lat.  derationare,  to 
conteft 

Dart,  ft.  Sax.  a  fpear  or  javelin  ;  the  dart  is  fette  up 
for  virginitce.  There  is  an  allufioii  to  the  fame 
cuftom  in  Lydg.  Ti  a.  a6  ; 

And  oft  it  happeneth  he  that  hath  befl  ron 
Doth  not  the  fperc  like  hii  defert  poiTede. 

Dafen,^r.  t.pl.  of  dafe,  -v.  Sax.grovf  dim-lighted 

Paunt,  -u.  Fr.  to  conquer,  that  ne  with  love  may 

daunted  be,  orig.  qui  par  amwrs  iiefoit  donptea 
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^  Dawe,  v.  Sax.  to  dawfi 

Dawnening,  n.  Sax.  daybreak 

Dawes,  n.  pi.  for  dayes 

Daye,  n.  Sax.  day,  time,  at  my  day,  at  the  day  ap.f 
pointed  to  me  ;  to  graunt  him  dayes  of  the  re* 
menant,  ro  permit  him  to  pay  the  ramainder  at 
certain  days  by  inflalments 

Dca.uiatjpa,  t.  pa.  Lai.  gilded 

Debate,  v.  Fr.  to  fight 

Bcbonaire,  a^'.  Fr.  courteous,  gentle 

Decofcdypart  pa.  Fr.  cut  down 

Decorate,/",  •  n.  Decoratus 

DedCj-y.  Sax  to  grow  dead;  part.  pa.  de;^d 

T)e.d\'j,adj.Sax  devoted  to  death 

Deduit,«  i'r  pleafure 

Di^fait  defaited,/!!,  t.  pa.  Fr.  wafled 

Defame,  n  Ft .  infamy 

Delame,'w,  Fr.  to  make  infamous 

Defaute,  ».  Fr.  want  deiautes.  pi.  defedl*, 

Defende,  v    Fr.  to  forbid,  to  ranfom 

Defence,  n.  Fr.  prohibition 

Definiflie,  i>.  i'/-.  to  define,  to  make  a  definitidn 
of, 

Degree,  n.  Fr.  a  fl:air,  or  fet  of  fteps,  rank  in  life 

Deiden,  pa,  t.  pi  of  deye, -y  Sajc.  died 

Deine,  for  deien,  inf.  m.  of  deye,  -u-  Sax.  to  die  • 

Deinous,  adj.  Fr.  difdainful 

Deintee,  n.  Fr-  value,  a  thing  of  value;  hath  dein- 
tee.  values  highly  ;  told  no  deintefe  of  fet  nij 
value  upon  ;  it  was  deintee,  it  -was  a  valuable 
thing  1 

Deinteous,  adj.  choice,  valuable 

Deis,  n.Fr.  a  wooden  floor 

Del,  n.  Sax-  a  part ;  never  *  del,  not  a  bit ;  every 
del,  every  part 

Dele,  v.-  Sax.  to  divide 

Delibere,  v.  Fr.  to  deliberate 

Delicacie,  a.  Fr.  pleafure 

Delices,  n.pl.  Fr.  dehghts 

Delie,  adj.  Fr.  delie,  thin,  flender 

Delit,  «.  i^r.  delight 

Delitable,  adj.  Fr.  deledable 

Deliver,  adj.  Fr.  nimble,  Corf.  Am.  177,  b, 

Deliverly,  ad-v.  quickly 

Deljvernefs,  n.  Fr.  agility         ' 

Delve,  •u.  Sax.  to  dig 

D^lavy,  n.  Lat.  deluge  ' 

Demaine,  n).  Fr.  to^anage 

Demaine,  n.  Fr.  management 

Deme,  -u.  Sax.  to  judge 

Demoniak,  n.  Fr.  one  poflefl:  by  a  devil 

Dent,  n.  Sax.  a  fl;roke.  See  Dint 

Penwere,  >t.  doubt,  SL  This  interpretation  fults 
well  enough  with  the  only  paffage  in  which  I 
have  found  this  word;  but  I  fliould  be  glad  to 
fee  fome  other  inftance  of  the  ufe  of  it. 

De  par  dieux  jeo  aflente,  in  God's  name  I  agree. 

Depart,  11.  Fr.  to  part,  to  diftribute 

Tie^tmt,  part.  pa.  Fr.  painted 

Dequace,  v.  to  fhake  down,  q? 

Dere,  v.  Sax.  to  hurt 

T)eve,adj.  Sax.  dear 

Dereling,  ?«.  Sa\.  darling 

Dereworth,  adj.  Sax.  precious,  valued  at  a  high 
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Derne,  <7^//.  ,5fl.v.  fecret 

Derre,  ctmp.  of  dere 

Des,  F.  iii.  270,  as  deis 

"Defcenforie,  n.  Fr.  a  veflel  ufed  in  chemiftry  for 

the  extradtion  of  oxhfer  defci'njam 
Dcfcriven,  Inf.  m.  Fr.  to  defcribe 
Defirous,  adj.  Fr.  eager 
Jii.ia\z.x.,part.  pa.  Lut.  abandoned,  diftreffed 
Defpite,  n.  Fr.  malicious  anger 
Defpitous,  adj.  angry  to  excefs 
Defpitoufly,fl(/'i;.  angrily 
Defpoile,  -v.  Fr.  to  undrefs 
Deftreine.'y.  Fr.  to  vex.  to  conftraih 
Deftrer, «.  Fr.  a  war  horfe,  L.at.  dextrarius 
Deftrie,  deftruie,  v.  Fr.  to  deftroy 
Determinat,^ar?.  pa.  Lat.  fixed,  determined 
Detteles.  adj.  free  from  debt 
Deve,  adj.  Sax.  deaf 
Devining,  n.  Fr.  divination 
Devil  e,  n.  Fr.  diredlion 

Devife,  -v.   fr.  to  diretft,  to  order,  to  relate ;  dt 
point  devife  ;  a  point  devife,  Fr.  with  the  great- 
eft  exadlnefs 
Devoir,  n  Fr.  duty  ;  wele  thei  ftode  and  did  ther 

devere 
Dey,  n.  probably  originally  meant  a  day-labourer 
in  general,  though  it  may  fince  have  been  ufed 
to   denote  particularly  a   fuperintendent  of    a 
dayerie.    See  Dn  Cange,  in  v.  Daerta,  Dayeria, 
Dagafcalci 
Deye,  -u   Sax.  to  dye 
Deyer,  n   Sax.  a  dyer 

Diapred,/ar/./a.  Ir. diverfifiedwithfIouriflies,&c. 
Diche,  -u.  Sax.  to  dig,  to  furround  wfth  a  ditch 
Dide,for  died 

Dide,  fa.  t.  of  do,  -v.  Sax,  diden,  pa.  t.  pi- 
Die,  v.  Sax.  t&  tinge 
Diete,  n.  /r.  daily  food 
Diffame,  n.  Fr.  bad  reputation.  See  Defame 
Digeflible.  adj.  Lat.  eafy  to  be  digefted 
Digeftives,  n.  pi.  I'r.  things  to  help  digeflion 
Dight,  -v.  Sax.  to  difpofe,  to  drefs 
Digne,  adj.  Fr.  worthy,  proud,  difdainful 
Dike,  -u.  Sax.  to  dig,  to  make  ditches 
Dilatation,  n.  Fr.  enlargement  [thunder 

Dint,  n.  Sax.  as  dent ;  thonder-dint,  a  ftroke  of 
Diofcorides,  pr.  n.  of  a  Greek  writer  on  plants, 

whofe  work  is  extant 
Difarray,  n,  Fr.  diforder 
Difavaunce,  1).  Fr  to  drive  back 
Difaventure,  n.  Fr.  misfortune 
Dilblame,  -u.  Fr.  to  clear  from  blame 
Difcomfiture,  n.  Fr.  defeat 
Difcomfort,n. /'r.  difpleafure 
Difcomforten,  v.  Fr.  to  difcourage 
Difcoverte,  ixdj.  Fr.  at  difcoverte,  uncovered;  a 

defcouvert 
Difdeinous,  adj  Fr.  difdainful 
Difencrefe,  ».  Fr-  diminution 
Difencrefe,  i>.  neut.  Fr.to  decreafe 
Disfigure,  «.  Fr.  deformity 
Diflierited,  part.  pa.  Fr.  difinherlted,  ftripped  of 

poffeffions 
Pifhevele,  part.  pa.  Fr.  Vfith  hair  hanging  loofe, 
dejcbevds 


Disjoint,  n.  Fr.  a  difficult  fituation 

Difobeifant,^ar;. /r.  Fr.  difobedient 

Difordeined, /«?■/. /a.  Fr  diforderly 

Difordinate,  adj.  Lat.  diforderly 

Difordinaunce.  n.  Fr  irregularity 

Dlfparage,  n.  Fr.  a  difparagenient 

Difpence,  n.  Fr.  expenle 

Difperance,  n.  Fr.  defpair 

Dii'pitous,  adj.  angry  to  excefs.  See  Defpitous 

Difplefance,  n   tr.  difpleafure 

Difpone,  -u  Lat.  to  difj^ofe 

Dilport,  n.  Fr.  deport,  fport,  diverfion 

Difport,  1),  to  divert 

Difpreifing,^(zr/  pa.  Fr.  undervaluing 

Difputifon,  n.  Fr.  difpute ;  the  clergie  of  the  foutk 

made  a  difputefoun 
Difrulily,  adv.  irregularly 
Diflimule,  -v.  Fr.  to  differtible 
Diffimulings,  n.  pi.  Fr.  diffemblings 
Diffoned, />ay<./'a.  i^r.  dilTonant 
Diftaine,  -u.  Fr,  to  difcolour,  to  take  away  the  cd-* 

lour 
Dillind:,  -v.  Lat.  to  diftinguifli 
Diftingued,  part.  pa.  Fr.  diflinguilhed 
Diflourbled,  p.  f.  Fr.  difturbed 
Diftreyne,  0.  Fr.  to  cbnllrain.  See  Deflrcine 
Diftrouble,  i>.  Fr.  to  diflurb 
Difturne,  -v.  Fr.  to  turn  afide  \ 

Dite,  -y  Fr.  to  di6tate,  to  write 
Dites,  n.^/.  i^r.  fay ings,  ditties 
Ditus,  pr.  n  Di6lys  Cretenfis 
Diverfe,  adj.  Fr.  diiferent 
Diverfe,  v.  to  diverfify 
Divine, ».  for  divinity 
Diviniftre,  n  Fr.  a  divine 
Do,  1),  do,  for  don,  part.  p. 
Doand,jbar;f./r. 'doing 

Dogerel,  ai^.  derived,  I  fuppofe,  from  dbg,  fo  thii 
rime-dogerel  may  be  undeiflood  to  mean  whit 
in  French  may  be  called  rime  de  chien.     See  Cot- 
gra-oe   in    V.   Chhn  ;   chofe  de  chiai,  a  paltry  thitlfe^^ 
a  trifle,  trafli,  trumpery 
Dbgge  for  the  bowe,  a  deTg  ufed  in  fliooting 
Doke,  n.  Sax.  a  duck 
Dole,  12  Sax.  as  del 
Dole,  n.  Fr  grief,  mourning 
Dolvcn, part,  pa  of  delve,  •z'.  &*.  buried 
Dombe,  adj.  Sax.  dumb 
Dome,  «.  S'a:.  judgmeni,  opinion 
Domefman, ;;.  Sax.  a  judge 

Donet,  n  a  grammar,  the  elements  of  any  art,  froiii 
JElius  Donatus,  a  Roman  grammarian,  whbfe 
Introdudlion  to  the  Latin  language  [inter  Gramm. 
Pet,  Putfch.  p,   1735]  was  commonly  read  in 
fchools;  then  drave  I  me  among  drapers  rny  do- 
net to  Itxne:,  Fie;  ce  Plough ,  23.  b, 
Donmow,/ir   n.     Sec  Pierce  Plough,  j^/^.h. 
Donne,  don^  adj.  Sax.  of  a  brown  or  dun  colour 
Dormant,  part,  pr,  Fr.  fixed,  ready — Les  •uaijfeausi 

qui  la  dormointa  l^  ancre,  Froijfart,  V.  iii.  C.  j  Z 
Dortour,  ]i.  Fr.  a  dormitory,  or  common  ileeping- 

room 
Dofein,  n.  Fr.  a  dozen 
D offer,  n.Fr.  a  baiket  to  be  carried  on  the  l)ack 
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Pote,  V.  Sax.  to  he  foolifli  through  age  or  other- 
wife 

Doth,  imf).  m   2*1  per.  pi.  of  do,  do  ye 

Douced,  may  perhaps  be  a  corruption  of  doucete, 
whicli  i-  the  name  of  a  mufical  inftrument  in  a 
poem  of  Lydgate's,  mf  Bodl.  tairf.  i6. 

Ther  were  trumpes  and  trumpetes, 
iiowde  Ihallys  and  doucetes. 

Doughtren,  n  pi.  Sax.  daughters 

D  utance,  n.  Fr.  doubt 

Doutc,  V-  Fr.  to  fear 

Doutelees.  douteles,  adv  without  doubt 

D'^utous,  adj.  doubtful 

D'outre  mere,  I  r.  from  beyond  fea,  Du.  1,S2' 

Dowaire.  «.  Fr.  dower 

Dradde,  drad,  p  t  8c  fart,  of  drede,  •:;.  Sax.  feared 

Draf,  n.   Sax.    things  thrown   away  as  unfit  for 

man's  food 
Draf-fack,  a  fack  full  of  draff 
Drafty,  adj    'Jax.  of  no  more  value  than  draff 
Dragges,  n  fl.  Fr-  drugs 
Drtde,   n.    Say     fear,    doubt ;    withouten    drede, 

without  doubt ;  out  of  drede,  out  of  doubt 
Drede,  v.  Sax.  to  fear,  dredj/ia.  f,  for  drad 
Dredeful,  adj  timorous 
Dredeles,  adv.  without  doubt 
Dreint,/a.  t.  &i.  part,  of  drenche,  drowned 
Drenche,  v.  Sax.  to  dro-vn 
Drenche,  v.  neut  Sax.  to  be  drowned 
Drerineffe,  n.   '^ax  forrow 
Drery,  adj.  Sax  forrowful 
Dreffe,  v.  Fr  to  addrefs,  apply 
Dretche,  -•>.  a£i.  Sax.  to  vex,  to  trouble 
Dretched,  part.    pa.   opprefled,    troubled,    Cenf. 

4«.  79 

Dretche,  v  neut.  Sax.  to  delay,  ConJ".  Am.  1 78 

Dretching,  n.  delay 

Drie,  -u.  Sax.  to  fuffer 

Drife,  v.  Sax.  to  drive 

Df  inkeles,  adj.  Sax.  without  drink 

Dronkelew,  adj.  Sax.  given  to  drink,  .Pierce 
Plough  41 

Dronker,  part.  pa.  of  drink,  -a.  Sax.  drunk 

Drough,  pa.  t.  of  draw,  v.  Sax.  drew 

"Dsovyjadj  Sax.  dirty 

Druerie,  a.  i^"?-,  courtfhip,  gallantry,  a  miftrefs.  See 
Du  Cange  in  v.  Drudaria. — The  reader  may 
perhaps  be  not  difpleafed  to  fee  the  following 
defcription  of  a  drut  or  lover,  by  Guillem  Aef- 
jnar,  a  Provencal  poet,  mf.  Crofts,  fol.  %\(). 

Ben  paoc  ama  drut,  qi  non  es  gelos, 
Et  paoc  ama,  qi  non  eft  airos, 
Et  paoc  ama,  qi  non  es  folettis, 
Et  paoc  ama,  qi  non  fa  tracios ; 
Mais  vaut  d  amor  qi  ben  eft  enveios 
Un  dolz  plorar  non  fait  qatorze  ris. 

Quant  eu  li  quier  merce  en  genoillos, 
E  la  mi  colpa  et  mi  met  ochaifos, 
Et  1  aigxia  m  cur  avel  per  mer  lo  vis, 
Et  ela  m  fai  un  regard  anioros, 
Et  eu  li  bais  la  bucha  els  ols  amdos, 
Adonc  mi  par  uj?  ioi  de  paradis. 
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Drugge,  V.  Sax.  to  drag 

Dubbed,  part  pa.  Sax.  created  a  knight ;  the  phrafe 
is  derived  from  the  ftroke  (with  a  fword  or 
otherwife),  which  was  always  a  principal  cere- 
mony at  the  creation  of  a  knight ;  at  dubban, 
Ifland,  fignifies  to  ftrike  :  this  ftroke  in  French 
was  called  la  colee.  See  L'Ordene  de  Chevalerie  par 
Hue  ig  fabarie.,  ver.  244,  ftq.  publifhed  by  M, 
Barbazan   and  Bu  Cange  in  v   Alapa  MilUarh 

Duetee,  «.  Fr.  duty,  ■^hat  is  due  to  any  one 

Dulle,  "u.  aR  Sax.  to  make  dull 

Dulle,  -a.  neut  Sax  to  grow  dull 

Dun  is  in  the  mire,  faee  l^ay's  Proverbial  Similes, 
p.  519,  as  dull  as  Dun  in  the  mire.  I  fuppofe 
Dun  was  a  nickname  given  tp  the  afs  from  hit 
colour,  as  well  as  BurnelJ 

Dure,    ).  Fr.  to  endure 

Dareffe,  n.  Fr.  hardlhip,  feverlty 

Dufked,  pa  t.  Sax.  grew  dark  or  dim 

Dutee,  as  duetee 

Dwale,  n.  Sax.  a  fleeping  potion 

Dwellings,  n.pL  Sa...  delays  ;  moras,  orlg. 

Dwined,/>flr^  fiz.  "Sax.  wafted 


E. 


Eared, /)ar^.  ^(7.  ploughed.  See  Ere 

Ebraike,  adj.  Hebrew 

Ecclefiaft,  n.  an  ecclefiaftical  perfon,  the  book  0/ 

Ecclefiaftes  or  Ecclefiafticus 
Eche,  adj.  Sax   sice,  each  one,  every  one,  of  any 

number 
Eche,  v.  Sax.  to  add,  to  add  to,  to  encreafe 
Edippe.^r.  n.  CEdlpus 
Effed:,  n.  Fr.  fubftance 
Eft,  ad'u.  Sax.  again 

Eftl'one,  eftfones,  adv.  Sax.  foon  after,  prefentJjT 
Egalitee, «.  Fr.  equality 
Eger,  egre,  adj.  Fr.  ftiarp 
Egge,  i;.  Sax.  to  incite 
Eggement,  n.  Sa\.  incitement 
Egging,  n.  as  eggement 
Egremoine,n.i^r.  agrimony 
Eire,  for  air 
Eifel,  /;,  Sax.  vinegar 
Elat,  part.  pa.  Lat  elated 
Elde,  n.  Sax.  old  age 

Elde,  v.  Sax.  to  make  old,  v.  neut.  to  grow  old 
Elenge,  adj.  ftrange,  Ur.  It  fometimes  feems  to  fig» 

nify  dull,  cheerlefs,  as  in  Pierce  Plough,   iii,  b» 

heavy,  chered  t  yede,  and  ytlenge  in  herte. 
Elengeneffe,  n.  in  the  orig.  toucy,  care,  trouble 
Elte,  n  Sax.  a  witch,  a  faery 
Elf-quene,  «.  queen  of  elves  or  faeries 
Eli,  pr.  n.  feems  to  be  put  for  Elie.    See  i  Kingsj 

chap.  19  * 

Elie,  pr.  n.  Elijah.    The  Carmelites  pretend  that 

Elijah  was  the  founder  of  their  order 
Elifee,/?-.  n.  Elifha,  the  difciple  of  Elijah 
Elles,  adv.  Sax.  elfe  ;  elles  what,  any  thing  elfe  •  el» 

les  wher,  elfewhere 
Elvifti   adj.  Sax  faery-like,  fantaftick;  Ufometimes 

feems  to  fignify  fhy,  referved  •  1  •,  ^ 

Embelifc,  -v.  Fr.  to  beautify 
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Embolde,  v.  Ft.  to  make  bold 

Emboyflenient,  n.  Fr.  ambulh 

Embrouded,/arf. /a.  Fr.  embroidered 

Erne,  n.  Ha.-,  uncle ' 

^mfoTth.^rep.  Sax.  even  with  ;  emforth  my  might, 
even  with  my  might,  with  all  my  power;  tm- 
forth  my  wit,  to  the  utmoft  of  my  underfland- 
ing  :  it  is  a  corruption  of  evenforth,  ■whicn  oc- 
curs at  kngth  in  Fierce  Flough,  66,  b.  evenforth 
with  thyfelfc 

Empeire,  ij.  Fr.  to  impair,  hurt 

Emperice,  n.  Fr  emperefs 

Emplaftre,  'u  Fr.  t>.  plafter  over 

Emplie,  i>.  to  infold  to  involve  ;  implicat,  orig. 

Empoiloner,  «.  Fr.  a  poilener 

EmprelTe,  v.  neut.  Fr.  to  crowd 

Emprife,  n  Fr   undertaking 

pmptc,  11.  Sax.  to  empty 

Embatfelled,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  indented  like  a  battle- 
ment 

'E.i)\yih\ng,part.  pr.  '  af.  imbibing 

Enbofed,  fart  fa.  Fr.  embofque,  Iheltered  in  a 
wood,    Du  25i 

T.uhof{ed,  fart.  fa.   Fr   embojfe,  TAliti. 

^nbrace,  i;.  Fr.  to  take  h-.ld  of 

Enbraude,  -u.  Fr.  to  embroider 

^ncenfe,  n.  Fr.  incenfe  > 

Encenfe,  -v.  Fr.  to  burn  incenfe,  to  burn  incenfe  to 

Enchaufing,  n.  Fr.  heat 

Enchelon,  n.  Fr.  caufc,  occafion 

Encorporing,/ia;-f  fr.  Fr.  incorporating 

Endelong,/>rf/.  Sax.  along,  Wi;.  lengthways 

Ic-nAct^td,  fatt,  fa.  Fr.  indebted  « 

Endite,  -v.  Fr.  to  dicSate,  relate 

Endoutc,  V.  Fr.  to  doubt,  to  fear 

Endritj-y.  Sax.  tofufFcr 

Enee,/r.  n.  ^neas  , 

Eneidos,/r.  «.  Virgils  ^neis 

Enfaminedj/a;^/  fa.  Fr  hungry 

Enfcdte,  -v.  hr  to  infedt,  fart  fa.  infedled 

Enforce,  <».  Fr.  to  {trengthen 

Enforced,  fart.  fa.  conflrained  by  force 

Enfortune,  v-  Fr.  to  endow  with  a  certain  for- 
tune 

Eflgendrure,  n.  Fr.  generation 

Engined,  ^art.  pa.  Fr.  racked,  tortured 

^ngluting,  rather  enluting,  flopping  with  clay 

Engregge,  v.  Fr.  to  aggravate 

Engreve,  v.  Fr.  to  hurt 

Enhaunfe,  v.  Fr.  to  raife 

Enhaunfbd,  fart.  fa.  raifed 

Enhort,  ■»   Fr.  to  exhort 

Enlaced,  part.  fa.  Fr.  entangled 

Enlangoured,  fart  pa.  Fr.  faded  with  langoUr 

Enlevcn,  nufn.  Sax.  eleven 

Enlumine,  -o.  Fr.  to  illuminate 

Enoint,  fart,  fa-  Fr.  anointed 

Enfeled,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  fealed  up,  kept  fccrct 

Enfpire,  -u.  Fr.  to  infpire 

Enlure,  t>.  Fr.  to  afiiir<: 

Entaile, «   Fr.  fhape 

Entailed,/arf. /a.  Fr.  carved 

Entalente,  -v  Fr.to  excite 

Entend,  y.  Fr.  to  attend 

Eatendcment,  n.  Fr.  underfianding 


Entente,  «  Fr.  intention 

Ententif,  adj.  Fr.  attentive 

Enterchangeden,/a.  t  pi  Fr.  exchanged 

Entermedled, /■«/>/«.  Fr.  intermixed 

Entermete,  v.  Fr.  to  interpofe 

Enterpart,  v.  Fr.  to  Ihare 

Entetched,  part.  fa.  Fr.  entache ;  it  is  applied  indif.. 
ferently  to  things  and  perfons  maiked  or  en- 
dowed with  good  or  bad  qualities  :  entetched 
and  defouledwith  yvel,  ftained  and  defiled  with 
evil;  the  beft  entetched,  endowed  with  the  bell 
qualities 

Entree,  n.  Fr.  entry 

Entremees,  «.  //.  F  .  choice  diflies  ferved  in  be- 
tween the  courfes  at  a  feaft,  Cotg 

Entrike,  *.  Fr.  to  deceive,  to  entangle 

Entuned,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  tuned 

Entunes,  n,  //.  Fr.  fongs,  tunes,  Du,  309. 

Envenime,  i>.  Fr.  to  poifon 

Enveniming, «.  poifoning 

Envie,  -u.  if.  to  vie,  to  contend,  Du.  406 

Environ,  ad-u.  Fr.  about,  Conf.  Am.  239^  t. 

Environ,  "u.  Fr.  to  furround 

Envolupedj/ar/.^ar.  Fr.  wrapt  up 

Envyned,  ftored  with  wine 

Epiftohs,  Lat.  epiflles 

Equipolences,  «.  fl.  Fr.  equivalents 

Er,  adv.  Sax.  before,  before  that 

Erande,  n.  Sax.  a  meffage,  an  errand,  Du.  134^ 

Ere,  v.  Fr.  to  plough 

Ereos,  for  Eros,  fr.  n.  Gr.  Love 

Erke,  adj.  Sax.  weary,  fick, 

Erly  adv.  Sax.  early 

ErmCj-y.  Sax.  to  grieve 

Ermin,  adj.  Armenian 

Ef  nefl,  «.  Sax.  zeal,  ftudious  purfult  of  anything 

Erneftful,  adj.  ferious 

Erratike,  adj.  Fr.  wandering,  applied  to  the  pla- 
nets 

Erraunt,  fart.  fr.  Fr.  ftrolling,  applied  to  a  thief 

Ers,  erfe,  n.  Sax.  the  fundament 

Erft,  adv.fuferl.  of  cr,  firft,  at  erft,  at  firft,  for  the 
firft  time ;  it  is  fometimes  redundant,  long  erft 
or,  long  before 

Ertheles,  adj.  Sax.  without  earth 

Efchaunge,  n.  Fr.  exchange 

Efcheve,  efchue  v,  Fr.  to  fliun,  to  decline 

Efculapius,  fr.  It.  a  book  of  medicine  under  hi« 
name  is  mentioned  by  Fabric.  Bibl.  Gr.  t.  i  p» 
56,  n. 

Efe,  n.  Fr  pleafure 

Efe,  v.  to  accommodate 

Efement,  «.  relief    , 

Efie,  adj.  gentle,  light ;  efie  Cghes,  which  paflagt 
Lord  Surrey  has  copied,  Songes,  &c  p,  iz, "  and 
"  eafy  fighes  fuch  as  folkes  draw  in  love." 

Efier,  comf.  d.  lighter ;  of  cfier  avail ;  of  lighter  or 
lefs  value 

Efilich,  adv.  gently  [nus 

Efperus,  fr.  n.  Hefperus,  a  name  of  tbc  planet  Ve- 

Efpiaille,  n.  Fr.  fpying,  private  watching 

Efpirituell,  adj.  Fr.  fpiritual,  heavenly 

Effoine,  ».  f >.a  legal  excufe 

Eflat,  edate,  ».  Fr.  ftate,  condition,  adminiilratioD 
of  government 


GLOSSARY. 


Eftatelich,  adj.  (lately 

Eftres,  n.  //.  Fr.  the  Inward  parts  of  ^  build- 
ing 

Eterne,  adv.  hat.  evfirlafting 

Ethe,  adj,  Sax.  eafy 

Evangiles,  n.  pi,  Fr.  gofpels 

Even,  adj.  Sax.  equal ;  an  even  Criften,  a  fellow 
Chriftian 

Evenlike,  adj.  Sax.  equal 

Evenlike,  adv.  equally 

Ever,  W-y.  Sax.  always ;  ever  in  on,  continually  in 
the  fame  manner  ;  ever  lenger  the  more,  where 
this  elliptical  phrafe  is  expreffed  at  length. 

Everich,  adj.  Saic.  evtry  one  of  many,  each  of  two 

Ew,  n.  Sax.  yew 

Exaltat,  fart.  fa.  Lat.  exalted 

Exametron,  is  explained  by  the  context  to  fignify 
a  verfe  of  fix  feet;  it  ufuallyfignifies  the  heroic 
vcrfe,  but  here,  1  fuppofe,  muft.  be  underftood  to 
mean  the  iambic,  in  which  the  ancient  tragedies 
•were  commonly  verfified. 

Executour,  n.  Fr.  executioner 

Executrice,  n.  Fr.  a  female  executioner 

Exorcifations,  n.  fl,  Fr.  eXorcifms,  conjurations 

Expans  yer'es,  "  In  this  and  the  following  verfes 
"  the  poet  defcribes  the  Alphonfine  aftronomical 
"  tables  by  the  feveral  parts  of  them,  wherein 
"  fome  technical  terms  occur  which  were  ufed 
"  by  the  old  aftrbnomers,  and  continued  by  the 
"  compilers  of  thofe  tables.  Colleil  years  are 
"  certain  fums  of  years,  with  the  motions  of  the 
"  heavenly  bodies  correfponding  to  them,  as  of 
"  20, 40,  60,  &:c.  difpofed  into  tables ;  and  expans 
"  years  are  the  fmgle  years,  with  the  motions  of 
"  the  heavenly  bodies  anfwering  to  them,  be- 
"  ginning  at  I,  and  continued  on  to  the  fmalleft 
"  coiledi  lum",  as  ao,  &c.  A  root  or  radix  is  any 
"  certain  time  taken  at  pleafure,  frOm  which  as 
"  an  era  the  celeftial  motions  are  to  be  com- 
"  puted.  Byproporcionelconvenientesaremeant 
"  the  tables  of  proportional  parts."  Gloff.  Ur. 
*'  Argument  in  aflronomy  is  an  arch  whereby 
"  '^e  feek  another  unknown  arc|i  proportional 
"  to  the  firft,"   Chambers 

"ExpeAaunt,  fart.  pa.  Fr.  waiting 

Expleitc,  V.  Fr.  to  perform 

Ey,?;.  Sax.  an  egg;  but  as  it  were  a  grypes  ayjt, 
Corif.  Am.  1% 

Ey,  interj. 

Eyen,  n.  fl.  Sax.  eyes 

IL^ve^jfor  air 

Eyrilh,  adj.  aerial,  belonging  to  the  alr 


Fable,  n.  Fr.  Idle  difcourfe 

Faconde,  n.  Fr.  eloquence 

Facounde,  adj.  eloquent  Bu.  gz6. 

Eaerie,  n.  Fr.  the  nation  of  Faeries.  Enchantmenti 

the  work  of  faeries  ;  king  of  Faerie  ;  queue  of 

Faerie  ;  contree  of  Faerie 
Fain,  ad/.  Sax.  glad  ;  than  was  I  as  fayne  as  foule 

of  fayre  morowe,  Fieris  Pkugh,  j^j,  b. 
Eain,  adv.  gladly 


Faine,  -v.  Fr.  to  feign,  itodilTemble ;  to  fwinkeani 
travail  he  not  faineth,  he  does  not  feign  or  pre- 
tend only  to  labour,  i.  e.  he  labours  ferioufly. 

Fairehede,  n.  Sax.  beauty 

Faitour,  «.  Fr.  a  lazy  idle  fellow,  Pierce  Plough, 
3Z  b.  33  b.  faitard,  faiteor,  un  pareffcux,  figer. 
Lacombe 

Falding,  a  kind  of  coarfe  cloth,  Sh.  He  derives  it 
from  the  A.  S.  feald,  plica  :  however  that  may 
be  Helmoldus  \Chron.  Slav.  1.  i.  c.  j,]  fpeaks  of 
indumenta  lanea  (probably  coarfe  enough)  qu« 
pos  afpellamus  faldbnes ;  S-ViA  fallin  in  Irifll,  ac- 
cording to  Lhuyd,  fignifies  a  mantle.  Giraldus 
Cambr.  {Tofo^.  Hibem,  diji.  3.  c.  10,]  defcribes 
the  Irifh  as  clothed  in  phalingis  lands,  vice  pal-, 
lioriim.  paldyng  cloth,  Amfhibalus.  Birrus-,. 
Promft.  Parvi  Row  cloth,  as  faldyng  and  other 
like,  Endromis  Amfhibalus  ibid.  See  Dte  Cange^ 
in  V.  Amfhibalus 

Fall,  yor  fallen,  part.  fa. 

Falfen,  v.  Fr.  to  falfify,  to  deceive 

Falwe,  iz^'.  .fax.  yellow 

Falwes,  n.  fl.  Sax.  harrowed  lands  !, 

FamuIer,aoJ.  Lat.  domeftic 

Fan,  n.  the  qulntaine,  which  is  called  a  fan  or  van, 
from  its  turning  round  like  a  weathercock.  See 
Du  Gangs  in  v.  Vana,  Menejlrier  fur  les  turnois, 
DiSi.  Etymol.  In  V.  ^intaine,  and  Kennet's  Pa-^ 
rach. 

Fande,^a.  t.  of  finde,  -a.  Sax.  found 

Fane,  n.  a  weathercock 

Fantafie,K.  Fr.  fancy 

Fahtome,  n.  Fry  any  falfe  imagination ;  et  dirent 
flufiers  qui' Is  avoient  etc  en  fantofme,  Froijfart,  V. 
i.  c.  65 

Farce,  v.  Fr.  farder,  to  paint 

Fardel,  n.  Fr.  a  burthen 

Fare,  v.  Sax.  to  go ;  to  fare  wel,  to  fpeed,  to  be 
happy 

Fare,  «.  feems  to  have  been  derived  from  the 
French  v.  faire,  whenever  it  can  be  interpreted 
by  the  word  ado;  this  bote  fare;  for  which 
the  wardein  chidde  and  made  fare;  what  a- 
mounteth  all  this  fare  ?  betwixt  us  two  nedeth 
no  ftrange  fare  ;  and  leve  this  nice  fare.  In 
other  inftances  it  follows  the  ienfe  of  the  Saxon 
V.  fare,  as  in  the  compound  words  welfarej 
thoroughfare,  &c, 

Faren,  fare,/ia/-if,  ^a. 

Fares, /or  fareth 

^^■Ting,  fart,  pr, 

Farnie,  n.  Sax.  food,  a  meal.  See  Spelman  in  V. 
Flrma 

Farfe,  v.  Fr.  farcir,  to  flufF 

Fathe,  n.  See  Lathe 

Faute,  n.  Fr.  want 

Fawe,  adj.  Sax.  glad  ;  as  fain 

Fay,  n.  Fr.  faith 

Fayre,  adj.  Sax.  fair 

Fayre,  adv.  fairly,  gracefully 

Feblefle,  it.  Fr.  weaknefs 

Fecche,  v.  Sav.  to  fetch 

Fee,  «.  Sax.  money.  It  feems  to  fignify  inheritable 
poffeffions,  m  cpntradilUuaion  to  money  or 
moveables  ' 
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f  effe,  »,  Fr.  to  Infeoff,  to  prerent 

Feine,  v.  Fr.  to  feign 

Fel,  adv.  Sax.  cruel,  deftrudlive 

Felaw,  n.  Sax-  fellow,  companion 
♦Felawfliip,  n.  Sax.  company 

Felawfhipe,  v.  to  accompany 

Felde,  n.  Sax.  a  field 

TeUen,^.  t.  pi.  of  felle,  -v.  Sax.  felled,  made  to 
fall 

Felc,  adj.  Sax.  many 

Fcle,  -v.  Sax.  to  feel,  to  have  fenfe,  to  perceive 

Fell,  n.  Saw  fkin 

Felonie,  «  Fr.  all  forts  of  criminal  violence 

Feloun,  adj.  Fr.  cruel 

Feminie,/r.  n.  the  country  of  Amazons 

Femininitee,  «.  Fr.  womanhood 

Fend,  n.  Sax.  an  enemy,  the  devil 

Fendliche,  adj.  devilifh 

Fenne,  n.  the  name  of  the  fedlions  of  Avicenne's 
great  work  intituled  Camm.  See  Canon 

Feoffed,  part.  pa.  Fr.  infeoifed 

Fer,  adv.  Sax.  far 

Ferre,  comp.  further 

Ferreftj/a/^r/.  furtheft 

Ferd,  fere4,  pari.  pa.  of  fere,  terrified 

Ferd,  ferde,  pa.  t.  o£  fare 

Ferden  pa.  t.  pi. 

Fere,  «.  Sax.  a  companion,  a  wife,  in  fere,  toge- 
ther, in  company 

Fere, /or  fire 

Fere,  n.  Sax.  fear 

Fere,  v.  Sax.  to  terrify 

Ferforth,  ferforthly,  adv.  Sax.  far  forth 

Ferly,  adj.  Sax.  ftrange 

Fermacie,yorpharmacie,  «.  Fr.  a  medicine 

Ferme,  n.  Fr.  a  farm 

Fermerere,  n.  Lat.  infirmarlus,  the  officer  in  a  reli- 
gious houfe  who  had  the  care  of  the  infirmary, 
Du  Cangs  in  v. 

Feme,  adv.  Sax.  before 

Fers,  adj.  Fr.  fierce 

Fers,  n.  Du  6s4,feq.  the  piece  at  chefs  next  to  the 
king,  which  we  and  other  European  nations 
call  the  queen,  though  very  improperly,  as 
riyde  has  obferved.  Phirx  or  Pherzan,  which 
is  the  Perfian  name  for  the  fame  piece^  fignifies 
the  king's  chief  counfellor  or  general.  Hijl, 
Shabllud.^.  88,9 

Ferthing,  n.  Sax.  a.  farthing,  any  very  fmall  thing  ; 
no  ferthing — of  grefe,  not  the  fmalleft  fpot  of 
grcafe 

Fcft,  ft.  Sax.  fill 

Fefte,  n.  Fr.  feaft 

Fe&ey'mg,part.p»:  Fr.  feafting 

Feftlich,  a(lj.  ufed  to  feafts 

Fetche,  n.  Sax.  a  vetch 

Fete, «.  Fr  work 

Fetlfe,  adj.  well  made,  neat 

Fetlfely,  adv.  neatly,  properly 

Fette,  {et,pari.  pa.  of  fecche 

Fey,  n.  Fr.  faith 

Feyre,  n.  Fr.  a  fair  or  market 

Fiaunce,  «.  Fr.  truft     ; 

Fidel,  n.  Sax.  a  fiddle 

Fill, /»/■  fell, /a.  ^.  of  fall 


S  A  R  Y,  68^ 

Finch,  n.  Sax.  a  fmall  bird  ;  to  pull  a  finch,  was  a 
proverbial  expreflion,  fignifying  to  ftrip  a  matt 
by  fraud  of  his  money,  Sec. 

If  I  may  gripe  a  riche  man 
I  ftiall  iopullt  him,  if  I  can, 
That  he  ihall  in  a  fewe  ftoundes 
Lefe  all  his  markes  and  his  poundes.— 
Our  maidens  fliall  eke  plucke  him  fo 
That  him  fliall  neden  fethers  mo. 

Withoute  fcalding  they  hem  pulk. 

Find,  V.  Sax.  to  find,  to  fupply.  Fint^/or  findeth 

Fine,  fin,  n.  Fr.  end 

Fine,  v.  Fr.  to  ceafe 

Fine,  ad/.  Fr.  of  fine  force,  of  very  neceffity 

Fit.  n.  Sax.  a  divifion  or  fliort  portion  of  a  poem. 

See  Gloff.  Percy  In  V. 
Flttingeft,  adj./up.  Sax.  mpfl.  fitting 
Fixe,  adj.  Fr.  fixed 
FlaIe,/or  fley,  pa.  t.  of  flee,  flew 
'S\a.int,part.pa,  of  flale,  v.  Sax.  flaled  or  flead, 
Flambe,  n.  Fr.  flame 

Flatour,  n.  Fr.  a  flatterer.  Conf.  Am.  154,  b. 
Flawe,  adj.  yellow,  from  the  Lat.  flavtu.    Gloff. 

Ur 
Flecked,  adj.  fpotted 
Fleckering,  part.  pr.  See  Flicker 
Flee,  V.  neut.  Sax,  to  fly 
Fleen,  n.  pi.  Sax.  fleas 
Fleme,-!;.  Sax.  to  banifli 
Flemed,  part.  pa. 
Flemer,  n.  baniiher 
Flete,  V.  Sax.  to  float,  to  fwim 
Flete,  for  fieteth 
Fletlng,/>ar^  pr. 
Flicker,  v.  neut.  Sax.  to  flutter 
'EViifV.  neut.   iSax,  tofly;  ellefuil,  or'lg; 
Flit,  V.  a£}.  R.  to  remove 

Filtering,  part.  pr.  floating,  Jluiiantus  orlg. 
Flitted,  part.  pr.  removed,  ftiifted 
Flo,  n.  ija*.  an  arrow,  Flone,//. 
Flockmel,  adv.  Sax.  in  a  flock 
Florein,/!?-.  «<  a  fpecies  of  gold  coin 
Flotery,  adj.  Sax.  floating 
Flotte,  V.  Fr,  to  float, 
Flotte,  V.  as  flete 
Floureles,  adj.  without  flower 
Flourette,  n.  Fr.  a  fmall  flower 
Floyting,  playing  on  the  flute 
Foine,  v.  Fr.  to  make  a  pafs  in  fencing,  to  pulli 
Folfon,  n.  Fr.  abundance 
Foled, part.  pa.  Sax.  foaled 
Folehardinefs,  n.  Fr.  raflinefs, 
Fole-large,  adj. penult,  foolilhly  liberal 
Folie,«.jFr.  folly 
Folily,  adv.  fooliflily 
Folwe,  V.  Sax.  ,to  follow 
Foly,  adj.  foolifli 
Fond,  adj.  Sax.  foolifli 
Fond,  pa.  t.  of  find 
Fonde,  v.  Sax.  to  try 
Fong,  V.  Sax.  to  take, 
I  Fonnc,  n.  Sax,  a  fool, 
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iFontie,  s,  to  be  foolJffi 
Font-ftone,  n.  Sax.  a  font  for  baptizing 
For,  firefi.  Sax.  fro.  Lat  pour.  Fr.  ;  it  is  frequently 
prefixed  to  verbs  in  the  infinitive  mood  in  the 
French  manner ;  for  to  tellen  ;  for  to  don  ;  pour 
dire,  pour  fairs;   for  to  han  ben,  ^oar  avour  ete. 
It  fometimes  lignifies  againft;  for  percing  of 
his  herte,  againft,  or  to  prevent,  piercing;  for 
fteling  of  the  rofe;  againft  ftealjng.  See  Pierce 
Plough;  31.  fome  fliall  fowe  the  facke  for  ftied- 
ding  of  the  wheate,  i.  (r.  to  prevent  fhcdding 
Bor,  cotij.  Sax.  i[uia,  JLat.  pour  ce  que,  'Fr,  becaufe 
that ;  for  him  hifte  to  ride  fo ;  for  (he  wolde 
virtue  plefe ;  for  I  tech'e 
For,  in  compofition,  has  various  powers  ;  it  is  riioft 
commonly  intenfive  of  the  fignificatiori  of  the 
word  with  which  it  is  joined,  as  in  fordronkcn, 
fordry;  fdtfered,  &c. ;  fometimes  privative,  as 
in  forbodcn,  foryete;  arid  forhetimes  only  com- 
municative df  ail  ill  fenfe,  a;s  in  forfaite,  forfafe, 
forjuged,  &c. 
For^  Fr.  and  ver;  Bsig^  have  fittiilar  powers  in 

eompofitioh 
Forbere,  <u.  Sax.  to  abftain 

Forhoden, part.  pa.  offorbede,  v.  Sax.  fdrbiddcii 
Forbrake,  pa.  t.  broke  off ;  abrupi,  orig. 
Forbru^d,  part.  pa.  Fr.  forely  bruifed 
Force,  n.  Fr.  no  force,  no  matter  5  I  do  no  force, 
I  care  not ;  I   do  nO  force  of  youi-  divinitee,  I 
care  not  for  your  divinity  ;  no  force  of  deth,  no 
tnatter  for  death ;  they  yeve  no  force,  they  care 
not ;  defiuit  a-uoir  ne  fali  force,  orig. 
Forcutte,  'V.  Sax.  to  cut  through 
Fordo,  -v.  Sav.  to  do  away,  to  ruin 
Fordon,  fordo,  ^arf.j^ii.  undone 
Fordrive,  (^iordriven)  part.  pa.  Air.  driven  away 
¥ordronken,  part.  pa.  Sax.  very  drUnken 
Fordry,  at^j.  Sax.  very  dry 
Totdvfme:d,part.pa.  Sate.  Wafted  away 
Fore,  {iortn)  fart  pa.oi  i&re,  11.  Sax.  gone 
Tore  prep.  Sax.  is  felJom  ufed  by  itfelf;  in  com- 
pofition it  has  the  power  of  before. 
Forein,  n.  a  jakes,  Gloff.  Ur.  from  Si. ;  the  con- 
text feems  rather  to  require  that  it  fliould  fig- 
nify  an  outward  court  or  garden 
Foreweting,  n.  Sax.  foreknowledge 
Forewote,  forewete,  v.  Sax.  to  foreknow 
Forfaite,/!;,  Fr.  to  mifdo 

Forfare,  v.  Sax.  to  fare  ill  1 

Forfered,/i<7r/. /«.  Sax  much  afraid 
Forgifte,  »  Sax.  forgivenefs 
Forgon,  inf.  v.  Sax.  to  omit,  to  lofe 
Toigrovren, part. pa.  Sax.  overgrowen 
¥or\ugcd, part.  pa.  Fr'.  wrongfully  judged 
Forkerve,  ij.  Sax.  to  carve  or  cut  through 
"Forl'dhfpart.  pa.  Sax.  left  off  entirely 
Forlefe,  1/.  Sax.  to  lofe  entirely 
Porlete,  v.  Sax.  to  give  over,  to  qiiit 
Forlorc,  (forloren)  part.  pa.  Sax.  utterly  loft 
Forloyne,  «.  Fr.  forlonge,  a  term  of  the  chafe, 
which  lignifies  that  the  game  is  far  off,  Du.  386 
Forme,  adj.  Sax.  firft ;  Adam  our  forme  father 
Jormeiiyadj.fup.  Sax.  firft,  Du.  890 
Formell,  A.  F.  371,  js  put  for  the  ferjiale  of  any 
fewl,  more  frequently  for  a  female  eagle 
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Forpined,  part,  pa.  Sdx.  Vvaftcd  a  waf,  tornienf. 

ed 
Forfake,  -o.  Sax.  to  deny 
Forfhapen,/ar^.  fa.  Sax.  transformed 
Fdlftironke,(for(hronken)/<zr/. /«.  Sax.  ftrunkuj^ 
Forfleuthe,  forflouthe,  forflugge,  «.  Spx.  to  lofe 

through  floth 
Forfongen,^ar^  pa.  Sax.  tired  with  finging' 
Forfter,  n.  F  .a.  forefter 
Foreftraught,/>ar?,^i7.  Stx  diftracfted 
Forthby,  ai/t*  oai,  forward  by 
Forther,  v.  Sax.  to  further,  to  advance 
Forthinke,  -v.  Sdx.  to  grieve,  to  vex 
Forthought.^fl.  /.  of  forthinke 
Forthren,»'^OT.  of  forther 
Forthy.  fon/.  .?«...  therefore  ■     ^ 

Fortroden,  part-  fa.  of  fortread,  >>}>  Sax.  trodei 

down 
Fortuit,*?^'.  Fr.  accidentajl 
Forrune,  v.  Fr.  to  make  fortunate,  to  give  goodo^ 

bad  fortune 
Fortunous,  adf    proceding  from  fortune 
Forwaked, part. pa.  Sax.  having  Wa^ed  long 
Forwandred,  fart.   pa.    Sax.    having   wandred 

long  ,  . 

Forwelked,;5i?r/./a.  Sax.  much  wrinkled 
Fovwf^t,part.pa.  Sax.  having  much  wept 
ForyNettd,part.  pa.  Six.  worn  out 
Forewerie,  adj.  Sax-  very  weary 
Forword,  (foreword)  n.  Sax.  a  promife  or  Cove." 

nant 
Forwounded,  part.  pa.  Snx  much  wounded 
Forwrapped,  pari.  pa.  wrapped  up 
Foryelde,  v.  Sax.  to  repay 
Foryete,  -a.  Sax.  to  forget 
Foryetten,  part.  pa. 
Fofter,  n.  Fr.  as  fofter    .. 
Foftred,  pari.  pa.  of  fofter,  v.  Sax.  nourifhed 
Foftring,  n.  nutriment 
Fote-hot,  immediately 
Fote-mantel,  means,  I  fuppofe,  a  fort  of  riding-pi. 

ticoat,  fuch  as  is  now  tifed  by  market-women 
Fother,  «.  Sax.  a  carriage-load ;  an  indefinite  large 

quantity 
Foudrcj  n.  Fr.  lightning 
Foule,  t'.  Sax-  a  bird 
Found, pa.  t.  of  find,  fupplied 
Founde,  -y.  as  fonde 

Foundred,  pa.  t.  of  founder,  -v.  Fr.  fell  dowtii' 
Fowertie,  tiu/ti.  Sax.  forty 
Foxerie,  n.  foxifli  manners 
Fra,  for  fro,  prep.  Sax.  from  ;  it  is  fometimes  ufed 

adverbially,  till  and  fra,  to  and  fro 
Fraine,  <y.  Sax.  to  afk 
Franknet,  n.  pi.  Sax.  fpots,  freckled 
Franchife,  n.  Fr.  franknefs,  generolity 
Frank,  B.  a  denomination  of  French  misney*  an- 

fwering  at  prefcnt  to  the  li-vre  'Teurnais 
Frankelcin,  pr.  n. 

Fraught,  v.  Sax.  to  freight,  load  a  fhip 
Fre,  adj.  Sax.  willing,  unconftrained,  at  liberty  It* 

beral,  bountiful  ^' 

Fredom,  n.  Sax-  as  franchifc 
Frceltee,   n.  Fr.  frailty 
Fregius,  for  Phrygius 
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grenade,  fremed,  odj.  Sax.  ftratige,  to  frend  he  to 

fremed,  Pierce  Plough,  79 
Frenetike  xdj.  Fr.  frantick 
Frenfeie,  n.  Fr.  a  frenzy 
Fiere,/7.  Fr.  a  frier,  Pierce  Plough,  l%.  a-  b. 
Freflie,  v.  Fr.  to  refrefli 
Fret,  n.  Fr.  a  band 
Fret,  frette,  f>art.p.a.  Fr.  fraught,  filled,  or  perhaps 

wrought  in  a  kind  of  fretwork ;  a  fort  of  blazon 

is  called  frette;  and  through  the  fret  full  of 

falfhede — we  (hould  read — a  trouthe  fret  full  of 

fallhede 
Frete,i;.  Sax.  to  eat,  devour  * 

Frcring,^a/-r.  pr. 
Frette,  (freted)/)«rf.  pa. 
Freyne,  v.  Sax.  as  frainc 
Frife,/ir.  «.  Friezland 
Frote,  V.  Fr.  to  rub 
Frounceles,  adj.  Fr.  without  wrinkle 
Froward,  adj.  Sax.  averfe 
Fro  yC;  from  you  ;  ye  is  put  for  you,  that  fro  ye 

may  rhyme,  in  appearance  at  leaft,  with  joye 

and  Troye 
Fruftuous,  adj.  Fr.  fruitful  • 

Fruiteftere,  n.  Sax   a  female  feller  of  fruit 
Ful-drive,  part.  pa.  fully  driven,  completed 
Fulke,  (^Fr.  folke)  n.  Sax.  people 
Fulfumneffe,  «.  Sax.  fatiety 
Fumetere,  pr.  n.  of  a  plant,  fumitory,  fumaria — 

purgat  bilem  et  humvres  adujios.   Ray's  Synopjis. 
Fumolitee,  n.   Fr.  fumes    ariling   from  cxceffive 

drinking 
Fundament,  n.  Fr.  foundation 
Furial,  adj.  Fr.  raging 
SixGb\e,adj.  Fr.  capable  of  being  melted 
Fy,  interj.  Fr.  I  fay  fy,  I  cry  fhame 


Gabbe,  "v.  Fr.  to  talk  idly,  to  lie;  gabbe  I  of  this? 

num  id  mentior  f 
Gacides,   is    probably   a   mifprint    for     .Macides, 

though  I  do  not  know  what  Chiron  had  any 

right  to  that  title 
Gadling,  n.  Sax.  an  idle  vagabond 
Gadredj/iz^/./a-  >i"a«.  gathered 
Gailer,  n.  ¥r.  gaoler 
Gaillard,  adj.  Fr.  brifk,  gay 
Gaitre-beries,  berries  of  the  dog-wood  tree,  cor- 

nusfamina 
Galaxie,  pr.  it.   the  Milky  Way,  a  track  In  the 

heavens  fo  called 
Gale,  V.  Sax.  Galan  Lax,  fignifies  canere. 
Galfride./T.  n.  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth,  Geoffrey 

Vinfauf.   See  Gaufride 
Galice,  pr.  n.   a  province  of  Spain,  the  famous 

Ihrine  of  St.  James  at  CoropofteUa  was  in  Ga- 

licia 
Galingale,  pr.  «.  fweet  cyprefs 
Gallien,  Galian,  fr.  n.  Galen 
|Galoche,  n.  Ir.  a  (hoe 
Galpe.-K.  Sax.  to  gape,  to  yawn 
Galping,  part-  pr.  gaping,  yawning 
Galwes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  the  gallowi 


Gun,  pa.  t.  of  ginne,  v.  Sax.  began 

Gannen,  pi. 

Gar,  1).  Sax.  tifmake 

Gardebrace,  n.  Fr.  armour  for  the  arm 

Gargate,  n.  Fr.  the  throat 

Garifoun,  feems  to  be  ufed  as  a  -o.  to  heal;  the 
orig.  has  garifon,  a.  n.  healing,  recovery 

Garnement,  n.  Fr-  a  garment 

Garner,  n.  Fr.  a  granary  or  ftoreroom 

Garnifon,  ».  Fr.  a  guard  or  garrifon 

Gaftnefs,  n.  Sax.  gaftlinefs 

Gate,  gatte,;»^.  t.  of  get,  v.  Sax.  gat,  begat 

Gate,  n.  Sax.  a  way ;  went  her  gate,  went  het 
way 

Gatifden,/r.  ».  John  Gatefden,  author  of  a  medi- 
cal work,  entitled  Po/o  Angli  ana,  in  the  14th 
century.  See  Tanner  in  v. 

Gaude,  n.  Fr.  jell,  gaudes,//.  ridiculous  tricks 

Gaufride,// .  n. 

Gaure,  v.  to  ftare,  for  them  that  gaured  and 
call  on  me  their  fight  Lyd.  Gra.  b.  ix.  f.  zj. 
b. 

Gawainj/r.  «.  nephew  to  King  Arthur  by>his  fif- 
ter,  married  to  King  Lot :  fft  fays  the  Brit.  Hift* 
which  goes  under  the  name  of  Geoffrey  of  Mon- 
mouth, and  I  believe  it  will  be  in  vain  to  look 
for  any  more  authentick  genealogift  of  all  that 
family ;  he  is  there  called  Walganus.  The  Fr, 
romancers,  who  have  built  upon  Geoffrey's  foun- 
dations, agree  in  defcribing  Gawain  as  a  model 
of  knightly  coUrtefy  :  to  this  his  eftabiilhed 
charadler  our  author  alludes 

Gayler,  n.  Fr.  as  gailer 

Geant,  n.  Fr.  giant;  the  crane  the  geant 

Gear, «.  Sec  gere 

Gende,  for  gent 

Genelon,  pf.  n.  of  one  of  Charlemagne's  ofiicers, 
who  by  his  treachery  was  the  caufe  of  the  de- 
feat atRoncevaux,  the  death  of  Roland,  &c.  for 
which  he  was  torn  to  pieces  by  horfes.  This  at 
leaft  is  the  account  of  the  author  who  calls  him- 
felf  Archbilhop  Turpin,  and  of  the  romancers 
who  followed  him,  upon  whofe  credit  the  name 
of  Genelon  or  Ganelon  was  for  feveral  centuries 
centuries  a  fynonymous  expreffion  for  the  worft 
of  traitors.  Our  Author  alludes  to  his  treache- 
ry, and  to  his  punifhment.     Sec  alio  Du.  1131. 

Gent,  adj.  Fr.  neat,  pretty 

Genterie,  n.  Fr.  gentility 

Gentil,  adj.  Fr.  in  its  original  fcnfe  means  welborn, 
of  a  noble  family,  "  II  y  avoit  un  Chevalier, 
"  Capitaine  de  la  ville  :-r-point  gentdhomme  vC 
"  eftoit :— et  I'avoit  fait,  pour  fa  vaillance,  le 
"  Roy  Eaouard  Chevalier,"  Freijfart,  v.  ii.  c. 
77.  It  is  commonly  put  for  civil,  hberal,  gen- 
tlemanlike 

Gcntileffe,  «.  ■  V.  follows  the  fignifications  of  gentil 

Geomancie,  n.  Fr.  divinations  by  figures  made  oa 
the  earth 

Gere,  «.  Sa- .  all  forts  of  inftruments ;  of  cookery, 
of  war,  of  apparel,  of  chemiflry ;  in  hir  quainte 
gerc',  in  their  lliajige  fafhions 

Gene,  gerJul,  changeable,  probably  from  the  Fr. 
girer,  t;.  turn  round  :  gieiful 

Gerload, «.  ^  r.  a  garland,  the  name  of  a  doe 
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Geffe,  V.  Sax.  to  guefs 

Ceft,  n.  Sax.  a  gueft 

Geftes,  n.  pi.  Lat.  adlons,  adventures 

Geftour,  «.  a  rdater  of  jefts 

Get,  n,  Fr.  gefte,  faOiion,  behaviour  ;  with  that 
falfe  get,  with  that  cheating  cqntrivanfe 

Gethe,  for  goeth 

Gie,  •»,  Sax.  to  guide 

Gigges,  ».  pi.  irregular  founds  produced  by  the 
wind,  &c.  Gig.ue,  L<r  fignified  a  mufical  inftru- 
ment  hke  a  fiddle,  and  from  thence  a  fort  of 
light  tune,  Menage  in  V.  It  is  probably  a  word 
of  Teutonic  origilnal.  See  Junius 

Gilbertin,  fr.  n.  an  Englifh  phyfician  of  the  13th 

..    century.     See    FulLricius,  Bibl.    Med.  Mt.   in  v. 

■     Gilltertus  de  JiqiM'^ 

GrWt^part.  pa.  Sax.  gilded,  of  the  colour  of  gold 

Gilt.ff.  S(fx.  guilt 

Gilour,  n.  Fr.  a  deceiver 

GtUe-Jp.s,  adj.  Sax.  free  from  guilt 

Q^tif,  adj.  Sax.  guilty,  Conf.  Am.  62,  b. 

Gin,  n.  tr.  engine,  contrivance 

Gingib?r,  n.  Fr.  ginger 

Ginne,  i»l  Sax.  to  begin 

Gipciere,  n.  Fr.  a  pouch  or  purfe 

Gipe,  rf.  Fr.  an  upper  frock  or  caflbck 

Qipon,  n.  Fr.  a  fliort  caffock 

Qirde,  r-  Sax.  to  flxike,  to  fmlte  ;  this  word  is  per- 

,    ^aps  the  original  of  gride  in  Spenfer.   See  Obf. 

'   on  Spenf.  v.  ii.  p.  62 

CSirdelftede,  «.  Sax.  the  waift,  the  place  of  the  gir- 
dle 

Girles,  rt.  pi.  Sax.  young  perfons  either  male  or  fe- 
male 

Girt,  part.  pa.  of  girde ;  thutgh^irt,  fmitten 
through 

Gifarme,  n.  Fr.  a  battleax.  See  Du  Cange  in  Gi- 
Jiirttia 

Cife,  rt.  Fr.  guifc,  fdfliion  ;  at  his  owen  gife,  in  his 
own  manner,  as  he  would  wifh 

Gite,  n.  Fr.  a  gown 

Giterne,  n.  Fr.  a  guitar 

Giterning,  «•  playing  on  a  giterne 

Glade,  v.  Sax.  to  make  glad 

Glader,  p.  one  that  maketh  glad 

Gladfom,  adj.  Sax.  pleafant 

Qlafe,  for  glofe 

Glafe,  i>.  Sax.  to  put  glafs  into  windows,  Du.  323 

Glafinge,  n.  glafawork,  Du.  317 

Gle,  rt.  Sax.  mirth,  mufic  ;  glees,  //.  mufical  inftru- 
mcnts 

Glede,  n.  Sax.  a  burning  coal ;  gledes,  pi.  fparks  of 
fire 

Gleire,,«.  jFc.  the  white  of  an  egg 

Gler(t.  pi;i.  t.  glanced 

Gleve,  n.  Fr.  glaive,  a  lance 

Glimfing,  It.  glimmering 

Gliteren,/'ar.  /.  pL  of  gliter,  v.  Sax. 

CloAc,  pa.  t.  of  glide, -y.  Sax.  fhe  glode  forth  as  an 
adder  doth,  Conf.  Am.  105 

GlombPi  '!'•  Sax.  to  look  gloomy 

Glofe.  n.  Fr.  a  comment  01  interpretation 

Glofe,  -v.  to. comment  or  interpret,  to  fpeak  ten- 
derly, to  flatter 

Gloton,  n.  Fr.  a  glutton 


Gloweden./'iJ.  (■  pL  of  glow,  v.  Sax. 

Gnarre,  «.  a  hard  knot  in  a  tree 

Gnat,  n.  Sax.  is  put  for  any  little  worthlefs  thing 

Gniding,^izr/.^r.  <&.<r.  rubbing 

Gnoffe,  n.  an  old  cuif,  a  mifer,  Gloff.  Ur.  I  ^novi^ 
not  upon  what  authority 

Gnowe,  pa,  t.  of  gnawe,  -v.  Sax. 

Go,  V.  Sdx.  means,  fometimes  to  walk,  in  contra- 
diftintSlion  to  riding 

Go,  (gon)  part.  pa.  "* 

Gobbet,  n.  Fr.  a  morfel,.abit 

God,  n.  Sax.  God  toforne,  God  going  before ;  Deo 
favente,  Goddes  armes  two^  Goddes  bones,  vul- 
gar oaths.  A'  Goddes  half.  See  Halfe 

Gode,  crood,  n.  Sax.  wealth,  goods 

Gode-les,  adj.  without  money  or  goods 

Godelyhede,  «.  Sax.  goodnefs 

Godenefs,  n.  Sax.  at  godenefs,  at  advantage  ;  and 
fo  we  fhould  read  where  the  editt.  have  at  gode 
me  s,  the  orig.  has  en  ion  point 

Godfib,  n.  Sax.  a  goffip,  a  godfather 

Golifli,  adj.  foolifh,  from  the  Fr.  goQe,  dull  ftupid 

Gold,  «.  a  flovs/^er  commonly  called  a  turnfol. 
Gower  fays  that  Leucothea  was  changed 

Into  a  floure  was  named  golde, 
Whiche  flont  governed  of  the  fonne. 

Conf.  Am.  121.  b. 

Gnld-hewen,  adj.  Sax.  of  a  golden  hue  or  coloui^ 

Goldfmithrie,  n.  Sax.  goldfmiths  work 

Golet,  !t.  Fr.  the  throat  or  gullet 

Goliardeis,  Fr.  This  jovial  {e&  fe'ems  to  have  been 
fo  called  from  Golias,  the  real  or  alfumed  name 
of  a  man  of  wit  toward  the  end  of  the  1 2th 
century.  He  wrote  the  Apccslypfis  Golia,  and 
other  pieces,  in  burlefque  Latin  rhymes,  fame 
of  which  have  been  falfely  attributed  to  Walter 
Map.  See  Tanners  Bibl.  Brit,  in  V.  GoHardus. 
In  feveral  authors  of  the  lath  century,  quoted 
by  Du  Cange,  the  Gollardi  are  claffed  with  the 
juculares  et  buffones 

Gomme,  n.  Fr.  gum 

Gon,  inf.  m.  Sax.  to  go ;  fo  mote  I  gon,  fo  may  [ 
fare  well ;  fo  mote  I  ride  or  go,  fo^  may  I  fare 
well  riding  or  walking,  i.  e.  in  all  my  proceed- 
ings. See  Go. — Gon,  par.  t.  pi.  part.  pa.  gone, 

Gonfanon,  n.  Fr.  a  banner  or  Itandard 

Gong,  n.  Sax.  a  littlehoufe,  a  jakes 

Gonne,  n,  a  gun 

Gonnen,  gonne, /a.  t.  pi.  of  ginne 

Gore,  n.  It  has  been  fuggefted  to  me  by  a  learned 
perfon,  whom  I  have  not  the  honour  to  know, 
that  gore  is  a  common  name  for  a  flip  of  cloth 
or  linen,  which  is  inferted  in  order  to  widen  a 
garment  in  any  particular  place.  G»re  of  a 
cloth,  lacinia.  Prompt.  Far-u.  See  alfo  the  glof- 
fary  to  Kennet's  Par6ch.  Antiq.  in  v.  Gore.  This 
fenfe  will  fuit  very  well  with  the  context,  un- 
lefs  we  fuppofe  that  gore  is  there  put  for  Ihirt, 
becaufe  fhirts  have  ufually  gores  in  them  •  the 
exprefiion  would  certainly  be  very  aukward  and 
unlike  Chaucer's  general  manner,  but  in  this 
place  (The  Rime  of  Sire  Thopas)  he  may  be 
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fuppofed  to  have  taken  It  purpbfcly  froin  one 
of  thofe  old  rouiances  whifh  are  the  objcds  of 
his  ridicule. 

Gofe,  for  goeSj  goetH 

Gofpcllere,  n.  Sax.  evangelift 

Goffomer,  «.  a  thin  cobweb-like  fiibftadce  Whith 
flies  about  in  the  air 

Goft,  H.  Siix.  fpirit,  mind 

Goth,  imfi.  d.  perf.  pi.  go  ye 

Governailif ,  n.  Fr.  government,  fteerage 

Goune-doth,  cloth  enough  to  make  a  gown 

Gourd,  H.  a  velTel  to  carry  liquor,  perhaps  fo  tail- 
ed from  its  ihape 

Gower,  fir.  n.  an  eminent  Englifli  poet,  to  whom 
Chaucer  direiils  hii  Troilus  and  Crefeide 

Grace,  n.  Fr.  favour ;  fory  grace,  hurde  grace, 
misforLUne 

So  full  of  forowe  am  I,  fothe  to  fayne; 

That  certainly  no  moie  hard  grace 

May  fit  on  me,  ior  why  ?  there  is  no  fpace. 

So  Flercules,  ap.  Eurip.  Hj. 

i'ffiii  xuKuv  5)7,  «'»xor'  iff^  a!r>)Ts3^. 

The  criticifnl  of  Longiniis,  fetS.  xl;  is  perhdps 

equally    applicable     to    both    paffages.— With 

harde  grace,  is  to  be  tinderftood  as  ipokeu  in  a 

parepthefis  of  the  chcrl,  mislortune  attend  him ! 

See  With.     Save  your  grace,  with  your  favour, 
Jawvre  "votre  grace 
Gracious,  adj.  Fr.  agreeable,  graceful 
Grame,  it.  Sax.  gricfj  anger  ;  felic  it  to  gode  or 

grarae 
Granimere,  it.  Fr.  grammar 
Grand  mercie,  Fr.  great  thanks 
Grane,  n.  Fr.  a  grain,  a  fingle  feed 
Grange,  n.  Fr.  a  farm-houfe 
Grapind,  n.  Fr.  a  grappling-ifofi 
Gratche,  is  perhaps  the  fame  with  graithe,  if  nst 

miftaken  for  it.  GlofT.  Ur.     See  Greithe.    The 

orig,  has — -f'aoutne  comme  beguyne. 
Graunfon,/r.  n. 

Grave,  -u.  Sax.  to  carve,  to  engrave 
Grave,  (graven)  dar/./tf.  buried 
Gre,    n.  Fr.  pleaiure,    latisfadliori,   frorri  gratus, 

Lat.  to  receive  in  gre,  to  take  k.ndiy  ;  the  gre, 

the  prize.— ipfom  gradus,  Lat.  ic  iigriifies  a  llep 

or  degree 
Grede,  «.  S^x.  a  gfeedy  perfon 
Grede,  v.  iarb.  Lat.  to  cry 
Grein,   ».     Fr.  grein    da  l^arh,    de   Paradis,  orig. 

grains  of  Paradife,   a  fort   of  fpice  ;  grain    of 

Portingale,  a  fort  of  fcarld  dye  called  kcimcs 

&f  vermilion 
Greithe,  t>.  Sax.  to  prepare,  make  ready 
Grenehed,  w.^ajf.ichildiflinefs 
Grcfe,  n.  Fr.  greafe 

Gretc,  for  grede  j   r  i  .  j 

Gvtnt,pa.  of  grete,  -v.  Sax.  greeted,  lalutecl 
Grevcs,  n.  pi.  Sax.  groves 
Grille,  adj.  Fr.  horrible,  grymm,  gr-yl,  and  hor- 

ryble;  barridus,  Frompi.  Farv. 
Grint,  for  grindeth  .  ^  ... 

Cunte,pa.f.  of  griiid,  ".>.  Sa>c.  ground  J  gtint  With 

his  teeth,  gnafhed  with  his  teeth 
Grictiiig,  n.  grinding,  f  naflung 
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Gris,  n.  Fr.  a  fpeciesof  fur 

Grifly,  adj.  Sax.  dreadful 

Groche,  -v.  S.ix.  to  grutch,  to  murmur 

Groft ,  adj.  Sax.  flat  on  the  ground 

Groine,  n.  Fr.  the  fnowt  of  a  fwine,  a  hanging  lip 

Gtoine,  ■y.  to  hang  the  lip  in  difcoutent 

Grone,  -v.  Fr.  to  groan,  to  grunt 

Grant,  pa.  t.  groaned 

Grope,  V.  Sax.  to  fearch,  to  examine  by  feeling 

Grot,  n,  a  coin  worth  fourpencc 

Grounden,  ^eri./'a.  of  grind 

Groyning,  n.  difcontent.     See  Groine 

Guerdon,  n.  Fr.  reward,  recompenfe 

Guerdon,  i).  to  reward 

Guerdonles,  adj.  without  reward 

Guido,  pr.  n.  Guido  de  Columpnis,  Guldo  dalle 
Colonne,  of  Meifina  in  tiiciiy,  a  lawyer  and  a 
poet,  died  about  1290.  ^adrio,  vol.  li.  p.  160. 
His  hiftory  of  the  Trojan  war,  to  which  our 
Author  refers,  was  written  in  I^atin,  and  fi- 
riihed  in  IZ87.  I  have  there  intimated  my 
fiifpicion  that  he  tranflated  it,  for  the  moffc 
part,  from  a  French  romance  of  Benoit  de 
Sainte  More.  However  that  may  have  been, 
Guido's  work  is  certainly  the  original  from 
which  the  later  writers  of  the  middle  ages 
have  generally  taken  their  accounts  of  Trojan 
affairs.  It  was  tranflated  into  Italian  in  1324 
by  Fdippo  Ccffi(  a  Florentine,  [^adrio,  vol- 
vi.  p.  471;.]  A  French  tranflation  is  alfo  ex- 
tant, in  which  it  is  faid  to  be  "  tranflatee,  en 
''  Francois,  premierement  du  commandement 
"  du  Maire  de  la  ciie  de  Beauvais,  et;.  nom  et 
*'  en  honncur  de  Karles  le  Roy  de  France,  1'  an 
"  mil.  Gcc.  quatre  vingtz,"  [ml'.  Reg.  16  F.  ix.] 
This  is  probably  the  French  tranflation  men- 
tioned by  Lydgate  in  the  Prologue  to  his  Boke 
of  Troye,  which  is  a  mere  paraphrafe  in  verfc 
of  Guido's  hiftory,  with  fomc  digrefiions  and 
additions  of  his  own.  Lydgate's  work  was  fi- 
nilhed  (as  he  teils  us  him&lf  at  the  eM)  iii 
1430. 

Hi 

Habergeon,  «.  Fr.  a  diniinitlve  of  hauberg,  a  coat; 

of  mail 
Habiiitte,  n.  Fr.  ability 
Habit.cles,  n.pl.  Fr.  places  of  habitation 
Habite,  v.  Fr.  to  dwell 
H^huhdcint,  part.  pr.  Fr,  abundant 
Hackenaie,  n.  Fr.  an  ambling  hcirfe  or  pad 
Hacking,  «.  Fr.  cutting  in  pieces 
Haddcn,  pa.  (■.  pi.  of  have 
Haf,  pa.  t.  of  hcve,  v.  Sax.  heaved,  raifed 
Hiie,  hay,  «.  Fr.  a  hedge 
Haile,  n'.  Sllx.  health,  welfare 
Hailes,  fr.  n.  of  an  abbey  in  Gloucefterfliire 
Haire,  n.  Fr.  a  haircloth 
Hakenev,  «.  Fr.  as  hackenaie 
Hdketon,  n.  Fr.  a  (hort  caffock  without  fleeves        , 
Haldeii,  for  holden,  part.  pa.  of  hold 
Halfe,  n.  Sax.  a  fide,  a  part;  a'  Goddes  half,  Bti, 

370,  on  God's  part,  with  God's  favour  ;  a'  this 

halfe  God,   on  this  fide  of  God ;  four  halves, 

four  fides 
Hali,  pr.   n.  an   Arabian  phyHQlan,  FabrU.  $ibl, 

Gr.  t.  iiii.  V.  IT- 
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Halke, ».  Siix.  a  corner 
Halpc,/a.  t.  of  help,  v.  St2X. 
Hals,  n.  Sax.  the  neck 

jHalfe,  "y-  "?"»•  to  kifs  round  the  neck — to  con- 
jure 
Hair,  fa.  t.  of  hold,  -v.  S.jx.  held  or  kept 
Halt,  for  Holt,  i.  e.  holdeth,  Bu.  631. 
Hake,  V.  Fr.  to  go  lamely,  Du.  62a. 
Hame,  for  home,  n.  Six. 
Hamele,  v.  Sax.  to  hamftriHg,  to  cut  off 
Hamers,  «.  //.  S:x.  hammers,  Du.  1164. 
Han,  inf.  m.  of  have,  -v.  Sax. 
Hanfelines,  appears  from  the  context  to  nfiean   a 

fort  of  hreeches 
Hsppe,  n.  S'jx.  chance 
Happe,  1).  to  happen 
Plard,  ndj.  S.ix.  hard ;  harde  grace,  misfortune. 

See  Grace.     It  is  ufed  adverbially 
Hardc,  -r.  Sax.  to  make  hard 
Hardeiy,  (hardily)  adv.  Fr.  boldly,  adv.  Sux,  cer- 
tainly 
Harding',  n.  Siix.  hardening 
Huie,  "v.  Fr.  to  hurry  ;  to  harie  and  drawe 
Haried,  part,  pa,    hurried  ;  lb  feroient  harlez    en 

grand  manere.     Fro'zjfurt,  V.  i.  C.  22^. 
Harlot,  n.was  anciently  applied  to  men  as  well  as 

women 
Harlotries,  n.  pi.  ribaldries 
Harneis,  n.  Fr.  armour,  furniture 
Harneife,  v.  Fr.  to  drefs 
Harow,  inter]. 

Harpour,  «.  Fr.  a  harpour.     In  the  adl  of  refump- 
tion,  28  H.  VI.  there  is  a  provifo  in  favour  of 
John  'i'urges,  harpour  with  the  queen,  for  the 
reverfion  of  an  annuity  of  10  marks,  after  the 
death  of  William  Langton  minflrel 
Harivcd,  />.  t.  of  harwe,  1;.  Sax.  harraffed,fubdued 
Hafardour,  n.  Fr.  a  player  at  hazard,  a  gamefter 
Hafardrie,  n.  Fr.  gamin;?  in  general 
tiafelwode.     All  the  palTages  in  which  this  word 
otcurs  plainly  allude  to   the    fame  proverbial 
faying,  which  appears  to  have  been   ufed  in 
fcorn  or  derifion  of  any  improbable  hope  or  ex- 
pecSlation  ;  why  it  was  fo   ufed  is  beyond  my 
reach  to  difcover  :  it  may  be  proper,  however, 
to  mention  that  in  T.  iii,  892,  mf.  Harl.  3743, 
reads — Hafelwode  is  fliaken-— and  that  the  pai- 
fage,  T.  V.  1 174,  is  an  imitation  cf  the  follow- 
ing in  the  Filoftrato. 

Ma  Pandero  feco  tacitamcnte 

Ride  di  cio  che  Troylo  dicea • 

Chel  fi  f»ffe  fembiante  facca 
Di  crederlo,  e  dicia,  di  mun-yibela 
Affetta  il  ■vehto  quejlo  tapitiello, 

Haftifj,  adj.  Fr.  hafty 

Hallifly,  adv.  haflilj- 

Hate,  V.  Sax.  to  be  named 

Hauberk,  n.  Fr.  a  coat  of  mail 

Haunce,  v.  Fr.  to  raife,  to  enhance 

Haunt,  n.  Fr.  cuftom,  practice 

Haunte,  *.  Fr.  to  pracStife 

Haunteden,  pc  t.  fl.  praAifed,  frequented 

Hautein,  adj.  Fr.  haughty,  loud,  a  hautein  faucon, 

a  highflying  hawk,  faulcon  haultain,  Fr. 
Hav,tn,  inf.  m.  of  have,  -u.  Sax.;  it  is  more  coni- 

tibnly  abbreviated  into  haa 
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Havoir,  for  avoir,  «.  Fr.  wealth 

Hawe,  n.  Sax.  a  hawthorn  berry,  a  farmyard — a 

churchyard 
He,  pron.  Sax.  is  often  prefixed  in  all  its  cafes  to 

proper  names  emphatically,   according  to  the 

Saxon  ufage  ;  he  Mofes,  he  Tityus.     He  is  al- 

fo  frequently  ufed  for  it  in  all  cafes 
Hed,  «.  Sax.  head ;  on  his  hed,  on  pain  of  loCng 

his  head 
Hcdde,/5r  hidde,  (hidden) 
Hegges,  «.  pi.  Sax.  hedges 
Heifugge,  curruca,  a  little  bird  which  is  ftippofed 

to  hatch  the  cukoo's  egg,  and  to  be  dtftroycd 

by  the  young  cukoos,  Sp. 
Hele,  V.  Sax.  helan,  to  hide 
Hele,  v.  Sax.  hselan,  to  heal,  to  help 
Hele,  n.  Sax.  health 
Heleles,  adj.  helplefs 
Hchh,  pr.  n.  Elyfium 

FI  lmed,/ar/.  pa.  Fr.  armed  with  an  helmet 
Helowis,  pr.  n.  Eloifa  the  miflrefs  of  Abclard.— , 

See   a  fummary  of  their  hiftory  in  Rom.  ds  la 

Rofe 

Hem,  nil.  c.  pi.  of  he,  them.  See  Him 
Hemfelf,  hemfelve,  hemfclven.  See  Self 
Hmchmen,  n.  pi.  pages.     See  a  note  on  the  Mid- 

fummer  Night's  Dream  of  Shakefpeare,  act.  ii. 

fc.  1.  laft  edit. 
Hende,  hendy,  adj.  Sax.  civil,  courteous 
Hcnen,  henne,  hennes,  hens,  adv.  Sax.  hence 
Heng,  pa,  t.  and  part,  of  hang 
Hcnncsforth,  adv.  Sax.  henceforth 
Hente,  v.  Sax.  to  take  hold  of,  to  catch  ' 

Hunt,  pa.  t.  &C  part. 
Hepe,  n.  Sax.  a  hs^p;  to  hepe  ;    together,  in   a 

hear — the  fruit  of  the  dogrofe 
Heraud,  n.  Fr.  a  herald 
Herbergage,  «.  Fr.  lodtring 
Herbcrgcours,  «.  pi.  /";-.  providers  of  lodgings, 

harbingers 
Hcrberwe,  «.  Sax.  an  inn,  a  lodging— the  place  of 

the  fun  :  it  rather  means,  1  think,  a  harbour — 

herbcr,  an  arbour 
Herbrrwe,  v.  Sax.  to  lodge 
Ht-rd,    hicrde,  n.  Sax.   a   keeper — herdegromes, 

fliepherd-boys 
Herdes,  n.  pi.  coarfe  flax ;  herde,  fibra  linl,  Xilian 

That  not  of  hempe  ne  heerdis  was. 

So  this  ver.  is  written  in  mf.  Hunter;  the  orig. 

has  only — elle  v.e  Jut  de  bourras 
Here,  for  hire,/>-o/?. 
Here,  adv.  Sax.  in  this  place 
Here,  in  compolition,,  fignifies  this,  without  in- 

cludmg  any  idea  of  place  ;  hereagaines,  againft 

this  ;  herebelorn,  before  this 
Here,  v.  Sax.  to  hear— Herd,  herde,  *<r.  ^  &  part, 

tierden,  pa.  t.  pi.  ^  ^ 

Here,  n.  Sax.  hair 
Heren',  adj.  made  of  hair 

Htrklng,  part,  pr.oi  herke,  ^.  Sax.  hearkenin.r 
Hermes,  pr.n.  a  chymical  treatife  under  his  name    ■ 

Vn'n'  ?    ""'    'rieatae^.i^.t.ly.  S,e  Fair. 

H.iLGr.   1.   I.  c.  10     Hermes  Ballenus,  whether 

cannoTtell  P'^^^''"  ^"^^^  ^^'^  i"ft  mentioned,  I 
Hernc,  n.  Sax,  a  corne? 
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Heronlewes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  youn^  herons 

Herte,  for  hurt,  -v.  Sax.  Du^SB^ 

Herte,  n.  Sax.  heart ;  herteblood,  heart's  blood  : 

hertc-fponc 
Harceles,  adj.  without  courage 
Hertly,  aJj.  hcai-ty 
Hery,  v.  Sax.  to  praife 
Herying,  n.  praife 
Hefte,  n.  Sax.  compnarid — promife 
Het,  hette,  pa.  t.  of  hete,  -v.  Sax.  heated. 
Hete,  V.  Sax.   to   proimft;,  to  be  called,  Du.  200 

See  Hifrhpe 
Hetheueffe,  n.  Sax.  country  of  heathens 
Hething,  n.  Siix.  contempt,  all  is  thy  hething  fal- 
len upon  thee 
Heve,  V.  Sax.  to  heave,  to  raifc — v.  neut.  to  la- 
bour 
Heved,  n.  Sax.  head  ;  every  virtue  in  my  heved- 
fo  I  appre;hend  this  line  Ihould  be  read,  inllead 
of  in  me'  heved 
Heven-quene,  n.   Sax.  the  queen  of  heaven,  the 

Virgin  Mary 
H:w  of  Lincoln, /r.  n. 

Hevye,  -v.  Sax.  tii  cut — v.  neut.  he  that  heweth  to 
hie,  with  chippcs  he  may  leie  his  fighc ;  fo  in 
the  Conf.  Am. 

Full  ofte  he  heweth  up  fo  hye, 
That  chyppes  fallen  in  his  eye, 

Mewe,  n.  Sax.  colour,  appearance 
Hewed, /5ar/. /la.  coloured 

Hext;  aiij.  fuperl.  Sax.    higheft ;    hegh,    hegheft 
heghft,  hext.  In  the  fame  manner  next  is  form- 
ed from  fiegh 
Hidous,  adj.  Fr.  dreadful 
Hidoufly,  ad-v.  terribly 
Hie,  -u.  Sax.  to  haften 

Hie,  n.  hafte,  diligence  ;  in  or  on  hie,  in  hafte 
Hie,  highe,  adj.  Sax.  high 
Hierdeffe,  n.  Sax.  a  (hepherdefs.     S^ee  Herde 
Highen  is  perhaps  mifwritten  for  highe 
Highf,  n.  Sax.  heighth,  on  hight  feems  to  fignify 

— ^aloud,  in  a  high  Voice ;  en  haul,  Fr. 
Highte,  V.  Sax.  called 

Him,  obi.  c.  of  he,  is  often  ufed  alone  in  that  reci- 
procal fenfe,  which  ig  generally  expreffed   by 
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'  Hire,  pron.fnJJ'.  Sax.hiv 


Hirefelf,  hirefelve,  hirefelven.     See  S;If 

airs,  pron.  pajf.  Sax.  thdia 

Hiftorial,  adj.  Fr.  hiftorical 

llo,  interj.  Fr.   commanding  a  ceffa'tion   of  any 

Hochepof,  n.  Fr.  a  mixture  of  various  things  Iha-i 

kt-n  togeti'icr  in  the  fame  pot 
Hoker,  n.  Sax.  frowvirdnefs 
Hi'kcrly,  id-v.  frowardly 
Hold,  n.  Sa.':.  a  fort  or  caftle 
Hold,  '.'.  Sax.  to  keep  ;  to  hold  in  honde,  to  keep 

in  fufpenfe  ;  to  amufe  in  order  to  deceive 
Hold,  hoIdcn,/'ar/.  pa.  obligiid 
Hole,  hoi,  adj.  Sdx.  entire,  whole,  found 
Holly,  adv.  entirely,  wholly 
Holour,  «•.  S.Tx.  a  whoremonger 
Holt,  n.  Sax.  a.  grove  or  foreft 
Holt,  for  holdeth 

Hom1y,  adj.  Sax.  domeftic — plain',  fimpTe, 
Homlinefl'e,  n.  Sax.  domeftic  management,'  fa'mi" 

liarity  , 
Honde,   n.  Sax.  a  hand ;    an    hohde-brede,    ari 
hafid's  breadth  ;'  vvithouten  honde,  without  be- 
ing pulled  bv  any  hand — Honden,^/. 
Honeft,  adj.  Fr.  means  geheralfy,   according  tp 
the  French  ufag^,  creditable,   honourable,   be- 
coming a  perfon  of  rank 
Honeftetee,  honeftee,  «.  -Fr.  virtue,  decericy—=goodr 

manners 
Hong,  "v.  Six.  to  hang 
Hont,  «.  5a>,-. /)//.  385,  as  bunt 
Hony-fwete,  adj.  Sax.  fweet  as  honey 
Hope,  t».  Sax.  to  expeil 
Hoppefteres,  «.  pi.  Sax,  dancers 
Hord,  rt.  Sax.  tfeafure-^a  private  place  fit  fdf  the 

keeping  of  trcafure 
Hore,  hoar,  adj.  Sax.  hoary,  gtay 
Horowe,'  adf.  iiax.  foiil 
Horribiete,  n.  Fr.  hprriblenefs 
Hors,' rL  fil.  Sax.  horfes 

Hovfe,  adj.  Sax.  ho-drie,  Du.  ;^47'    .^■ 

Horfly,  adj.  is  applied  Co  a  horfe,  as  manly  is  to 

a  rnan 
Hofpitalers,  n.  pi,  Lai.  religious  perfons  of  .both 
fexes   who    attended    the   fick   in    hofpitals-™^ 
knights  Hofpitalers    6f  dilf;;rent   orders.     See 
F>u  Can;^e  m  v.  Hofpilataritis 
Hoil,  n.  Fr.  an  army 
Hoft(;lere,'n.  Fr.  ah  innkeeper 


the  addition  of  the  adj.  felf ;  than  hath  he  don 

his  frend  ne  him  no  ihame,  t.  e.  nor  himfeJt  ;  1  tt  n.  1  •  ■  r   i   •       -i      r 

as  he  him  laid  ;  and  clad  him  ;  and  bare  him—      .^'^^S'^^'  "^  ^'':  ^"  '""  or  lodgmg-houfe 
It  IS  aifo  frequently  put  without  the  ufual  pre-      Hoftuements,  n.  pi.   houfehold  furmtun 


frequently  put  witnout  tne  uiual  pre- 
pofition  ;  him  to  grete  fliame  ;  to  great  fliame 
of  bim  ;  ihe  faiieth  him  to  fete,   Ihe  falleth  at 
the  feet  of  him  ;  Ihe  fwore  him,  Ihe  fwore  to 
him  :  hem  and  hire  are  ufed  in  the  fame  manner 
Himfelf,  himfelve,  himfelven.     See  Self 
Hindereft,  fuperl.  d.  of  hind,  ad-u.  Sax.  hindmofl 
Hine,  n  Sax.  a  fervant  in  hufbandry,  a  hind 
Hine,  n.  Bal.  Vil.  2,5'  fiiould  probably  be  hiene  : 
the  gall  of  an  hyena  was  ufed  to  cure  a  certain 
diforder  of  the  eye,  Plin.  K,.  H.A.  xxix.  c,  38. 
Hippocras, /"IT.  n.  Hippocrates 
Itiir^pron.  fo^.  Sax.  ihdr 

Hirf ,  eil.  e.  of  Ihe,  pron.  Sax.  is  often  put  for  Jipt" 
feif,  and  without  thfi  ufual  prepoficion.  See 
Him 


Hote,  adj.  Sax.  hot 
Kote,  h'oten,' pJrt.piT.'  of  hete,'  called 
Hove,  V.  Sax.  to  hover 

Hound-fiih,  «.  ^li-r.  the  dog-frfh  ,     ., 

Houne,  «.   for  hound,  thus  faid  both  here   ah^ 

houne,  L  s.  'hare  and  hound,'  all  forts  of  peo= 

pie  \  .    :  . 

Houped,/iff.  t.  Fr.  hooped, or  hollowed 

ijouie],  n.  Sax.  the.euchafift 

Houfel,  1).  to  adminiller  the  facraiment— to  be« 

hoiifeled,'  to  receive  the  facrainent 
Hovifve,' «,  S.ax.  a  cap  of  hood 
Hulfere,  a.  Sax.  holly 
'H.\2l[tTed,part.  pa.  ^ax^hl(iden- 

KiunbMiedej  «.  Smx.  humble  f£ate  ' 

%  xJ]  -  •,  .  '* 
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Humbleffe, «.  fr.  humility 

Humbling,  m  a  humming; ;  hommelen  bomhilari, 
hombum  edere,  Killan ;  kence  our  humble-bee 

Hunt,  «.  Sax.  a  huntfman 

Hurtle,  v.  Fr.  to  pufh 

Hufbandrie,  n.  Sax,  thrift,  economical  manage- 
ment ^ 

Hufbond-man,  n.  Sax.  the  mailer  of  the  family 

Huft,  fl(/?.  Sax.  filent,  whift 

Hylde,  v.  Sax.  to  pour 

HyWiA,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  hidden.     See  Hele 


I,  at  the  beginning  of  a  word,  in  the  common 
edit,  and  even  the  mf.  of  Chaucer,  is  often  ufed 
to  exprefs  a  corruption  of  the  Saxon  prepofi- 
live  particle  Ge,  which  in  this  edit,  of  The 
Canterbury  Tales,  is  always  expreffed  by  y ; 
all  fuch  words  therefore  occurring  in  the  Works 
of  Chaucer  not  contained  in  this  edition,  fhould 
be  looked  for  either  under  y  or  under  their  fe- 
cond  letters 

Jacobin, ^r.  n.  a  gray  frier 

jacke  Straw, />f.  «.  the  noife  msde  by  the  follow- 
ers of  this  rebel,  to  which  our  Author  alludes, 
he  had  probably  heard  himfelf ;  it  is  called  by 
vValfingham,  p.  251 ;  "  Clamor  horrendiflimus, 
"  non  fimilis  clamoribus  quos  edere  foleni  ho- 
*'  mines,  fed  qui  ultra  omnem  aeftimationem 
"  fuperaret  omnes  clamores  humanos,  et  maxi- 
"  me  poffet  aifimulari  ululatibus  infernalium 
"  incolarum."  Many  Flemings  ( Flandrenfes ) 
were  beheaded  by  the  rebels  cum  damon  conjus- 
io.      TValfingkam,  ibid. 

Jambeaux,  n.  pi.  Ft.  boots,  armour  for  the  legs 

Jane,  n.  a  coin  of  (Janua)  Genoa  ;  it  is  put  for 
any  fmall  coin 

Jangle,  -v.  Fr.  to  prate,  to  talk  much  or  faft 

Jangle,  n.  prate,  babble 

Jangler,  janglour,  n.  a  prater 

Janglereffc,  n.  a  female  prater 

Jape,  n.  Sax,  a  trick,  a  jeft 

Jape,  v.  to  jefl — to  cheat,  to  laugh  at 

Japer,  n.  a  common  jefter  or  buffoon 

Japerie,  n.  buffoonery 

Jape-worthy,  adj.  ridiculous 

Ich,  iche,/)ron.  Sm.  I.  fo  the  ich,  fo  the  iche,  fo 
may  I  profjier 

Idel,  adj.  Sax.  idle,  fruitlefs ;  in  ideJ,  in  vain 

Idolaftre,  n.  Fr.  an  idolater 

Jeopard,  v.  to  hazard,  to  put  in  danger 

Jeopardie,  n.  danger 

Jeoperdife,  Du.  666. 

Jeremie,  fr.  n.  Jeremiah 

Jerome, />r.».  Our  Author  has  miide  much  ufe 
of  a  treatifc  of  St.  Jerome  contra  Joviniattum 

Jeftes,  n.  fl.  as  gefles 

Jewerie,  n.  Fr.  a  diftridl  inhabited  by  Jews 

Jewife,  n.  judgment,  punifhment ;  it  may  have 
been  formed  by  corruption  either  of  the  L,^t. 
judicium  or  the  Fr.  jujlke 

li\.,ftiott.  Sax.  I.     See  Ich 

Uion,  fr.  n.  the  citadel  of  Troy 

like,  aoj.  Sax,  fame 

Imaginatif,  ^n/.  Fr.  fufpicious 


i 


Imped,  farl.  pa.  Sax.  plantett 

Impes,n. /i/.  Sax.  fhoots  of  trees 

lmpetren,/>r.  ^. //./'A.  obtain  by  prayer 

Importable,  adj.  Fr,  intolerable — iippoflibk 

Importune,  adj.  Fr,  troublefome  J 

Impoffible,  adj  Fr.  ufed  as  a  fubftantive 

In,  f  rep.  Sax.  upon,  in  with,  within 

Incombrous,  adj.  Fr^  cumberfome 

Incouftafice,  n,  Fr.  inconftancy 

Inde,  adj.  Fr.  azure-coloured 

Indigne,  aflj.  i??-.  unworthy  _^ 

Ineched, /)a»-/. /a.  5trx.  inftrted 

Inequal,  adj.  Fr.  unequal 

Infortunat,  adj.  Lat.  unfortunate 

Infortune, «.  Fr,  misfortune 

Ingot,  n.  a  mould  for  cafting  ingots 

Inhabit, /Jar/. /a.  Fr.  inhabited 

Inhilde,  -u.  Sax.  to  pour  in.    See  Hylde 

Injure,  n.  Fr.  injury 

Inly,  adv.  Sax.  inwardly,  deeply,  thoroughly 

inne,  fref.  Sax.  in 

Inne,  in,  n.  Sax.  a  houfe,  habitation,  lodging 

Inned,  part.  fa.  Sax.  lodged 

Innerefte,  adj. /up.  Sax.  inmoft 

Innocent,  adj.  Fr.  ignorant 

Infeied,  fart.  fa.  Fr.  attefted  under  feal 

Inict,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  implanted 

Interminable,  adj.  Fr.  infinite 

Inwitte,  n.  Sax.  underftanding 

Joce,  pr.  «.  or  Joffe — Sandtus  Judocus  was  a  faint 

of  Ponthieu.     Vocab.  Hagiol.  prefix.ed  to  Me- 
nage, Etjmol.  Fr. 
Joconde,  adj.  Fr.  joyous,  pleafaat 
Jogelour,  n.  Fr.  a  juggler 
Joinant,  fart.  fr.  Fr.  joining 
Joinc,  -v.  Fr,  to  enjoin 
Johe  Robih,  the  name   of  a  dance,  de  la  danfe  k 

£dau  Rtibin,  orig. 
Jolif,  adj.  Fr.  jolly,  joyful 
Jombre,  -v.  to  jumble 
Jonglerie,  n.  fliouid  rather  be  janglcric,  idle  talk* 

See  Jangle 
Joffa,  iriterj.  fcems  to  be  partly  formed  from  the 

Fr,  ea,  come  hither 
Jovis,  fr.  n.  Jupiter 

Jouriiee,  n.  Fr.  a  day's  journey,  a  day's  wxrk 
Jonfles,  n.  fl.  Fr.  jufls 
Joweles,  n.  fl.  Fr.  jewels 
Joye,  V.  Fr.  to  enjoy 
Ipocras,  n.  Fr.  wine  mixed  with  fpiccs  and  othep 

ingredients,   fo  named,   becaai'e  it  is  ftrained 

through  a  woollen  cloth  called  the Jktve  of  Hlf^ 

f  aerates.     See  Clarre 
Ire,  n.  Fr.  anger 
Irous,  adj.  paffionate 
Ifaude,  fr.   n.     See  Belle   Tfaude — She  is   called 

TJeut   by   Bernard  da   Ventador,     mf.   CrofUf 

fol.67; 

Tant  trag  pena  d'amor^ 
Q^anc  Trijlan  I'amador 
Non  fofret  maior  dolor 
Per  Tfeut  la  blonda. 

Andfo  in  Fabliaux  Y'^i  t- i-  p.  34a ;  YfeutU 
blonde.  Petrarch  calls  her  Ifitta,  TriLfo  i' 
A<nore,uu^i.  A  late  French  Writer,  in  wha 
he  h£s  been  pkafcd  to  fiyle  IIi/l,i,.,  m^^^-     ^ 
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Trouhadoun,  [t.  li.  p.  323,]  having  quoted  a 
paffage  celebrating  the  love  of  Triftan  a  Ifault, 
adds  very  coolly — Ceji  une  allufton  a  quelque 
Roman ;  which  is  juft  as  if  a  commentator  up- 
on Ovid  (h»uld  fay  of  the  epiftle  from  Paris  to 
Helen,  that  it  alludes  to  fome  Greek  ftory 

It,  pran,  "^d  perf.  neut.  gend.  Sax.  is  ufed  inflead  of 
he  and  (he 

Itaille,/>r.  n.  Italy 

Jubaltare,  fr.  n.  Gibraltar 

Jubbe,  n.  a  veffel  for  holding  ale  or  wine 

Judicum,  the  book  of  Judges  ;  fo  Mstamorphafeos 
is  put  for  the  Metamorphofis  of  Qvid,  and 
fineidas  for  the  iEaeis  of  Virgil 

Tugi?,  n.  Fr.  a  judge 

Juil.^r.  n,  the  month  qf  July 

Julian,  ^?-.  n. 

Jupardie,  n.  as  jeopardie 

jupartie,  n,  Fr.  jeopardy 

Juftice,  n.  Fr.  a  judge 

Juftinian,  pr.  n.  The  law  referred  to  is  in  the 
Code,  1.  xi.  tit.  aj,  De  medicantibus  ■uolidh 

Juvenal,/*-,  n.  the  Roman  fatirift 


K. 


Kalender,  n.  Lat.  a  calendar,  a  guide  or  dire(5):or 
Kalendes,  n./i/.  Za/.  the  firfb  day  of  the  month, 

the  beginning  of  any  thing 
Kaynard,  n.  a  term  of  reproach 
Kele,  -v.  Sax.  too  cool 
Kembed,  kemped,  patt.  pa.  Sax.  combed 
Kemelin,  n.  Six.  a  tub 
Kenelm, /r,  n.  See  his  life  in  all  the  edit,  of  the 

Englifti  Golden  Legend 
Kept:,  n.  Sax.  care,  attention 
Kepe,  -v.  to  take  care 
Kerchef,  n.  a  corruption  of  coverchief 
Kernels,  n.pl.  Fr.  battlements 
Kers,  n.  Sax.  wsLtercreffes;  of  paramours  neraught 

he  not  a  kers,  he   cared  not  a  rulh  for  love  : 

creffe  is  ufed  in  the  fame  fenfe 
Kerver,  n.  Scix.  a  carver 
Keffe,  -v.  Sax.  to  kifs 
Kefte,  pa.  f.  kiffed 
Ketche,  i>.  T.  iii.  as  cacche 
Kevere,  v.  Fr,  to  cover,  it  (Ignifies  to  cover 
Kichel,  n.  Sax.  a  little  cake 
Kid,  kidde,  pa.  t.  Sx.  part,  of  kithe,  made  known, 

difcovered 
Kike,  v.  Sax.  to  kick 

Kin,  n.  Sax.  kindred  ;  by  my  fader  kin,  by  my  fa- 
ther's kindred 
Kin,  adj.  of  the  fame  nature 
,Kind,  n.  Sax.  nature 
Kindly,  adv.  naturally 
Kinrede,  n.  kindred 
Kirtel,  «•  Sax.  a  tunick  or  waiftcoat,   in  kirteh 

and  none  other  wede  ;  ^ui  ejioient  en  pure  cottes, 

orig. 
Kithe,  V.  Sax.  to  fhew,  to  make  known,  ne  kithe 

hire'  jaloufie,  nor  fhew  to  her  any  jealoufy 
Kithe d,/^»-^  pa-  See  Kid 
Kitte,^«.  t.  Sax.  cut 
Knakkcs,  «.  pi.  Sax.  trifling  tricks  :    the   word 

feems  to  have  been  formed  from  the  knacking 

or  fnapping  of  the  fingers  ufed  by  jugglers.  See 


Cit^.  in  V.  MjiaJJimr  des  mains  »nd  N^quet       m 
trifling  words,  p.  215 

Knappe,  n.  a  fhort  fleep,  a  nap 

Knarry,  adj.  Sax.  full  of  gnarres  or  knots 

Knave,  n.  Sax.  a  fcrvant,  properly  a  boy-fervant — 
a  knave -child,  a  male  child— this  boie  knave, 
ce  garcon,  orig. 

Knedde,  part.  pa.  of  knede,  v.  Sax.  kneaded 

Kneen,  knene,  ».  pi.  Sax.  knees 

Knet,  p^rt.  pa.  as  knit 

Knight,  n.  Sax.  a  fervant,  generally  a  fervant  in 
war,  a  foldier— 1  dubbed  knight 

Knighthode,  n.  valour 

Knit,  part.  pa.  Sax.  joined,  bound — >igreed 

Knobbes,  «.  pi.  Sax.  excrefcencies  in  the  Ihape  of 
buds  or  buttons.  See  Knoppe 

Knoppe,  «.  Sax.  a  button— n  rofebud 

Knopped,  pirt.  pa,  buttoned,  faftencd 

Knotte,  n.  Sax.  a  k"oc  :  in  fome  inftances  it  is  uf- 
ed in  the  fenfe  of  noeud,  Fr.  for  the  chief  pomt 
or  head  of  a  matter 

Knotteles,  adj.  Sax.  without  a  knot,  without  any- 
thing to  ®bftru(ft  or  retard  the  paffage 

Knowc,  for  knee 

Knowleche,  v.  Sax.  to  acknowledge 

I^nowleching,  n.  knowledge 

Konning,  n.  as  conning,  cunsing 

Kyke, 'J.  S^x.  to  look  ileadfaftly ;  kijcken.  Taut.' 
fp^aar',  Kilian 


Labbe,  n.  a  blab,  a  great  talker 

Labh'ivtg,  part.  pr.  blabbing 

Laced,  part.  pa.  Fr.  tied,  bound 

Lacert,  n.  Fr.  a  flcfhy  mufqle,  fo  termed  from  Its 
having  a  tail  like  a  lizard 

Lache,  adj.  Fr.  fluggifli 

Lacheffe,  n.  Fr.  llacknefs,  negligence 

Lad,  ladde,  pa.  t.  of  lede,  v.  Sax.  led,  carried 

Laft,  pa.  t.  &  pari,  of  lev^e,  •u.  Sax.  left 

Laie,  n.  T.  i.  as  lay 

Laied,  pjrt.  pa.  of  lay,  v.  Six. ;  with  orfreys  laied, 
/.  e.  trimmed  ;  fo  this  word  is  frequently  ufed 
by  Hollinflied,  vol.  iii.  p.  131 7  ;  laid  v/ith  gold 
lace — ^^laid  on  with  red  filke  and  gold  lace — 
laid  about  with  lilverlace.  See  Couched 

Laine,  inf.  -u.  Sax.  to  lay 

Lainers,  n.  pi.  Fr.  ftraps  or  thongs 

Lake,  n.  it  is  difficult  to  fay  what  fort  of  cloth  is 
meant;  laeken,  Belg.  fignifies  both  linen  and 
woollen  cloth,  Kilian 

Lakke,  n.  Sax.  a  fault,  a  dlfgraceful  adlion,  want 

Lakke,  v.  to  find  fault,  to  blame 

Lamben,  n.  pi.  Sax.  lambs 

Langure,  -z/.  B'r.  to  languifh 

Lapidaire,  a  trcatife  on  precious  ftdnes  fo  entitled  ; 
probably  a  French  tranflation  of  the  Latin 
poem  of  Marbodus  De  Gemmis,  which  is  fre- 
quently cited  by  the  name  of  Lipidarius,  Fa- 
bric. Bill.  Med.  Mt.  in  v.  Marbodus 

Lappe,  n.  Sax.  a  Ikirt  or  lappet  of  a  garment 

Large,  adj.  Fr.  fpacious,  free,  prodigal ;  at  large, 
at  liberty  ;  til  that  was  prime  large,  till  prime. 
was  far  fpent 

Largely,  adv.  fully 

Las,  n.  Fr.  a  lacs— a  fnare 
X  X  iij 
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JL,affe,  las,  ad/.  e»mp.  Sax.  lefs 

JLatche,  «.  as  las  '  ■ 

l^Aieved,  fart.  pa.  Sax.  delayed 

Lathe,??,  a  baj*!! ;  it  is  ftill  ufed  in  Lincolnftiirej 

•  .S-^.  In,  f.  iii.  where  the  edit,  have  rathe  and 
fathcj  the  mff.  give  the  true  reading — lathe 

La'ton,  n.  Fr.  a  kind  of  mixed  metal  of  the  colour 
of  brafs'  .  ' 

jLaude,  ».  Lat.  praife 

Laudes,  the  fi.rvict  performed  in  the  fourth  or 
iaft  watch  of  the  nig-ht?  "  dicuntur  autem  lau- 
*'  des,  quod  illud  officium  laudem  prsecipue 
"  fonat  divinanr,"  &c.  Du  C.aige,  in  v.  L'H/s  z- 
The  fame  fervice  was  often  called  Mutini. 
Idem  in  v.  J\Iatutini    ■'    •  .  ■ 

Jj-xvtd,pf!rt.pa  Fr.  drawn;  fpokcn  of  water  ta- 
ken out  of  a  well 

Lavender,  n.  F>-  a  waflierwoman  or  laundrefs. 
In  the  paffagp.  of  Dante  which  is  here  quoted, 
£nvy  is.  called  .    ,     .— 

La  tneretrice,  che  txsai  dall'  ofpizio 
Dr  Cfictrenon  torfe  gli  occhi  putti, 
Morte  commune,  e  delie  corts  -"izio. 

•  .  .  ^V-  xiii.  64. 

Laverock,  n.  Sax.  a  lark 

i.aunceg:*y,  ti.  i.  fort  of  launce 

Launcelot   du  Leke,   an   eminent  knight   of  the 

„  Round'Table,  whofe  adventures  wer<^  the  fub- 
jecil  of  a  romance  begun  by  Chrciden  de  Troves, 
one  of  the  oldefl  of  thcfromance  poets,  and  li- 
niOied  by  Godefrois  de  Leigni.  See  Fauchet, 
1.  ii.  c.  10,  II.  iThey  hav€  ■  been  repeatedly 
printed  in  French  profe,  and  make  a  tonfider- 
able  part  of  the  compilation,  called  Mart  d' 
Arthur  ';•  ■his:accom.pliflmjents  as,  a  courtier  and 
a  man  of  pallantry  h,ayebeen  alluded -to  before. 
Sig'nor  Volpi*  in  his  notes  upon  Dante,  Inf.  v. 
I2S,  has  moll  ■unaccol^n^ably  reprefented  Lan- 
cilottp  as  inamorato  di  Gine-vra,  moglie  del  Re 
Marco.  If  there  be  any  faith, m  hiftory,  Gi- 
nevra  was  the  wife  of  Kmg  Arthur.  The  fto- 
ry  in  Dante,  which  is,  the  occafion  of  Signer 
Volpi's.  note,  is  a  curious  one  j  it  is  alluded  (o 
by  Petrarch,  T/io^/o  d'  Amore,  iii.  8i  ;      .     ,  , 

Vedi  Ginevra,  Ifotta,  e  I'  altre  ^manti, 
K  la  coppia  d''  Arimino.—r-—,  , 

X,.aunde,  n.  Fr.  a  plain  not  ploughed 

Lavoures,  n.'pl.  Fr.  lavers  .   , 

.Laureat,  adj.  Lat.  crowned  v/ith  laurel 

Laurcole,.//,  Fr- fpurg^.--laurci  . 

.Lanrer,  n.  laurel    ^   ,      i  , 

Laus,  adj'  Sax.  loofe  ;  laus,  Ifland.  falutus.  This 
is  the  true  original  of  that  itermination  of'adr 
^edtives  fo  frequent  in  our  language  in  Ics  or 
itfs.  ConJ'uetud.diBi"Mrly,Vni.Jiarl.  560.  "  Hujus 
''  faerikgii, eroenda  nan  erat  deteimjuata,  led 
"  dicebatur  ab  Anglis  Botalaus,  i.  e,  Jine  e?nen- 
"  da.''''  Go,  Chau.cpr. ,  u/es  boteles,  and  other 
words  of 'the. fame  form,  ss  dettelesj  drinkeics, 
giltelesj  &c.  ,    ,  -       •    , 

L.«i.we,  adj.  ior  low 

LaxatJf,  n.  Fr.  a  purging  medicine 

l^ay,  «.  &>;.,law,  rehgioas  proftilion 

l.ay,  n,  Fr.  a  fpecics  of  poem 

L'->)-,pa.  i.  of  lie,  or  liggc    iaycnj  ph 
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Lazar,  n.  Fr.  a  leper 


Leche,  n.  Sax.  a  phyfician  ;  leche-craft,  the  lkjl| 
of  a  phyfician  ■  ■ 

Leche,  v.  to  heal 

Lecjierous,  adj.  provoking  lechery 

Lechour,  n.  Fr.  a  lecher 

LeAprpe,  n.Zizt  a  reading -deflc 

Leden,,z.  5<?x.  language 

Ledge,  -v.  as  allege 

Lees,  n.  Fr.  a  lealh  by  which  dogs  are  heli^ 

Lees,  adj  Saif.  falfe  ;  withouten  lees,  without  ly- 
ing, t/uly 

Lefc,  adj.  Sax.  pleafmg,  agreeable;  al  be  him 
lothc  or  lefe,  though  it  be  unpleafing  to  hiin 
or  plcaiit.g — lor' lefc  ne  lothe,  fer  friend  nor- 
eiiemy  ;  he  turned  notf-^for  leve  ne  for  lothe.' 
It  fometimes  fignifies  pieafed  ;  I  n'am  not  Icfe 
to  gabbe,  I  am  not  pleaTed  to  prate,  1  take  119 
pleafure  in  prating  '  ■' 

Lcfull,  adj.  lawful 

Leg^e,  -v.  S>ix.  to  lay 

Legge,  V.  Fr.  to  cale,  as  alcgc 

Ltie,  V.  Sax.  to  lay 

Lcifer,  n.  Fr,  leifure,  opportunity 

Leite,  n.  Sax.  light ;  thonder-leite,  lightning 

Leke,  „.  Sax.  a  leek  ;  ip  is  put  for  ar.y  thing  0^ 
"veiy  iniall  value 

Lemes,  n.  fl.  Sax.  flames 

Lcmman,  a.  Sax.  a  lover  or  gallant,  a  miflrefs 

Lendes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  the  loins 

Lene,  adj.  S^x.  lean 

Lcne,  -v.  Sax.  to  lend,  to  grant 

Lenger,  advi  comp^.  Sax:-  longer 

Lente,^a.  t.  of  lene 

Lenton,  «.  5<za:.  the  feafon  of  Lent 

L'envoy,  Fr.  was  a  fert  of  poflfcript  fent  with 
pof  tical  compofitions,  and  fervmg  either  to  re- 
commend them  to  the  attention  of  fome  parti- 
cular perfou,  or  to  enforce  what  we  call  the 
moral  of  them.  The  fix  lafl  ftanzasofThe 
Clerkes  Tale  are  in  many  mff.  entitled  L'eniio^ 
de  Chaucer  a  les  mariz  de  notre  temfs.  Sec  alio 
the  ftanzas  at  the  end  of  The  Complaint  of  the 
Black  Knight,  and  of  Chaucer's  Dremc 

Leon],  n.  Lai.  a.  lion 

Lcoiunc,  tjdj.  belonging  to  a  lion 

Leopart,  kp.  rt,  n.  Fr.  a  leopard 

Leos,  »,■■  Gr.  people  ' 

Lepande,  pm  t.  /r.  of  lepe,  -v.  Sax.  leaping 

Ltpej  ltp,.'lor  lepeth,  ^d per/. J'lng. 

— — lor  leped,/*.  f. 

Ijtpt, /•?-.  n.  a  town  in  Spain 

Ltre,  lerne,  v.  Sax,  to  iearn,  to  teach — Lered, 
p.  t.  Sc  part. 

l-sre,  n.  Sax.  the  fkin 

Lcfe,  «.  Fr.  as  lees ;  in  luflie  Icfe,  in  love's  lealh 

L"fe,  adji  Sax.  as  lecS 

Ltfe,  V.  Sax.  to  iofe 

Leicth,  Ttdpqrf.  piiimp.  m.  lofe  ye 

Lefing,  n.  Sax,  a,  lie,  a  fallity 
Lefinges,  pi. 

Lcfl,  lift,  luft ,  «.  Sax.  pleafure 

Lefte,  lifte,  luft€,.ii.  topleafe  ;  it  is  generally  ufed 
as  an  imperfonaj,  in  the  jhird  perfon  only,  fo^ 
it  pieafeth  or  it  pieafed  ;  him  lufte  to  ride  fo, 
it  pieafed  him  to  ridefo  ;  wel  to  driiik  us  Icfte' 
it  pleaftd  us  well  to  drink ;  if  you  left  if  it 
pkaie  you ;  ,mc  lift  not  play,  it  pkafcth  nve  uot 
to  play  ,-        • 


GLOSSARY. 


%3 


Lefte,  adj.  Sax.fiiferl.  d.  leaft,  at  the  lefte  way,  at 
the  lefte,  at  leaft 

Lefte,  for  laft 

Let,  V.  Sax.  to  leave,  to  omit ;  to  leave,  to  per- 
mit ;  let  thy  japes  be  ;  let  the  Sompnour  be, 
to  caufe,  to  hinder 

Lete,^r.  n,  the  river  Lethe 

Letgame,  «.  S:i>:.  a  hiiiderer  of  pleafure 

Lette,  It.  delay,  hinderance 

Lettowe,  ^r.  n.  Lithuania  ' 

Lettred,  sdj.  Fr.  learned 

Lettrure,  Icttcrure,  n.  Fr.  literature 

Lettuarie,  n.  Fr.  an  cledluary 

Leve,  -v.  for  live 

Leve,  n.  Sax.  define,  inclination 

Leve,  aJj.  dear.     Stie  Lefe 

Lcve,  -v.  Sax.  to  believe — Leveth,  zct/>.  m.  2d  ferf. 
pi. ;  leveth  me,  bclieveth  me  ;  leveth  is  mif- 
printed  for  lefeth 

He  lefeth  more  than  ye  may  doe. 

So  this  verfe  fliould  be  written  : 

Plus  y  pert-il  que  vous  ne  faiftes.       Orig. 

Leve  is  alfo  mifprinted  for  lene 
Leveies,  adj.  Sax.  Without  leave 
Levcn,  n.  S.ix.  lightning 
Lever,  comj>.  d.  of  lefe,   more  afjreeable  ;  it  were 

me  lever,  1  hadde  lever,  hire  hadde  lever 
Levefell,  n.  a  leafy  feat,  an  arbour.     I  am  by  no 

means  fatisficd  with  the  explanation  here  given 

of  this  word,    the   interpretation   of   it  in  the 

Prompt.  Purv.  will  not  help  us  much  ;  "   Leve- 

"  ceL  oeforn  a  windowe    or  other  pla&c,  iimbra- 

"  culum" 
Lewtd,  lewde,  adj.  Sax.  ignorant,  unlearned,  laf- 

civious 
Leye,  v.  Sax.  as  legge,  to  lay,  to  lay  a  wager 
JbeyeStpr.  n.  Layas  in  Armenia 
Leyte,  n.  Sax.  flame.     See  Leite 
Liard, /-»-.«.  belonged  originally  to  a  horfe  of  a 

gray  colour 
Licenciat,  n.  Lat.  fecms  to  fignify  that  he  was  li- 

cenfed  by  the  Pope  to  hear  confeilions,  &c.  in 

all  places,  independently  of  the  local  ordinaries 
Liche-wake,  n.  the  cuftom  of  watching  with  dead 

bodies 
Lide,  pr.  n.  Lydia 
Lieges,  3.  //.  Fr.  fubjedls 
Lien,  pr.  t.  pi.  of  lie  or  ligge 
lA<tn,part.  pa.  of  lie  or  ligge,  lain 
Lies,  n.  pi.  Fr.  lees  of  wine,  &c. 
Lieth  is  mifprinted  for  leyeth  ' 

Lifly,  adv.  Sax.  like  the  life 
Ligeance,  n.  Fr.  allegiance 
Ligge,  lie,  -u.  neut.  Sax.  to  lie  down 
l^xgging,  part.  pr.  lying 
Light,  -v.  Sax.  to  enligbter — to  make   light  or 

pleafant — v.  neut.  to  defcend,  to  alii^ht 
LIgne,  n.  Fr.  lineage,  lineal  defcent ;  ligine  fiiould 

probably  be  lignee,  to  rhyme  to  compagnee 
Lign-e  aloes,  lignum  aloes,  a  very  bitter  drug 
Like,  liken,  v.  Sax.  to  .compare 
Like,  V.  Sax.  to  pleafe;  if  you  liketh,  if  it  pleaf- 

cth  you;  it  liketh  hem,  it  pleafeth  them 
Likerous,  adj.  Sj,y.  gluttonous,  lafcivious 


Liking,  part.  pr.  pleafing 

Likinp,  n.  pleafure 

Limaile,  n.  Fr.  filings  of  any  metal 

Lime,  v.  Sax.  to  fmear  as  with  birdlime 

himcd,  part.  pa.  caught  as  with  birdlime 

I^'nucd,  part.pa.  Fr.  polifhed  as  with  a  tile 

Limer,  n.  Fr.  limier,  a  bloodhound,  Du.  362,  5. 

Ijime-rod,  a  twig  with  birdlime 

Limitation,  n.  Lat.  a  certain  precindl  allowed  to_a 
limitour 

Limitour,  n.  a  friar  licenfed  to  beg  within  a  cer- 
tain diftri(5l 

Limmes,  n.pl.  Sax.  limbs 

Linage,^.  F/-.  family 

Linde,  n   Sax.  the  limetree 

Liile,  «.  Sax.  remiffion,  abatement 

Liffe,  V.  jiint.  Sax.  to  grow  eafy 

L.'ffed, /lar/. />a.  of  lifle,  v.  Sax.  eafed,  relieved 

Lifte,  -v.     Sec  Lefte 

Liftencth,  imp.  m.  ^d  perf.  pi.  of  liften,  -j.  Sax. 
hearken  ye 

Liftcs,  n.  pi.  Fr.  lifts,  a  place  enclofed  for  com 
bats,  &c. 

Litargo,  n.  Fr.  white  lead 

Lite,  adj.  Sax.  little 

Lith,  a.  S.ix.  a  limb 

Lith,  for  iieth 

Lithe,  adj.  Sax.  foft,  flexible,  Du.  953. 

Lithe,  V.  Sjx.  to  foften 

Lither,  adj.  Sax.  wicked  ;  [in  the  edit,  it  is  lithy,] 
luther  and  quedc.     See  Q^'ade 

Litheriy,  adv.  Sax.  very  iU 

Litling,  Sax.  very  little 

Livand,  part.  fr.  Sax  living 

Live,  n.  Sax.  life ;  on  live,  in  life,  alive  ;  lives 
creature,  living  creature;  lives  body,  living  body 

Lodemanage,   C See  the   ftatute   3  Geo.  L  c.  13, 

Lodefterre,       i     wnere  loadnianage  is  ulea  re- 
(_     peatediy  in  the  lenfe  of  pilotage 

Lodefmen,  n.  pi.  Sax.  pilots 

Lolt,  adv.  Sax.  on  loft,  on  high,  aloft 

Loge, ».  Fr.  a  lodge,  habitation 

Logged,  part.  pa.  Fr.  lodged 

Logging,  n.  lodging 

Loke,  V.  Sax.  to  fee,  to  look  upon 

Loken,  Loke,  part.  pa.  of  loke,  v.  Sax.  locked, 
fhut  clofe,  Conf.  Am.  29,  his  one  eye  anon  was 
loke 

Loller,  «.  a  lollard 

LoUiuc,  pr.  n.  a.  writer  from  whom  Chaucer  pro- 
feffes  to  have  tranflated  his  pofm  of  Troilus 
and  Crefeide 

Londe,  n.  Sax.  land 

Londenoys,  a  Londoner,  one  born  in  London 

Lone,  n.  Sax.  a  loan,  any  thing  lent 

Long,  v.  Sax.  to  belong;  longing  for  his  art,  be- 
longing to  his  art,  to  defire 

Long.     See  Along  , 

Loos,  los,  II.  Fr.  praife  ;  \o£ei,pl. 

Lord,  It.  Sax.  a  title  of  honour  given  to  monks, 
as  well  as  to  other  perfons  of  fuperiour  rank; 
lordes  is  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of  lordings 

Lordings,  ru  pi.  firs,  mafters,  a  diminutive  of 
lords 

Lordfliip,  n.  S.ix.  fupreme  power 

Lore,  n.  Sax.  knowledge,  doctrine,  advice 

Lotel,  n.  Sax.  a  good-for-nothing  fellow.     Skin- 
ner fuppofes  it  to  be  derived  from  th?  Lat* 
X  %.  iiij 
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iurco ;   and  In  the  Prompior'ium  Pari'ulcrum  lofel, 
or  Itrel,  or  lut.dfn,   is  Tendered  iurco  ;    but  luno, 
1  apprehend,  fignifies    ouly    a  glutton,  which 
falls  very  fliort  of  our  idea  of  a  lorel :    and  be- 
Ii4e8,  I  do  not  believe  that  the  word  was  ever 
lufficiently  common  in  Latin  to  give  rife  to  a 
derivative  in  Englifh.  One  of  Skinner's  friends 
deduces  it   with  ir.uch  more  probability  from 
the  Belg^.  [rather  Sax.]  loren,  loik,  ferditus 
Lome,  fart.  fa.  of  leie,  v.  Sax.  loft,  undone 
Los,  n.  Sax.  lofs 
IjoCed,  part.  fa.  Sax.  \ootcd 
J-'Okdjfart.  fa.  Fr.  praifed 

Lofenge,   «.  Fr.  a  quadrilateral  figure  of  equal 
fides  but  unequal  angles,  in  which  the  arms  of 
women  are  ufually  painted  ;  lofynges  feems  to 
fignify  fmall  figures  of  the  fame  form  in  the 
fret-work  of  a  crown 
Lofengeour,  ».  Fr.  a  flatterer 
Loteby,  «.  in  the  orig.  camfaigne,  a  private  com- 
panion or  bedfellow  ;  the  concubines  of  priefts 
are  called  their  lotebies;  perhaps  it  may  be  de- 
rived from  the  Sax.  loute,  to  lurk 
Loth,  adj.  Sjx.  difagreeablc,  odious 
Lother,  comf.  d.  more  hateful 
Lotheft,yH;!)fr/.  d.  moft  unwilling 
Lothly,  adj.  loathfome 

Love-dayes,  n.fl.  a  day  appointed  for  the  amicable 
fettlement  of  differences,  was  called  a  loye-day 
Love-drinfce,  n.  Sax.  a  drink  to  excite  love 
Love-longing,  n.  Sax.  defire  of  love 
Lovefome,  adj.  Sax.  lovely 
\'0uoh,fa.  t.  of  laugh,  -v.  Sax.  laughed 
Louke.     In   Fierce  Plough.    20,    wrong  is   called 
a   wicked  luflce,  and  I   learn  from   Cotgrave, 
that  lufke  is  a  fynonymons  word  to   lov?t,  lo- 
re], &c. ;  fp  that  perhaps  ioukernay  be  (lill  an- 
other 'term  for  an  idle  good-for-nothing  fel- 
low.    See    Qotg.  in   -v.    Lujke,  £fg.  and  in  -v. 
Lorhard,  Falourdin,  Fr.      ' 
Loure,  -j.  neut.  S.1X.  to  look  difcontentfid 
L,0UTing,fart.  fr, 
Loute,  i>.  Sax.  to  bow,  to  lurk 
Low,  n.  for  law 
Lowlyhede,  n   Sox.  humility 
Lucan,  fr.  n.  the  Roman  poet 
Luce.n.  Lst.  the  fifli  called  a  pike 
I^iucina,  fr.  n.  the  moon 
Lulled,  fa.  t.  of  lull,  i:  Sax.  invited  to  fleep 
Lumbarde«,  tf  //.bankers,  remitters  of  money 
Iiiinarie,/r.  n.  of  a  herb,  moon  wort 
Lure,  n.  Fr.  a. device  ufed  by  falconers  for  calling 

their  hawks 
Lure,  1'.  Fr.  to  bring  to  the  lure 
Lutflicburghes,  bafe  coins,  probaljly  5rfl;  import- 
ed, as  Skinner  thinks,  from  Luxenibourgh. 
*3'hcy  are  mentioned  in  the  Stat.  25.  E.  III.  c. 
2.  "  La  monoie  appelle  Lucynbourg,"  and  in 
Fierce  Plough,  fol.  82.  b. 

As  in  Lufhburgh  is  a  Juther  alay,  yet  loketh 
like  Sterling. 

Lv,ft,  n.     See  Left 
Lufle,  v.     See  Lefte 
Luftyhede,  «.  Sax.  pleafure,  mirth 
Luxurie,  n.  Fr.  lechery 

Lynian,  fr.n.  a  leasned  correfpondent,  to  whom  I 
am  obliged  for  other  ufef  yl  hints,  has  fuggefted 


tome  that  Fabriclu!-,  upon  the  authority  of  Ghi- 
hni,  has  placed  the  death  of  Joannes  Lignmus 
in  1383,  Bibl.Med.Mi.  in  v.  This  furnilhes 
an  additional  reafon  for  believing  that  The; 
Canterbury  Tales  were  compofed,  or  at  Icail 
coUefted  into  a  body,  afte^-  that  period 


M. 


Mace,  n,  Fr.  a  club 

Machabe,  fr.  n.  the  books  of  the  Maccabees 
Macrobes,  ^r.  n.  Microbius,  Du.  284  ;  the  author 
of  the   commentary  on  the  Somnium  Scipionis 
of  Cicero 
INladde,  -u.  Sax.  to  be  mad 

Madrian.  I  have  found  that  the  Frepch  have  a 
faint  called  Materne — ^but  Mr.  Sreevens,  with 
ranch  more  probability,  fuppofes  that  the  pre- 
cious body  by  v,fhich  the  Hoft  fwears  was  that 
of  St.  Mathurin.  See  his  flory  in  The  Golden 
Legende,  edit.  1527,  by  Winkin  de  Worde,, 
151,  b. :  "  Than  toke  they  the  frecious  body, 
"  and  enoyntedit  with  moche  reverence;  and 
<'  when  they  had  laid  it  in  the  erth,  on  the 
"  morowe  they  came  to  the  fepulture  and 
"  found  the  holy  body  above  the  erth  nigh  un- 
"  to  the  fame  lepuiture,  and  than  were  they 
"  all  abssfhed,  and  wyfi  not  what  to  do."  It 
feems  the  knights  who  had  brought  him  out  of 
France  had  promifed  that  if  he  died  on  his 
journey  he  fhould  be  fent  back  and  buried 
"  where  as  they  had  taken  him,"  and  there- 
fore his  body  would  not  ftay  in  the  ground  till 
it  was  depofited,  according  to  promife,  in 
France,  where  it  afterwards  worked  many  mi- 
racles 

Mafeie,  Fr.  ma  fey,  by  my  faith 

Magicien,  «.  Fr.  a  magician 

Magike,  n.  F"'-  ms'ric;  magike,  natural 

Mahownd,  fr.  n.  Mahomet.     See  Du  Cange  In  v» 

Maille,  n.  Fr.  a  coat  of  mail 

Maintc,  fart.  fa.  r.5  meint 

Maintenance,  ti.  Fr.  behaviour,  Du.  854. 

Maifondewe,  Fr.  maifondieu,  an  hoipital 

Maiiler,  n.  Fr.  a  fkilful  artifl,  a  maiftcr  ;  maifler-. 
fhete,  the  chief  ftreet ;  maffler-temple,  the 
chief  temple  ;  niaifter-tour,  the  principal  tower 

Maifterful,  adj.  imperious 
'  Maiftcrie,  rnaiflrie,  n.  Fr.  fkiU,  Ikllful  manage-* 
meat,  power,  fuperiority 

Love  wol  not  be  conftrelned  by  rnaiflrie. 
Whan  nsaiftrie  ccm.eththe  god  of  love  anon 
Beteth  iis  winges,  and  farewell  he  is  gon. 

I  cite  theie  elegant  lines  as  I  omitted  toobferve 
before  that  Spenfer  has  infeited  them  in  the 
Faery  Queen,  b.  ii.  c.  i,  ft.  25,  with  very  little 
alteration,  and  certainly  without  any  improve^ 
ment : 

Ne  may  love  be  compeir-d  by  maftery, 
For  foon  as  maftery  comes  fweet  love  anone 
Taketh  his  nimble  wings,  and  foon  away  is 
gone. 

A  maiftrie,  a  mafterly  operation  ;  ««  ccut  d(, 
maitre,  for  the  maiftrie  ■    ''^' 

MaiflrelTcj  n.  Fr.  niiflrefs,  governefs 
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Maiftrifc,  n.  fr.  mafierly  workmaniliip 
Make,  n.  Sax.  a  fellov/,  a  mate,   a  hufband,  a 
wile  ;  make  or  metche,  compar.  Prompt.  Par-v. 
Make,  -u.  Sax.  to  compofe  or   make,  verfes,  to  fo- 
lace   him   fometimes   as   I    do  whan  I  make, 
Pierce  Plough.  6o.  to  make  a  man's  berde,   to 
cheat  him 
Make,  why  make  ye  your  backes !  we   fhould 
read — nake,  /.  e,  make  naked  ;   cur  inertes  terga 
mtdalis  ?  orig. 
Maked, /^arf .  fa.  made 

Mikelcfs,  adj.  Sax.  peerlefs,  without  a  fellow 
Making,  n.  ppetry  ;  makingcs,  pi.  poetical  corvi- 
pofiiions;    and    thou    medleft   with    makings, 
Pierce  Plough.  6o. 
Malapert,  adj.  pert,  forward ;  the  word  fcems  to 
be  evidently  of  French  original,  though  1   do 
not  recoiled:  to  have  feen  it  ufed  by  any  French 
writer.     Appert,  adj.  Fr.  fignifies  expert,   &c, 
Cotgrave 
Male,  n.  Fr.  a  budget  or  portmanteau 
Malefice,  a.  Fr.  enchantment 
Male-talent,  n.  Fr.  ill-will 
Malifon  n.  Fr.  maledicStion,  curfc  ;  I  gyye  it  iny 

malifoun 
Malt,  pa.  t.  of  melt,  -v.  Sax.  melted 
Malvelie,  pr.  n.  Malmfey  wine 
Malure,  n.  P.-.  misfortune 
Manace,  n.  Fr.  a  threat 
Manace,  -v.  to  threaten 
Manacing,  n.  threatening 

Manciple,  ».  an  officer  who  has  the  care  of  pur- 
chafing  vidluals  for  an  inn  of  court.  The  name 
is  probably  derived  from  the  Lat.  Tnancep, 
which  fignified  particularly  the  fupcrintendant 
of  a  public  bakehoufe,  and  from  thence  a  baker 
in  general.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Mancps  2. 
The  ofTice  flill  fubfifts  in  feveral  colleges  as 
well  as  inns  of  court. 
Mandement,  n.  Fr.  mandate 

Manere,  «.  Fr.  carriage,  behaviour,  kind  or  fort; 
a  manere  Latin,  a  kind  of  Latin  ;   fwiche  a  ma- 
ner  love-drinke,  fuch  a   fort    of  love-potion; 
fwiche  maner  rime 
Mangonel,  n.  Fr.  an  engine  ufed  to  batter  walls 
Manie,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  madnefs 

Mannifh,  adj.  Sax.  human,  proper  to  the  human 
fpecief — mafculine,  proper  to  man  as  diftin- 
guifhed  from  woman  ;  in  this  lafl  fenfe  when 
appHed  to  a  woman  it  is  a  flrong  term  of  re- 
.proach  > 

Manor,  n.  Fr.  duelling,  Du.  1004. 
Manfuete,  adj.  Fr.  gentle 
Mantelet,  n.  Fr.  a  fhort  mantle 
Marcian.^r. «.  Martianus  Capella 
Marcian,   adj.   martial,   under   the  influence   pi 

Mars 
Mareis,  n.  Fr.  a  marfh 
Margarite,  ».  Fr.  a  pearl 

Marie,  mary,  n.  Sjx.  marrow  ;  itiarie-bones,  mar- 
rowbones 
Market-beter,  I  am  enclined  to  believe  that  this 
word  is  to  be  underftood  in  a  fenfe  fimilar  to 
that  in  which  the  Fr.  phrafes  BatreUs  rues — 
and  Bateur  de  fa-ve-z,  arc  ufed  ;  Batre  les  rues, 
to  revel,  jet,  or  fwagger,  up  and  down  the 
llreets  anights ;  Bateur  de  /awz,  a  jetter  abroad 
\i\  the  ftrceti— a  pavcraent-bester,     ""--   ''-' 


«  A  R  Y.  i<)i 

I  grave  in  ii.  Bjteiir,  Batre,  Paiie ,  fo  that  he 
v/as  a  market-beter  atte  full,  may  mean  per- 
haps— he  w?s  ufed  to  fwag;-gflr  up  and  dowu 
the  market  when  it  vv^as  falkft — a  circumflance 
which  fuits  very  well  with  the  reft  of  his  cha- 
radter  '.—Mjrlet-djchar,  circumforansvs,  PrompU 
Parv. 
Markis,  «.  Fr.  a  marquis 

Markis,  for  markifes,  gen.  ca.  fmg.;  in   the  fame 
manner  Peneus  is  put   for   Pcneufes  ;  Thefeus 
for  Thefeufes ;  Venus  for   Venufes;  Cetes  for 
Cerefcs ;  Melibeus  for  Melibeufes  :   Perhaps  it 
might  have  been  proper  to  add  a  mark  af  apo- 
cope to  the  words  fo  abbreviated.'    As   to   the 
pj"eftnt  method  of  exprefling  the  genitive  cafes 
of  nouns  ending  in  s  l)y  adding  another  s  with 
a  mark  of  fyncope,  as  Ptneus's,  Thefeus's,  Ve- 
nus's,  &c.   it  fcems  abfurd,  whether  the  addi- 
tion be  intended  to  be  pronounced  Or  not.     la 
the  firft  cale  the  f  fliould  not  be  cut  out;    in 
the  fecond  the  ^  is  quite  fuperfluous.     But  the 
abfurdity  of  this  practice  is  rnofl  ftriking  when 
the  genitives  of  monofyllable  nouns  are  thus 
written,    an  ox's  horns,   an  afs's  ears,   a  fifh's 
tail,   St.  James's  park;    notwithftanding   that 
the  f,  which  is  thus  directed  to  be  cut  out,  is 
conflantly  a»id  neceffarily  to  be  pronounced,  as 
if   the  feveral  words   were  written   at  lengthy 
oxcs,  afles,  filhes,  Jamefes 
Markifeife,  n.  Fr.  the  wife  of  a  marquif 
Marte,  /;-.  ».  Mars 
Martire,  n.  Fr.  martyrdom,  torment 
Martire,  v.  Fr.  to  torment 
Mary,  Mmis,  pr.  n.  a  vulgar  oath  ;  by  Mary 
Mafe,  n.  a  wild  fancy 
Mafe,  -v.  neut.  to  doubt,  to  be  confounded 
Mafedneffe,  ti.  aftonilhment,  confufion 
Pvlafelin,  «.  rather  mazerin,  a  drinking-cup.    See 

Du  Cange  in  "v-   Ma-i^er 
Mate,  part.  fa.  of   mate,  ik  Fr.  dejeifted,  ftruck 

dead  ;  fo  feble  and  mate,  Conf.  Am.  127, b. 
M«^tire,  for  matere,  n.  Fr.  matter 
Maugre,  nialgre,  Fr.  in  fpite  of;  maugre  all  thy 
might ;  maugre  thin  eyen  ;  maugre  hire  hed — 
The  original  of  this  exprelTion  appears  more 
plainly  in  the  following  paflages,  1  drede  thou, 
canft  nie  grete  maugre 


See   Cot- 


Car  je  cuide,  que  me  fcavez 
Malgre. 


Origt 


Malgre  his,  with  his  ill  will,  againfi  his  iRrill ; 
mat  gre  lui. 

Mavis,  n.  Sax.  a  thrufli 

Mavis  is  probably  a  miflake  for  muis,  n.  pi.  Fr. 
the  orig.  has  cent  muys  de  froment ;  the  Paris 
muid  contains  fomething  more  than  five  quar- 
ters Englifti 

Maumet,  n.  an  idol 

Maymetrie,  «.the  religion  of  Mahomet;  idolatry 

Mawe,  n.  Sax.  the  flomach 

Maximian,  pr.  n.  the  author  of  fix  elegies  which 
have  been  frequently  printed  under  the  name 
of  Gallus :  he  is  faid  by  Fabricius  [Bibl.  Lat. 
t.  i.  p.  297,  ed,  Pata-v.]  to  have  lived  under  the 
Emperor  Anaftafius,  q.  I.  or  II.  ?  A  tranflation 
or  rather  abridgment  of  thefe  elegies  in  Efigliflj 
verfe  is  in  mi.  Harl.  2253. 


6p§  GLOSSARY. 

May,  -v.  Sax.  to  be  able,  phyfically,  morally.   See 

Mowc 
May,  n.  Sax.  a  virgin  ;  of  Mary,  moder  and  may, 

a  young  woman 
Maydenhed,  n.  Sax-  virginity 
Meaneliche,    adj.    Sax.    moderate ;     mediocribus. 


ong. 
Mebles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  moveable  goods 
Mede,  n.  Sax.  reward,  a  me;idow 
Mede,  mcthe,  metb,  k.  l>ari>.  Lai.  mead,  a  iic^uor 

made  of  honey 
Medle,  -v.  Fr.  to  mix 
M^dlce,  adj.  of  a  mixed  fluff  or  colour 
Mtinie,  n.  Fr.  houfehold  attendants,  an  army — 
Harliivaynes    pieyne.     This    obfcure     phrafe,     I 
think,  may  be  underftood  to  relate  to  a  parti- 
cular fet  of  ghoftly  sjjparitions  which  were  uf- 
ed  to  run  about  the  country  at  night,  and  were 
called  in  Fren-  h  La  mejgnie  d.e  Hdlequln  or  Her- 
lequin.     The  (uileft  account  that  J  have  fcen  of 
them  is  in  L^hijloire  de  Richard  fans  faeiir.  Due 
de  Normandie,  qui  fi>t  JIU  dc  Robert  le  Diable.     In 
one  of  his  ndes  he    meets  with    three    black 
knights   vvhoni    he    engages  :  "  Et  quand  Ics 
■"  Chevaliers  veirent  le   ju  mal  party  pour  eux 
"  ils  moiitertnt  a  cheval  et  s'cnfuyrent ; — et 
"  Richard — chevaucha  apres  eux;  et  ainii  qu'il 
"  chcvauchoit  il  appercent  une  dance  de  gens 
"  noirs  qui    s'tntretenoyent.     Adonc  luy  fou- 
"   Vint  de  la  mcJgnie  de   JJelUquin,    dont    jl    avcit 
"  autres   toys  ouy  parler."      The    title   of  the 
next    chapter    (4  )     is  Cy  di-vifc  de  la   mejgnie   dd 
Jic-lUquin    et   qui  il   ejioit.    He   is  there   laid    to 
have    been    a  knight  who,    having  fpent   all 
his  fubftance    in    the  wars  of   Charles  Martel 
againft  the  Saracens,  lived  afterwards  by   pil- 
lage.    *'  Adonc  il  avint  qu'il  mournt  et  lut  en 
"  danger  d'eftre  damme,  maisDieu  luy  fit  pardon, 
*'  pource  que  il  avoit  bataille  contre  les  Sarra- 
"  zins  et  exaulce  la  foy.     Si  fut  condamne  de 
*'  Dieu  que  pour  un  terns  de   termine   luy  et 
"  ceux   de   fon  lignage   feroient   penitence  et 
"  yroicnt  toute  la   nuit  parmy  la  terre,   pour 
"(jleurs   penitences  faire   et  endurer  plufieurs 
"  maux   et   calamitez."     The   belief  of  fuch 
apparitions  was  certainly  of  great  antiquity  in 
Normandy,  as  they  are  mentioned  by  Orderi- 
cus  Vitalis  under  the  title  oifam-ilia  Herleehini, 
jO  a  moft  extraordinary  llory  related  by  him, 
1.  viii.  p.  695,  and.  109I ;   and  I  fufpeil   that  in 
a  pafTage  quoted  by  Du    dinge  in   -v.   Herlirini, 
from  Petr.  Blefcns,  ep.  1 4,  we  fliould  read  Her- 
Likini  inllead  of  Bcrlinini.—Gt^rwi^ie  of  Tilbery, 
who   wrote  in  121 1,  mentions   another  fet  of 
apparitions  which  were    called  familia   Arturl. 
Of.  Imper.  Bec.ii.  c.  12  ;  "  In  fylvis  Brittannias 
*'  majoris  aut  minoris  confimilia  contigiffe  re- 
«'  feruntur,  narrantibus   nemorum    cuftodibus, 
"  quQs/oreJIurios — vulgus  nominat,   fe   alternis 
•'  diebus  circa  horam  meridianam,  et  in  primo 
"  no<ftium  conticinio   fub  plenilunio  luna   lu- 
«'  cente,  fa:piffime  viderc  militum    copiam  ve- 
"'  nantiuni  et  canuni    et   cornuum   ftrepitum, 
"   qui  fciffitantibus  fe  de focietate  et  familia    Ar- 
"  turi  effe  aiSrmant."     He  had  juft  faid  that 
Arthur,  not   long   before,   had  been  feen  in  a 
palace,  miro  opcre  conjirudlo,    in   a  moft  delicious 
galley  in  tlie.Bpighbourhood  of  Mount  ^tna, 


whare  he  had  r^fided  ever  fince  the  time  of  his 

fuppofed  death,  •vulneribus  quotannU  recrudefcenl'i- 

Lus. 
Meint,  part.  pa.  of  merge,  v.  Sax.  mixed,  mingled 
Meke,  adj.  Sax.  meek,  humble 
Meke,  v.  to  become  meek 
Meles,  n.  pi.  Sax.  meals,  dinners,  &c.  Du.  612. 
Mele-tide, «.  Sax.  dinner-time 
Melle,  -u.  Fr.  to  meddle 
M^lle,  11.  for  mille 
Memorie,  «.  Fr.  remembrance ;  to  be  drawn  to 

memorie ;  to  be  recorded  ; 

And  for  to  drawe  into  memorye 
fier  names  bothc  and  her  hiftorye. 

Conf,  Am,  I.  56. 

Memorie,  v.  to  remember 

Mendiants,  n.  pL  Fr.  friars  of  the  begging  orders 

Mene,  -o.  Sax.  to  mean,  to  intend 

Mene,  n.  F/-.moyer,  a  mean  or  inftrument;  where 

the  orig.  has  mezzano,  a  procurer.     Menes,  pi. 
Mine,  adj.  ,middle 
Meniverc,  «.  Fr.  a  fort  of  fur 
Mercenrike,j!'>-.  n.  the  kingdom  of  Mercia 
Mcrcia,  pr.  n.   Marfayas  is  probably  meant,  but 

our  poet,  1  know  not  upon  what  authority,  has 

turned  him  into  a  female 
Merciable,  adj.  Fr.  merciful 
Meritorie,  adj.  Fr.  meritorious 
Mcrke,  n.  Sax.  a  mark,  an  image;  all  the  merkc 

of  Adam,   all  the  images  of  Adam,   all  man- 

miad 
Merke,  adj.  Sax.  dark 

Merlion,  n.  Fr.  emerillon,  a  merlin,  a  fort  of  hawk 
MervaiUe,  n.  Fr.  wonder,  marvel 
Mery,  adj.  Sax.  merry,  pleafant 
Mds,   at  gode  mts,    (hould  probably  be  at  gode- 

nefs;  the    orig.   has  en   hm  point.     See  Godc-. 

ntfs 
Mefe,n.  for  meffe 
Mefel,  n.  Fr.  a  leper 
Mcfelrie,  «.  Fr.  ieprofy 
Meffage,,n  Fr.  a  meffenger 
Meffageric,  pr.    n.   a   fiAitious  attendant  in  the 

temple  of  Venus  ;  Boccace  calls  her  Ruffiania, 

Thejeida,  b.  vii. 
Meffe,  H.  Fr.  ths  fervice  of  the  mafs 
Mefte,  adj.  Sjx.  fuperl.  d.  as  raofte 
Mefurable,  adj.  Fr.  moderate 
Mefure,  n.  Fr.  moderation 
Metamorphofeos,  Metamorphofofe,    Ovid's  Me- 

tamorphofis.     See  Judicum 
Mete,  adj.  Sax.  fitting,  convenient 
Mete,  n.  Sax.  meat ;  during  the  metes  fpacc,  dur- 
ing the  time  of  eating 
Mete-borde,  «.  Sa.x.  ah  eating-table 
Metely,  adj.  proportionable 
Mete,  -v.  Sux.  to  meet,  to  dream 
Mette,  met,  ^j.  t.  dreamed  ;  1  mette,  me  mette  I 

dreamed  * 

Metriciens,  n.  pi.  writers  in  verfe 
Mcvable,  adj.  Fr.  moveable 

Mewe,  «.  Fr.  a  cage  for  hawks  while  they  mewor 

change  their  feathers,  a  cage  in  general,  or  any 

iort  of  confinement ;  in  mewe,  in  fecret 

Mewet,  adj  Fr.  mute ;  in  mcwet,  dumblv,  fpeat-- 

ing  mwardly  "  ^     ^ 
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Micher,  n.  a  thief,  lierres  orig.  mychin  or  pryve- 

ly  ftelyn   fmale  things  ; /wrr/^zo,   Prompt.  Parv. 

Might,  fa,  t.  of  may,  v.  Sax.  was  able,  mighten, 

pi. 
M.ight,  part.  fa.  if  godely  had  he  might,  if  he  had 

been  able  with  propriety 
Might,  n.  Sax.  power,  ftrength 
M'lkfop.  "■  an  eifeminate  fellow 
Milhe-ftones,  n.  pi.  Snx.  millftones 
Minde,  n.  Sax.  remembrance,   Conf.  Am,  l^%,  as 

the  bokes  maken  minde 
Mine,  -v.  Fr,  to  penetrate 
Miniftralles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  minflrels 
Miniftres,  n.  pi.  Fr.  officers  ofjuftice,  minifters, 

minftrels 
Minoreffe,  n.  a  nun  under  the  rule  of  St.  Clare, 
Du  Cange  in  v.  Minorijfn.  It  is  not  clear,  how- 
ever, why  Chaucer  has  likened  Hate  to  a  fitter 
of  this  order ;  his  original  gave  him  no  autho- 
rity 
Mincur,  n.  Fr.  a  miner 

Minftrakic,  n.  Fr.  mufic,  mufical  inftruments 
Mirrour,  n.  F/.  a  lookingglafs 
MIrthelcs,  adj.  S.ix.  without  mirth 
Mis,   ad-u.  ill,  amifs  ;  it  is  often  to  be  fupplied  to 
a  fecond  verb,   having  been  expreffcd  in  com- 
pofition  with   a  former  ;  if  that  1  misfpeke  or 
lay  ;  that   hire  mifdoth  or  faith  ;  there  is  no- 
thing misfaide  nor  do,  Du.  518 
Mis,  n.  a  wrong 

Mif-accompted,  part.  pa.  mifreckoned 
Mif-aventure,  n.  misfortune 
Mif-avifc,  -v.  to  advife  wrongly 
^i{-hodcn,  part.  pa.  of  mif-bedc,  injured 
'Mif-horne,  part.  fa.  of  mif-bere,  mifbehaved 
Mifchance,  n.  Fr.  misfortune ;  with  mifchance, 

See  With 
Alifchefe,  n.  Fr,  misfortur.e 
Mifcoveting,  n.  fhould  probably  be  mifcompting ; 

mefcompter,  orig. 
Mif-departe,  -v.  to  diftribute,  wrongly 
Mifericorde,  u.  Fr.  mercy,  pity 
Mif-efe,  n.  uneafinefs 

Mif-rforyave,  fa.  t.  of  mif-foryave,  mifgavc 
Mif-gied,^ar/. /ifl-of  mif-gie,  mifguided 
Mif-gon,    Mif-go,  part.,  fa.    of    mif-go,    gone 

wrong 
Mif-happing, />flr#. />r.  falling  amifs 
Mif-lede,  v.  to  conduA  amifs 
Mif-lived,  fart,  fa,  having  lived  to  a  bad  pur- 

pofe 
Mif-metre,  v.  to  fpoil  the  metrf  of  verfes  by  writ- 
ing or  reading  them  ill 
Mif-fate, /a.  /.  of  mif-fit,  mifbecame 
Mif-fayde,  fart.  fa.  of  mif-faye,  ill-fpoken  of 
Mif-fayer,  n.  an  evil  fpeaker 
MilTe,  <v.  Sax-  to  Wil 
Miffe-metre,  -v.  See  Mif-metre 
Mlftake,  -v.  to  take  a  wrong  part,  to  tranfgrefs ; 

mefprendre,  orig. 
Miftere,   n.Fr,   trade,   occupation — condition   of 
life ;  what  miftere  men  ye  ben,   what  kind  of 
men  ye  are-— need 
Miiiihede,  n.  Sax.  darknefs 
Miftily,  aJ-v.  Sax.  darkly 
Miftrift,  v.  for  millrufl 
Mif-v/aie,  n.  a  wrong  way 
Mif-went,  part,  (a,  of  jnil-weijde,  gene  amifs 


Mif- write,  v.  to  write  wrong 

Mitaine,  «.  Fr.  a  glove 

Mitche,  «.  Fr.  a  manchet,  a  loaf  of  fine  bread 

Mite,  n.  Sax.  a  fnidU  worm 

Mixen,  n.  Stix.  a  dunghill 

Mo,  for  me 

Mo,  for  more,  adj.  ccmf,  adv,  comp, 

Mochel,  moche,  adj.  Sax.  great  in  quantity,  in 
number,  in  degree — adv.  much,gieatly 

Moder,  modre,  «.  S^x.  mother — the  matrix  or 
principal  plate  of  the  aftrolabe,  AJlr. 

Moifon,  n.  Fr.  harveft,  growth 

Moid,  moifly,  adj.  Fr.  new 

Mokel,  n,  may  perhaps  fignify  fize,  magnitude,  as 
michel  feems  to  be  uled  in  that  (enie  in  Pierce 
Plough,  'iff,  b.  of  one  michel  and  might 

Molettie,  n.  Fr.  trouble 

Molte,/)a.  «L  of  melte,  ■z'.  Sax  tcelted,  fart.  fa. 

Monche,  v,  to  chew 

Mone,  n.  Sax-  the  moon — lamentation 

Monelle,  1;.  Fr,  to  admonilh 

Moniouis,  /;.  fl.  Fr.  coiuers  :  in  the  orig.  it  is 
faulx  monnoyeurs 

Monftje,  n.Fr.  a  monfter  or  prodigy — a  pat- 
tern 

Mood,  n.  Sax.  anger 

Morceis,  n.  fl.  Fr.  morfels 

More,  ndj,  comp  Sax.  greater  in  quantity,  in  num- 
ber and  degree— af^-D.  comf.  it  is  ufually  joined 
to  adjedlives  and  adverbs  to  exprefs  the  comp,  deg. 

Mormai,  «.  a  cancer  or  gangrene 

Morter,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  waxlighc 

Mirtiiie,  v.  Fr.  to  kill,  (i'peaking  of  quickfilver) 

Mortrewes,  n.  Lord  Bacon,  in  his  Nat.  Hdl.  c' 
48,  fpeaks  of  a  mortrefs  made  with  the  brawn 
of  capons  ilamped  andllrained.  He  joins  it  with 
the  cuUice  (cou/ii)  of  cocks.  It  leenis  to  have 
been  a  rich  broth  or  foup,  in  the  preparation  of 
which  the  flefli  was  ftamped  or  beat  in  a  mor- 
tar, from  whence  it  probably  derived  its  name, 
u/ie  mortreujc,  though  I  cannot  fay  that  I  have 
ever  met  with  the  Fiench  word 

Morwe,  n.  Sax-  the  morning  ;  in  the  morning  of 
the  following  day— To-morwe,  I  believe,  al- 
ways means  the  following  day,  and  it  includes 
the  whole  day  ;  to-morwe  at  night 

Morwening,  «.  Sax.  the  morning,  merweninges,^/. 

Mofel,  n.  Fr-  the  muzzle,  mouth  of  a  beall 

Mofle,  adj.fupcrl.  Sux.  gre;.ieli  in  quantity,  in 
number,  in  degree — adv.  Juperl.  it  is  ufually 
joined  to  adjedives  and  adverbs  to  exprefs  the 
iuperlative  degree 

Molt,  V.  Sax.  inuil  ;  Moften,//, 

Mote,  V.  Sax.  mud,  may;  Moten, ^/. 

Mote,  «.  Sax.  an  atom 

Methes,  n.  fl.  Sax-  moths 

Motif,  «.  Fr.  a  motive,  incitement 

Mought,/ia.  t.  of  mowe,  1;.  Sax.  might 

Moule,  1;.  Sax.  to  grow  mouidy 

Mouledj/iar^./a. 

Moun,  for  mowen,  pr.  t.  pi.  of  mowe,  v.  Sax. 
may 

Mouiitance,  n.  Fr.  amount  in  value  ;  in  quantity; 
not  full  the  mountance  of  a  mile,  Conf.  Am, 
187. 

Mourdant,«.  Fr.  the  tongue  of  a  buckle 

Mowe,  t'.  Sax.  may,  to  be  able.  Mowen,  pi.—' 
h  is  fomttimes  ulcd  in  the  inf.  m,  which  thou 
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ftialt  not  mowe  fuffre,  which  tliou  ITialt  not  be 
able  to  endure— ro  mowen  fuche  a  knight  done 
live  or  die,  to  be  able  to  make  fuch  a  knight  to 
live  or  die — Ihe  fliould  not  con  ne  mow  attaine, 
flie  lliould  not  know  nor  be  able  to  attain 

Mowe,  «.  Fr.  a  dillortion  of  the  mouth  ;  what  do 
I  than  but  laugh  and  make  a  mowe  ?  Lydg. 
Tra.  137. 

jVIowing,  n.  ability.  In  the  following  paflage  it 
feems  to  be  ufed  as  a  gerund ;  that  Ihrewes  weren 
difpoiled  of  mowing  to  don  yvel 

Much,  muchel.  See  Miche 

Muckre,  i>.  Sax.  to  heap 

Mue,  -v.  Fr,  to  change 

Miiet,  adj.  Fr.  dumb,  mute 

Mullok,  n.  S:ix.  dung,  rubbifh 

Multiplication,  n.  Fr.  the  art  of  making  gold  and 
filver 

Miiltiplie,  i>.  Fr.  to  make  gold  and  filver 

Mufard,  ».  Fr.  a  mufer  or  dreamer 

Mufe,  V.  Fr.  to  gaze 

Myfeif,  niyfelve^  myfelven.  See  Self 


N. 


Ka,  for  no 

N'adde,  for  nehadde,  had  not 

2>Jaile,  «.  Sjx.  a  nail ;  by  nailes,  by  Goddes  nailes, 
an  ©ath 

2<Iakere,  n.  a  kind  of  brazen  drum  ufed  in  the  ca^ 
valry.     See  Du  Cange  in  v.  Nacara 

2<rale,  n.  Sax.  an  alehoufe.  But  I  am  the  lefs  in- 
clined to  adopt  Skinner's  explanation  of  this 
w^ord,  becaufe  I  obferve  that  ale  alone  is  com- 
monly put  for  an  alehoufe,  and  I  cannot  find 
that  nale  is  ever  ufed,  except  where  it  fol- 
lows the  prepofition  atte.  In  the  paflage 
in  Pierce  Plough.  32,  b.  the  Cotton  mf.  Vefp.  B. 
xvi.  has  at  the  ale  ;  and  fo  in  Pierce  Plough.  a5, 
b.  with  idle  talf  s  at  the  ale. — Robert  of  Brunne's 
tranflation  of  Manuel  des  Pechecs,Tn{.  Bodl.  2313, 
fol.  I ; 

In  gaymes,  in  feflys,  and  at  the  ale. 

fol,  38.  Or  yf  thou  leddefl:  any  man  to  the  ale. 
I  fufpjifl  therefore  that  nale,  in  thofe  few  paf- 
fagcs  in  which  it  is  found,  fhould  he  confidered 
a's  merely  a  corruption  which  has  arifen  from 
the  mifpronunciation  and  confequent  mifwrit- 
ing  of  atte  nale  for  atten  ale.  A  fimilar  cor- 
ruptioH  feems  to  have  taken  place  in  the  na^ie 
of  that  celebrated  perfonage  in  our  law  Mr. 
tohn  A-Noke,  whofs  original  appellation,  I  bg- 
Iieve,  was  John  Atten  Oke,  as  that  of  his  con- 
llant  antagonifi;  was  John  Atte  Stile  ftm.  Atte 
Stile  i?  a  name  in  Pierce  Pluugh.  2,3,  b.  and 
there  are  many  others  of  the  fame  form,  as 
Atte-cliiF,  Atte-ley,  Atte-well,  Atte-wood,  &c. 
That  the  letter  n  is  apt  to  pafs  from  the  end  of 
one  word  to  the  beginning  of  another,  we  have 
an  inftance  in  newt,  which  has  certainly 
■been  formed,  by  corruption,  from  an  cwt  or 
eft;  and  perhaps  nedder,  n.  Sax.  may  have  been 
i'ormed  in  the  fame  way  from  an  adder  :  the 
word  in  the  Teutonic  V-  adder,  as  we  vi'rite  it 
upw,  without  the  initial  «.    The  fam?  corrup- 


tions have  happened  In  other  languages.    SeS 
the  notes  of  Signor  Redi  upon  his  Batco  in  'lojs 
cana,  p.  133,  4,  5,  i8z,  3. 
N'am,  for  ne  am,  am  not 
Name.^a.  t.  of  nime,  v.  Six.  took 
Nappe,  V.  Sax.  to  fleep.     See  Knap 
Narcotickes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  Gr.  drugs  caufing  fleep 
Narwe,  adj.   Sax.  clofe,  narrow  ;  whan  they  hem 
narwe  avifc,  when  they  dofely  confider  their 
conduct  • 

Nas,  for  ne  was,  was  not 
Nafo,  />r.».  P.  Ovidiws  Nafo.    See  Ovid 
Nat,  adv.  Sax.  not 

Natal,  adj.  Lat.  prefiding  over  nativity 
Nathelefic,  natheles,  ad-u.  Sax.  not  the  lefs,  never* 

thclefs 
Nation,  n.  Fr.  nation-— family 
Naught,  nought,  n.  Sax.  nothing 
,  ad-v.  nor,  not  at  all,  it  may  more  proper- 
ly perhaps  be  confidered  as  a  noun  ufed  adver- 
biaiiy.     See  Nothing 
Nay,  adj.  Sax.it  feems  to  be  ufed  fometimes  as 

a  noun  ;  it  is  no  nay,  it  cannot  be  denied 
Nay,  v.  to  deny 
Ne,  adv.  Sax.  not ;  ne  had  he  ben  holpcn,  had  be 

not  been  helped 
Ne,  conj.  Sax.  nor 
Nece,  n.  Fr.  a  niece^rra  coufin 
Ncceffaire,  adj.  Fr.  necelTary 
Nede,  n.  Sax.  need,  neceflity 

Nede,  -u.  is   generally  ufed  as  an  imperfonal ;  it 
nedeth    thee   nought   teche ;    nedeth    him   no 
dwale  ;  neded  no  more  to  hem  to  go  ne  rid 
Nedeful,  adj.  diftrefl,  indigent 
Ngdely,  ad-v.  neceflarily 
Nedes,  nede,  adv.  neceflarily;  it  is  ufually  joined 

with  mufl; 
Nedder,  n.  Sax.  an  adder  ;  Neders,  pi. 
Neighe,  adj.  &,x.  nigh 
Neighe,  v.  to  approach,  to  come  near 
Nekke,  «.  Sax.  the  neck  ;  nekke-bone 
Nempne,  -v.  Sax.  to  name 
Ner,  adv.  Sax.  near 

Nere,  com/>.  d.  nighcr  ;  never  the  nere,  never  the 
nigher  ;  nere   and   nere,   nigher  and   nigher; 
ftrre  ne  nere,  later  nor  earlier 
N'ere,   for  ne  were,  were  not;  n'ere  it,  were  it 

nort ;  n'ere  the  friendfliip 
Nerft,  n.  Fr.  nerve,  finew 
Neflie,  adj.  Sax.  foft,  tender;  Nefch  and  hard 
Nete,  7?.  j-ax.  neat  cattle 
Nether,  adj.  comf.  Sax.  lower 
Nettle  in  dock  out.     See  Raket 
Neven,  v.  Sax.  to  naaie 
Nevew,  n.  Fr.  a  nephew — a  grandfon 
Newe,  adj.  Sox.  new,  frelh 

Ncwe,  adv.  newly ;  newe  and  newe,  again  an4^ 
again;  allneWe;  of  newe,  newly,  lately  all 
new,  anew,  afrefli  ' 

Newe,  -v.  to  renew 
Newed,  farf.  fa.  renewed 
Newefangel,  adj.  defirous  of  new  thino-s 
Nev/efangelnefie,  n.  inconflancy 
Nexte,/r//fr/.  d.  nigheft;  it  generally  Cgnifies  the 
nigheft,  following,  but  fomstimcs  the  nigheP^ 
preceding  °      " 

N'hath,  for  ne  hath,  hath  not 
Nice,  adj.  Fr,  foolifh 
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Nicetee,  n^  folly  ;  do  his  ulcetee  ;  fo  the  French 

\yit  fair  e  folic 

Nifies,  n.  pi.  trifles 

Nigard,  n.  a  ftingy  fellow 

Nigardie,  «.  ftinginefs 

Nightertale,  night-time 

Night-fpel,  n.  Sax.  a  right-charm 

N'ill,  for  ne  will,  will  not  ^ 

N'is,  for  ne  is,  is  not  ^ 

N'ifte,  for  ne  wifte,  knew  not, yln^.;  n'iften,  for 
ne  wiften,  knew  not,  pi. 

Noblcdeft,  fa.  t.  zndperf.fng.  of  noble,  f .  Fr.  en- 
nobledeft 

Nobleffe,  n.  Fr.  dignity,  fplendour 

Nobley,  n.  as  nobleffe 

Nocked,  part.  pa.  notched 

Noie,  n.  Fr.  hurt,  trouble 

Noie,  i».  to  hurt,  to  trouble 

Noife,  i>.  Fr.  to  make  a  noife 

N'olde,  for  ne  wolde,  would  no^ 

Nombre, «.  Fr.  number 

Nomen,  nome,  part.  pa.  of  nime,  v.  Sax.  taken 

Nompere,  «•  an  arbitrator.  See  the  paffage  quot- 
ed above  in  v.  Lovedaie.  The  fenfe  of  this 
word  is  cftabliftied  by  the  Prompt.  Par-v.  nowm- 
per  or  ewmper.  Arbiter,  Sequefter.  If  the 
etymology  of  it  were  as  clear,  we  might  be  able 
to  determine  which  of  the  two  methods  of 
writing  it  is  the  b eft ;  cuftom  has  long  declared 
for  the  latter.  The  modern  word  is  umpire  ; 
and  in  Pierce  Plough,  zj,  b.  the  edit,  read — an 
umpcr,  but  the  Cotton  mf.  l^efp.  B.  xvL  has — a 
numper.  I  cannot  find  that  any  fuch  word  is 
ufed,  in  the  fame  fenfe,  in  any  other  of  the  Go- 
thic or  romance  languages  :  it  has  been  fup- 
pofed  by  fome  to  be  a  corruption  of  ««  pere, 
Fr.  which  I  can  hardly  believe  ;  and  perhaps 
the  reader  will  be  as  backward  to  admit  of  a 
derivation  of  it  from  the  Fr.  nonfat,  an  odd  or 
third  perfon,  which  an  arbitrator  generally  is. 
This  however  is  the  mcft  probable  etymology 
that  has  occurred  to  me,  and  I  fee  that  the 
compiler  of  the  ftatutes  for  the  Univerfity  of 
Oxford  (whoever  he  was)  had  the  fame  idea, 
for  he  expreffes  the  word  umpire  in  his  Latin 
by  impar,  tit.  xv.  §  14.  Index,  impar,  aut  arhi- 
trdtar,  in  quacunque  cattfa  eleiius 

Kon,  adj.  Sax.  not  one,  none 

Non,  adv.  Fr.  not;  abfent  or  non  ;  whether  ye 
wol  or  non 

None,  n.  Fr.  the  ninth  hour  of  the  natural  day, 
nine  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  the  hour  of  din- 
ner 

Nones,  for  the  nones 

Nonne,  n.  Fr.  a  nun 

Norice,  «.  Fr.  a  nurfe;  in  other  paffagcs,  it  is 
printed  by  miftake  for  norie,  n.  a  fofter-ehild, 
alumnus 

Nortelrie,  n.  nurture,  education  . 

Nofethirles,  n.//.  S^x.  noftrils 

N'ot,  for  ne  wot,  know  not 

Kotabilitee,  n.  Fr.  a  thing  worthy  of  obferva- 
tion 

Note,  n.  Sax.  need,  bufmefe 

Note,  n.  Fr.  a  mufical  note  ;  to  cry  by  note,  to 
cry  aloud,  in  a  high  tope 

Niitemuge,  n.  nutmeg 

Mott.?,  n.  pi.  Sax.  nuts 
S 


Not-hed,  a  head  like  a  nut 

Nother,  co»j.  Sjx.  nor,  neither 

N'other,  adj.  Sax.  for  ne  other ;  neither  n'other, 
nor  one  nor  other ;  he  n'is  in  neither  n'other 
habite  ;  neutro  ejl  hahitu,  orig. 

Nothing,  adv.  Sax-  not,  not  at  all 

Nouches,  n.  pi.  It  is  probable,  I  think,  that 
nouche  is  the  true  word,  anS  that  ouche  has  been 
introduced  by  a  corruption  the  reverfe  of  that 
which  has  been  taken  notice  of  in  Nale.  Sec 
Du  Cange  in  -v.  Nochia  and  Nufea,  and  Schtlter, 
Gloff.  Teut.  in  f.  Nuofci,  from  whence  it  ap- 
pears that  nz^ii«,  Tdut.  {vguifits  fbula,  a  clafp 
or  buckle.  As  thefe  were  fome  of  the  moft 
ufeful  inftruments  of  drefs  they  were  pr^abably 
fome  of  the  firft  that  were  ornamented  with 
jewels,  by  which  means  the  name  by  degrees 
may  have  been  extended  fo  as  to  include  feve- 
ral  other  forts  of  jewels;  the  fame  thing  may 
have  happened  in  the  cafe  of  the  word  broche; 
[fee  above]  which  indeed  feems  originally  to 
have  been  a  French  expreffion  for  nouche 

Nought,  n.  &  aJ'u.  Sax.     See  Naught 

Nouthe,  adv.  Sax.  now 

Novelries,  a. />/.  Fr.  novelties 

Now,  adv.  Sax.  now  and  now,  once  and  again  f 
now  adayes,  in  thefe  days 

Nowel,  n.  Fr,  Chriftmas 

Noyfaunce,  ».  Fr.  offence,  trefpafs 


O 


O,  for  ho.    See  Ho 

O,  adj.  for  on,  one ;  in  the  curious  old  ballad  on 
the  battle  of  Lewes,  \^Anc.  Poet.  v. 'u.  p.  4. 1.  10. "| 
oferling  fhould  be  written,  I  beheve,  o  ferhng, 
i.  e.  one  farthing 

Obeyfance,  n.  Fr.  obedience  ;  obeyfing 

Obeyfant,^a?-^^>-.  Fr.  obedient;  obeyfing 

Obfequies,  n.  pi.  Ft.  funeral  rites 

Obfervance,  n.  Fr.  refpeA 

Obferve,  v.  Fr.  to  refped,  to  pay  regard  to 

Occident,  n.  Fr.  the  weft 

0&2i^fien,  pr.  n.  1  do  not  fuppofe  that  Auguftu^ 
is  meant,  but  rather  the  fabulous  empcrour 
who  is  the  fubjed  of  a  romance  entitled  Oaa- 
vian  Imperator,  mf.  Cotton,  Calig.  ii.  See  Percy's 
Catalogue,,  n.  18.  The  fame  Odlavian,  I  appre- 
hend, was  celebrated  in  a  piece  of  Arras  hang- 
ings which  made  part  of  the  furniture  of  Hen-, 
ry  V.  and  is  thus  defcribed  in  the  inventory. 
Rot.  Pari.  2.  Hen.  VI.  Item  I  autre  pece  d  arrar 
D  Br  q  comence  en  I  e/?orie,,L,e  Odtavion  Roy  de 
Rome 

Ocy,  ocy,  the  nightingale's  note 

Oerthrow,  for  overthrow,  part,  pa.  Sax.  over- 
thrown 

Oetu^/r.  «.  .^etes 

Of,  adv.  S'2X.  off 

Offended, /ar/. /■a  Fr.  hurt 

Offenfioun,  n.  offt;nce,  damage 

Offertorie,  n.  Fr.  a  part  of  the  mafs 

Offring,  n.  Fr.  offering  at  mafs 

Oft,  ofte,  adv.  Sax.  often  ;  often-fitb,  often«, 
times 

Oinement,  n.  Fr.  ointment 

01if:'>unt,  n.  Fr.  elephant 
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Oliveres,  n.  pi.  Fr.  olive-trees 
Omer,/)/-.  n.  Homer 

On,  prefi.  Sax,  in  ;  on  live,  in  life,  alive  ;  on  twelve 
in  twelve  ;  on  hunting  ;  on  hawking.     See   A, 
frep. — upon;  on  to  fee,  to  look   upon.     Licur- 
gus  daughter,  fairer  on  to  fene — fo  this  line  is 
written  in  mf.  Bodl. 
On,  adj.  Six.  one;  after  on,  alike ;  they  were  at 
on,  they  were  agreed  ;  ever  in  on,  continually; 
I  mine  on,  I  fingle,  I   by  myfelf ;  and  thus  I 
went  widewher  walking  mine  one  ;  non  faw 
but  he  one  ;  all  him  one 
Onde,  n.  Sax.  zeal,  malice;  ny  the  and  onde 
Onsd,  part.  fia.  Sax.  made  one,  united 
Oats,  pi.  of  on  ;  we  three  ben  alie  ones,  we  three 

are  all  one 
Ones,  adv.  Sax.  once ;  at  ones,  at  once,  at  the 

fame  time 
Onhed,  n.  Sax.  unity 
Only,  adv.  Sax-  al  only,  folely 
Ony,  adj.  Sax.  any 

Open-ers,  n.  Sax-  the  fruit  of  the  medlar  tree 
Open-heded,  adj.  bareheaded 
Opie,  n.  Fr.  opium 
OpprefTe,  v.  Fr.  to  ravifh 
Oppreffed,  part.  pa. 
Oppreffion,  «.  rape 
Or,  adv.  Sax-  er,  before 
Oratorie,  «.  Fr.  a  chapel,  a  clofet 
Ordal,  n.  Sax.  judicial  trial.      See  K'tlian  in  -v.  Oor- 
deel,   and  Hickes  Differf.   Epift    p.    149.     It   is 
poflible  however  that  Chaucer  may   have  ufed 
this  word  in  its  more  confined  fenfe,  for  a  trial 
by  fire  or  water,   without  confidering'whether 
fuch  trials  werfe  prailifed  at  Troy. 
Orde,  n.  Snx.  a  point 

Ordered,  ;!iar/.  pa.  ordained  in  holy  orders 
Orders  four,  the  four  orders  of  mendicant  friars 
Ordinance,  n.  Fr.  orderly,  difpofition 
Ordinat,  pa.rt.  fa.  orderly,  regular 
Ore,  n.  Sax-  grace,  favour 
Orrwell,  pr.  n.  a  feaport  in  EfTex 
Orfrays,  n.  Fr.  gold  embroidery.     See  Da   Can^e 

in  •:;.  Atirifrigia 
Orient,  n.  Fr.  the  eaft 

Origenes, />?-.  n.     In  the  lift  of  Chaucer's  , Works 
he  feys  of  himfclfj  that 
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He  made  alfo,  gon  is  a  grete  while, 
Origcnes  upon  the  Maudelaine 

meaning,  I  fuppofe,  a  tranflation  into  profe  or 
verfe  of  the  homily  de  Maria  Ma^dalma,  which 
has  been  commoHly,  though  falfely,  attributed 
to  Origen.  V.  0pp.  Origenh,  t.  ii.  p.  291,  ed.  Pa- 
ri?, 1604.  I  cannot  believe  that  the  poem  entitled 
The  Lamentation  of  M.irie  Magdaleine,  which 
is  in  all  the  editions  ol  Chaucer,  is  really  that 
■work  of  his ;  it  can  hardly  be  coiifidered  as  a 
tranflation  or  even  imitation  of  the  homily, 
and  the  compofition,  in  every  rcfpe>51:,  is  infi- 
nitely meaner  than  the  worft  of  his  genuine 
pieces 

pfifont,  It.  Fr.  the  horizon 

Orlogc,  n.  Fr.  a  clock  or  dial 

Orpiment,/)r.  n.  a  mineral  fo  called 

Other,  adj.  Sjx.  alter,  Ldt.  the  other  of  two  ;  O' 
thers,  ger..  ca. 


Other,  adj.  Sax.  alius,  L'af. 

Other,  conj.  Sax.  or  either 

Ouche.     Sec  Nouche 

Over,  prep.  Sax.  above  ;  bver  all,  in  every  cafe, on 
every  fide 

Over,  adj.  Sax.  upper 

OvereQ.,  /uj?erl.  d.  uppermoft. 

Over-gret,  adj.  S-ix.  too  great 

O  ver-ladde,  part.  pa.  overborn  ;  do  not  the  people 
opprelTe  nor  overlede,  L'^^dg.  Trd. 

Over-live,  v.  Sax.  to  outlive 

Over-merily,  adv.  Sax.  too  merrily 

Over-moche,  adj.  Sax.  too  great 

Over-nome,  part.  pa.  of  over-time,  v.  Sax.  over- 
taken 

Ovcr-fpradde, />^.  t.  Sax.  overfpread 

Overte,  adj.  Fr.  open 

Overthrew,/a.^.  of  overthrow, -y.  neut.  Sax.  fell. 
down 

Overthrowing, /.ar/./>^.  S-ix.  falling  headlong ;  hy 
overthrowing   way,  praJpiti   via,   orig. ;  and 
therfore  clepeth  Caffiodore  poverte  the   moder 
of  mine,  that  is  to  fay,    the  moder  of  over- 
throwing or  falling  doun 
Over-thwart,  adv.  Six.  acrofs,  over  againft 
Over-timeliche,  adv.  Sax.  too  early 
Ovide,//-.  n.     Our  Author  feems  to   have  been 
well  acquainted  with  the  bed  part  of   Ovid's 
works  ;  moft  of  the  hiftories  in  his  Legende  of 
Good  Women   are    taken    from    the    Epiftoi^ 
Heroidum  or  the  Metamorphofc-s ;  that  of  Lu- 
crece  fhewsthat  he  had  read  the  Fafti 
Oueht,  n.  Sax.  any  thing,  alv.     See  Aught.    The 
difference  has  arifen  merely  from  the  different 
ufages  of  writing  a  or  0  for  one 
Ought, /a.  t.  of  owe 

Oughten,  oughte.     From  hence,  as  it   feems,  has 
been  formed  a  new  verb  ought,  which   is  very 
commonly  ufed  in  the  prefent  tenfe  for  owe  in 
both  numbers.     Ought  is  alfo  ufed  as  an  »«- 
per/,  in  the  pr.  and  pa.  t.  ;  wel  ought  us  werke, 
well  behovcth  it  us  to  work  -,  hem  oughte  have 
gret  repentance,  it  behoved  them  to  have  great 
repentance 
Oundmg,  n.  Fr.  waving,  imitating  waves 
OnTes,pr.pof  Sax.  oms 
Out,  interj.  Six.  awav 
Out,  adv.  Six.  out  and  out,  throughout 
Outhees,  n.  Lat.  barb,  outcry;  and  bora  to   Lon- 
don briggc  fullhie  with  outheys 
Outrage,  n.  Fr.  violence 
Outraie,  v.  Fr.  to  fly  out,  to  be  outrageous 
Out-rede,  v.  Sax.  to  furpafs  in  counfel 
Outrely,  adv.  Fr.  utterly 
Out-renne,  v.  Sax.  to  outrun 
Outftraught,/.a. ;.  of  outftrctcb,  ^.  Sax.  flrefched 
out 

Out-taken,  ^^r/'./7i7.  taken  out,  excepted  ;  out-tak- 
en Crifl  on  loft,  Chrifl:  in  heaven  being  ex- 
cepted; out-take  Carleon  that  was  in  ArHiurs 
tyme 

Owe,  V.  Sax.  dibeo  ;  owen,  //; 

Owen,  owne,  part.  pa. 

Owhere,  adv.  Sax.  any  where 

Owndie,  adj.  Fr.  waving 

Oxcnforde,  />r.  n.  O.tford 

Oyidipr.  .i,A  river  in  Picirdy 
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pace,  <o.  Fr.  to  pafs  away,  to  furpafs 
Page,  n.  Fr.  a  boy-child,  a  boy  fervant 
Paie,  n.  Fr.  liking,  fatisfadion 
Paie,  V.  Fr.   to  pleafe,  to  fatisfy,  to  pay  }  palde, 
part. fa.  pleafed,  payed 

Paillet,  n.  Fr.  a  couch,  (properly  of  ftraw) 

Paindemaine,  «.  Fr.  a  fort  of  bread 

Paire,  v.  Fr.  to  impair;  if  I  fpeke  ought  to  paire 
her  loos,  i.  e.  to  impair  their  credit  or  reputa- 
tion; fo  this  line  is  written  in  edit.  1541,  and 
mf.    Hunter 

Palamedes,/r.  n.  not  the  fon  of  Nauplius,  one  of 
the  Grecian  commanders  at  the  war  of  Troy, 
but  a  knight  of  the  Round  Table,  called  Palomi- 
des  in  Mort  cf  Arthur,  the  unfuccefsful  rival  of 
Triftan,  for  the  love  of /a  Belle  IJoude.  See  Mart 
d"  Arthur,  b.  ii.  which  feems  to  be  compiled 
chiefly  from  the  Roman  de  Trijlan 

Palafins,  n.  pi.  Fr.  ladies  palafins,  ladies  of  the 
court ;  in  the  orig.  palatines.  See  Du  Cange  in  v. 
Palatini 

Palatie,  pr.  n.   Palathla  in  Anatolia.  Sp. 

Pale,  n.  a  perpendicular  flripe  in  heraldry 

Pale,  V.  Fr.  to  make  pale 

Paleis,  n.  Fr.  a  palace 

Pulfreis,  n.  pi.  Fr.  horfes  for  the  road,  where  ftedes 
are  horfes  for  battle ;  ne  large  palfrey  efy  for  the 
nones 

Paling,  n.  Fr.  imitating  pales 

Palladion,  n.  Gr.  the  image  of  Pallas  at  Troy 

Palled,  part.  pa.  Fr.  made  pale 

Palmeres,  n.  pi.  pilgrims  to  foreign  parts 

Palmerie,  pr.  n.  Palmyra  in  Syria 

Pamphilus,  ^r.  n. 

Pampred,  part.  pa.  pampered,  made  plump.  See 
'Jun.  Etymol.  who  derives  it  from  the  Fr.,  pampre, 
a  vine  branch  full  of  leaves 

Pan,^>-.  n.  the  Heathen  deity 

Pan,  n.  Sax.  the  fkuil,  the  head 

Panter,  n.  Fr.  a  net 

Papelard,  n.  Fr.  a  hypocrite 

Papelardie,  n.  Fr.  hypocrify 

Paper- white,  adj.  white  as  paper 

Par,  prep.  Fr.  par  amour,  with  love  ;  par  compagne, 
for  company  ;  par  chance,  by  chance ;  par  cuere, 
by  heart,  memoriter 

Paraboles,  n.  pi.  Fr.  parables,  the  Proverbs  of  So- 
lomon 

Parage,  n.  Fr.  kindred 

Paraille,  n.  Fr.  apparel 

Paramour,  paramours,  a.  Fr.  love,  gallantry,  a  lo- 
ver of  either  fex 

Paraventure,  adv.  Fr.  haply,  by  chance 

Paraunter,  corruption  of  paraventure 

Farcae,  n.  pi.  Lat.  the  Fates 

Parcel-mele,  adv.  by  parcels  or  parts 

Parde,  pardiaux,  a  common  French  oath,  which 
mod  of  the  perfonages  in  Chaucer  exprefs  very 
frequently  in  Englilh,  with  as  little  ceremony  as 
the  Greeks  ufed  their  vn  Aia,  and  with  as  little 
meaning  too  L*^*^* 

Pardoner,  n.  Fr.  a  fellei'  of  pardons  or  indulgen- 


Paremeflts,  «.  pi.  Fr.  ornamental  furniture  (^ 
clothes 

Parentele,  n.  Fr.  kindred 

Parfay,  Fr.  par/oy,  by  my  faith 

Parfei,  as  parfay 

Parfit,  adj.  Fr.  perfedl 

Parfitly,  adv.  perfedlly 

Parfourme,  v.  Fr.  to  perform 

Parifliens,  n.  pi.  Fr.  parifhicners 

Paritorie,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  the  herb  parle  taria,  or  pelU- 
tory  of  the  wall 

Parkment,  «.  Fr.  an  affembly  for  confultation,  s 
confultation 

Parten,  inf.  m.  Fn  to  take  part 

Partie,  n.  Fr.  a  part,  a  party  in  adifpute 

Parvis,  n.  Fr.  a  portico  before  a  church,  Du  Cange 
in  V.  Paradifus  I.  It  appears  that  books  were 
commonly  fold  au  Parvis  dlvant  Notre  Dame  ■A.t^z.- 
ris.  At  London  the  i'arf/j  was  frequented  by  Ser- 
jeants at  Law.  See  Forte/cue  de  Laud.  leg.  Ang. 
c.  li.  "  Ppft  meridiem  curiae  non  tcnentur ;  fed 
"  placitantes  tunc  fe  divertunt  ad  Pervi- 
"  fum  et  alibi,  confulentes  cum  Servientibus 
"  ad  Legem  et  aliis  confiliariisfuis."  There  is 
a  difference  of  opinion  where  the  parvis  at  Lon- 
don, to  which  the  lawyers  reforted,  was  fituated; 
Somner  fuppoff  s  it  to  have  been  in  Old- Palace- 
yard,  before  Weftnainfter-hall,  Gloff.  in  X  Script, 
V.  Triforium  ;  but  others,  with  more  probabili- 
ty, think  it  was  what  Dugdale  calls  The  Per- 
vyfe  of  Pawles.  When  the  Serjeants  had  dined 
in  any  of  the  inns  of  court,  St.  Paul's  lay  much 
more  conveniently  for  an  afternoon  confidtation 
than  vVcflminfler-hall 

Pas,  n.  Ir.  a  footpace ;  his  horfe — on  which  he 
rode  a  pas  ful  foftely  fentence 

Pafs,  V.  Fr.  to  furpafs,  to  excel,  to  judge,  to  pafs 

Paffant,  paffing,  part.  pr.  excelling  [ter  noflcr 

Putren,  inf.  m.  to  pray,  properly  to  repeat  the  /"a- 

Pavade,  «.  a  weapon  of  offenc? 

Paumes,  «./>/.  Fr.  the  palms  of  the  hands 

Pax,  to  kiffe  the  pax  :  for  an  account  of  this  cere- 
mony, fee  Du  Cange  in  v. 

Payen,  adj.  Fr.  Pagan 

Paynes,  «/>/.  Heathens 

Payfaunce,  n.  paufing  or  flopping,  Glofi".  Ur.  q.  ? 

Pecunial,  adj.  pecuniary,  paid  in  money 

Pees,  «.  Fr.  peace  ;  when  ufed  as  an  interjedion,  it 
fignifies  the  fame  as  hold  thy  pees,  be  filent 

Peine,  n.  Fr.  penalty  ;  up  peine  of  deth.  See  Up. — 
Grief,  torment,  labour 

Peine,  v.  Fr.  to  torture,  to  put  to  pain  ;  file  peined 
hire,  flie  took  great  pains 

Peife,  V.  Fr.  to  poife,  to  weigh 

Peli,  n.  a  houfe,  a  cell,  Sp.  and  Sk.  f.  a  palace, 
Gloff.  Ur.  q. .? 

Pellet,  n.  Fr.  pelptte,  a  ball 

Penance,  n.  Fr.  repentance,  pains  to  be  undergone 
by  way  of  fatisfadion  for  fin,  pain,  forrow 

Pen'ant,  n,  Fr.  a  perfon  doing  penance 

Pencell,  ft.  Fr.  pennoncel,  a  fmall  ftrearaer 

Penible,  adj.  induftrious,  pains- talcing 
Penitencer,  «.  Fr.  a  prieil  who  enjoins  petianceia 
extraordinary  cafes 

Penmark,/r.  n.  a  place  in  Bretagnc 
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i*enner,  «.  a  pencafc.  In  the  inventory  of  the  goods 
of  Henry  V.  Rot.  Pari,  a  H.  VI.  n.  15,  m.  13, 
is  the  following  article,  Un  penner'  it  I  ynkhom 
d'  arg.'  darrex  ;  and  again,  m.  S9,  I  pennere  et  I 
come  covert  du  velvet  bloy 

I'enon,  n.  Br.  a  ftreamer  or  enfign 

Pens,  n.pl.  Sax.  pennies 

Penfell,  n.  as  pencell. 

Penfifehed,  n.  penfivenefs 

Peper,  «.  Lot.  pepper ;  to  brewe  peper,  feems  to 
be  an  exprefliori  for  the  preparation  of  a  hot 
pungent  liquor  which  fhould  burn  the  throats  of 
the  drinkers ;  in  the  orig.  it  is — dames  k  brajfe- 
ront  telpaivre 

Peple,  n.  Fr.  people 

Peplifli,  adj.  vulgar 

Perche,  n.  Fr.  a  pearch  for  birds 

Percel,  adv.  parcel 

Perda,  as  parde 

Pere,  v.  to  appear 

I'ere,  n.  Fr.  a  peer,  ari  equal 

Peregal,  adj.  equal 

peregrine,  adj.  Fr.  wandering 

Pereles,  adj.  without  an  equal 

Perjenete,  n.  a  young  pear 

Pernafa,/r.  n.  Mount  ParnafFus 

Perrie,  «.  Fr.  jewels,  precious  floneg 

Perfaunt, /ar^. /iT.  Fr.  piercing 

Perfe,  pr.  n.  Perfia 

Perfe,  adj.  Fr.  fky  coloured,  of  a  blewifli  gray 

Perfelee,  n.  Sax.  Lot.  parfley 

Perfone,  n.  barb.  Lat.  a  man,  generally  a  niari  of 
dignity,  a  parfon  or  re6lor  of  a;  church, 

Pertelote,  pr.  n,  of  a  hen 

Perturbe,  v.  Fr.  to  trouble 

Perturbing,  n.  difturbance 

Pervinke,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  the  herb  periwinkle 

Pery,  «.  Fr.  a  pear  tree 

Pefe,  n.Fr.  as  pees 

Pefon,  n.  //.  Sax.  peas 

Pefible,  adj.  peaceable 

Peter  Alfonfe,  Piers  Alfonfe 

Petrark,  pr.  n.  Our  author  has  inferted  a  tranfla- 
tion  of  the  load  fonnet  of  Petrarch  into  his 
Troilus  and  Crefeide  ;  it  is  not  in  the  Filoflrato  : 
there  feems  to  be  no  fufficient  rcafon  for  beUev- 
ing  that  Chaucer  had  ever  feen  Petrarch. 

Peytrel,  n.  Fr.  the  breaftplate  of  a  horfe 

Phifike,  n.  Fr.  medicine 

Phifiologus,  pr.  n.  There  v/as  a  larger  work  with 
the  fame  title  in  profe,  which  is  frequently  quot- 
ed by  Vincent  of  Beauvais 

Phiton,  pr.  n.  the  ferpent  Python 

Phitoneffe,  n.  barb.  Lat.  a  witch 

Pie,  n.  Fr.  a  magpie,  a  pratting  goffip  or  tell-tale 

Pierrie,  «.  Fr.  jewels,  precious  flones 

Piggefnie.  The  Romans  ufed  oculus  as  a  term  of 
endearment ;  and  perhaps  Piggefnie,  in  vulgar 
language,  only  means  oculus,  the  eyes  of  that  ani- 
mal being  remarkably  fmall 

Pight,/ii.  /.  of  pike,  v.  Sax.  pitched 

Pike,  V.  Sax.  to  pitch,  to  pick,  as  a  hawk  does  his 
feathers,  tofteal,  to  peep 

Pike,  «.  Sax.  a  fifh  fo  called 

Pikcrelj  n.  Sax,  a  young  piks 


S  A  R  Y. 

Pilche,  n.  Sax.  a  ceat  or  cloak  of  flciris,  Frov.  4  5 

toga  pellicea,  'Junius  in  V. 
Pilcr,  n.  Fr.  a  pillar 
Pille,  V.  Fr.  piller,  to  rob,  to  plunder 
Pilled,  rather  piled,  part.  pa.  Fr.peli,  bald 
Pillours,  n.pl.  Fr.  plunderers 
Pilwe,«.  Sax.  a  pillow 
Pilwe-bere,  «.  Sax.  the  covering  of  a  pillow 
Piment,  n.  barb.  Lat.  fpiced  wine,  wine  mixed  with 

honey 
Pinche,  v.   Fr.  to  fqueeze ;  ther  coude  no  wight 

pinche  at  his  writing,  no  one  could  lay  hold  of 

any  flaw  in  his  wricings 
Pine,  n.  Sax.  pain,  grief 
Pine,  V.  Sax.  to  torpient 
]?\x\t6.,  part.  pa.  tortured 
Pipe,  V.  Sax.  to  play  on  a  pipe ;  to  pipe  in  an  ivy 

lefe,  is  put  for  any  ul'elefs  employment,  as  is  now 

faid  of  a  difappointed  man.  He  may  go  whiftle; 

See  Buckes  horn 
Plftell,  n.  Sax.  Lat.  an  epiftle,  a  fhort  leffon 
Pitance,   n.  Fr.  a  mefs  of  vi<5luals;   it  properly 

means  an  extraordinary  allowance  of  vidtuals 

given  to  monafticks,  in  addition  to  their  ufual 

commons.  See  Du  Cange  in  v.  PiSiiintia 
Pith,  n.  Sax.  marrow,  ftrength 
Pitous,  adj.  Fr.  nierciful,  cortipaffionate,  exciting 

compaflion 
Pitoufly,  adv.  pitifully 
Plage,  «,  lat.  the  plague 
Plages,  n.  pi.  Lat.  the  diviflons  of  the  globe ;  the 

plag-esof  the  north,  the  northern  regions 
Plain,  n.  Fr.  a.  plain 
Plain,  adj.  fimple,  clear  ;  it  is  often  ufed  as  an  ads  - 

verb 
Plain,  V.  to  make  plain 
Plaine,  v.  Fr.  to  complaint 
Plainliche,  adv.  plainly 
Plat,  platte,  adj.  Fr.  flat,  plain,  the  flat  of  a  fword  j 

it  is  often  ufed  as  an  adverb  ;  all  plat,  2.  e.  flatly ; 

full  plat  and  eke  ful  plain 
Plate,  H.  aflat  piece  of  metal;  a  brefl- plate,  armour 

for  the  breaft  ;  a  pair  of  plates,  armour  for  the 

breaft  and  back 
Play,  n.  Sax.  fport,  pleafure 
Play,  V.  to  fport,  to  take  pleafure,  to  a6l  upon  i 

ftage,  to  play  upon  mufical  inftrumencs,  to  Icacf 

a  pilgrimage,  to  withdraw  upon  pretence  of  go- 
ing on  a  pilgrimage 
Pie,  n.  Fr.  an  argument  or  pleading 
Plein,  adj.  Fr.  fuH,  perfeiil 
Plenere,  adj.  Fr.  complete 
Plefancc,  «.  Fr.  pleafure 
Pleflnges,  n.pl.  pleafures 
Plete,  I",  i^?-.  toplead 
Pleting,  n.  pleading 
Plie,  V-  Fr.  to  bend  or  mold 
Plight,  n.  condition 
Plight,  pa.  t.   &  part,  of  pluck,  v.  Sax.  puUcdj 

plucked 
Plighte,  HI.  Sax.  to  engage,  to  promife 
Flights,  pa.  t.  plighten,/'/. 
Plite,  V.  to  plait  or  fold.  See  Plie 
Plite,  n.  condition,  form.  See  plight 
Plungy,  adj.  Fr,  wet,  rainy 
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Poilels,  adj.  Fr.  of  Apulia,  anciently  called  Poile. 
tVillammi s  dogter  Converfane  in  Poyle  to  -wyve  he 
nome 

Point,  n.  Fr.  the  principal  bufinefs,  a  flop  or  full 
point;  in  good  point,  in  good  cafe  or  condition; 
at  point  devife,  with  the  greate/l  exaiflnefs  ;  at 
point  to  breft,  in  point  for  to  braft,  ready  to 
burft 

Pointel,  n.  Fr.  a  ftyle  or  pencil  for  writing 

Pointen,  inf.  ht.  v.  Fr.  to  prick  with  any  thing 
pointed 

Poke,  n.  Fr.  a  pocket,  a  bag.  See  Pouche 

Poke,  11.  Fr.  to  thruft 

Polive,  «.  a  pulley 

PoUax,  n.  Sax.  a  halberd,  bipennis.  Prompt.  Par-u. 

Pomel,  «.  Fr.  any  ball  or  round  thing,  the  top  of 
the  head 

Pomelee,  adj.  Fr,  fpotted  with  round  fpots  like  ap- 
ples, dappled ;  pomelee  gris,  of  a  dapple-gray  co- 
lour 

Popelot,  «.  This  word  may  either  be  confidered  as 
a  diminutive  from  pouple,  a  puppet,  or  as  a  cor- 
ruption of  papellot,  a  butterfly 

Popet,  n.  Fr.  a  puppet 

Popingay,  n.  a  parrot  5  fapegaul,  Fr.  fapegaey^  Belg. 
papagallo,  [tal. 

Popped,  adj.  Fr.  nicely  drefled 

Popper,  n.  joly  poper,  a  bodkin,  according  to  Sp. 
and  Sk,  who  however  produce  no  authority  for 
fuch  interpretation.  The  name  feems  to  be  fit- 
ter for  a  piftol 

Pore,  V.  to  look  earneftly,  pofen,/'r.  t.  pi. 

Pore,  adj.  for  poure 

Forifme,  n.  Gr.  is  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of — 'a  coronary, 
a  theorem  deduced  from  another 

Porphurie,/?-.  «.  of  a  fpecies  of  marble,  porphyry 

Port,  n.  Fr.  carriage,  behaviour 

Portecolife,  n.  Fr.  a  falling  gate,  a  portcullis 

Portor,  n.  a  breviary,  Du  Cange  in  v.  Portiforium 

Pofe,  n.  a  rheum  or  defludtion  obftrucfting  the 
voice,  catarris,  corifa,  Promp.  Par-j, 

Pofe,  -u.  Fr.  to  fuppofe  ;  I  pofe  I  had  finned  fo 

Poffe,  -v.  Fr.  to  pufli 

Poffed,  part.  pa. 

Poffefiioners,  n  pi.  Lat.  an  invidious  name  for  fuch 
religious  communities  as  were  endowed  with 
larids,  &c.  the  mendicant  orders  profeffed  to  live 
entirely  upon  alms 

Poft,  n.  Sax.  a  prop  or  fupport 

Pofte,  n.  Fr.  power 

Potecary,  n.  Fr.  an  apothecary 

Potent,  n.  Fr.  a  crutch,  a  walking-dick 

Potential,  adj  Fr.  ftrong,  powerful 

Poteftat,  n.  Fr.  a  principal  magiftrate 

Pouche,  n.  Fr.  pocket,  pouch 

Poudre,  n.  Fr.  powder,  pi-)udres,  pi. 

Poverte,  n.  Fr.  poverty ;  it  is  to  be  pronounced  po- 
verte,  the  final  e  being  confidered  as  an  e  femi- 
nine 

Poulce,  n.  Fr.  the  poulfe 

Poule,/r.  n.  St.  Panl 

Pounfoned,  part. pa.  punched  with  a  bodkin 

Poupe,  v.  to  make  a  noife  with  a  horn 

Pourchace,  «.  Fr.  to  buy,  to  provide 

Fourchas,  «.Fr.  acquifition,purchafe 
Vol.,  i. 


Poure,  V.  as  pore 

Poure,  adj.  Fr.  poor 

Pourtraie,  i>.  Fr.  to  draw  a  piifjure 

Pourtraiour,  n.  a  drawer  of  pictures 

Pourtaiture,  a  pivSlure  or  drawing 

Pi  adlike,  n.  Fr.  practice 

Preamble,  n,  Fr.  preface 

Preambulatioun,  «.  preamble 

Precious,  adj.  Fr.  over  nice 

Predeftine,  n.  Fr.  predeflination 

Predication,  n.  Fr.  preaching,  a  fermon 

Prees,  n.  Fr.  a  prefs  or  crowd 

Prefe,  prcve,  n.  Fr.  proof,  trial ;,  at  prevc,  on  tri- 
al;  with  evilptefe,  evil  may  it  prove.  Se^ 
With  [trate 

Prefeft,  n.  Fr.  I  at.  a  governor  or  principal  magif- 

Preife,  n.  Fr.  commendation 

Prcife,  -u.  Fr.  to  commend,  to  value 

Preniis,  n.  Fr.  an  apprentice 

Prentifhode,  n.  apprenticelhip 

Pr&fa.rat,  part. pa.  Lat.  prepared 

Pres,  ad-u.  Fr.  near,  fo  I  fufpetSl  this  word  is  to  be 
underllood  ;  of  pres,  /.  c.  at  hand,  clofe  ;  de  pres., 
Fr.  or  perhaps  of  pres  may  be  put  for  in  a  prees. 
See  Prees 

Prefe,  v.  Fr.  to  prefs  or  crowd 

Prefent,  v.  Fr,  to  offer,  to  make  a  prefent  of; 
and  with  the  wine  fhe  gan  hem  to  prefent ;  an4. 
fmote  his  head  of,  his  fader  to  prefent 

Prefentarie,  adj.  Lat.  prefent 

Prefl;,.aay'.  F/-.  ready 

Pretend,  v.  Fr.  to  lay  claim  to  ; 

Preterit,  adj.  Fr.  paffed 

Preve,  v.  Fr.  to  try,  to  demonftrate  by  trial 

Preve,  v.  neut.  to  turn  out  upon  trial 

Prick,  n.  Sax.  a  point,  a  pointed  weapon 

Prick,  prike,  -v.  Sax.  to  wound,  to  fpur  a  horfe,  to 
ride  hard 

Prickafour,  n.  a  hard  rider 

Pricking,  «.  hard  riding 

Prideles,  adj.  Sax.  without  pride 

Prie,  •:;.  to  look  curioufly 

Prikke,  n.  See  Prick 

Prime,  adj.  Fr.  Lat.  firfl ;  at  prime  temps,  at  the. 
firfl  time;   at  prime  face,  at  firil  appearance 

Prime,  n.  the  firfl  quarter  of  the  artificial  day  | 
half  way  prime,  prtme  half  fpent ;  prime  large, 
prime  far  advanced 

Primerole,  n.  Fr^  a  primrofe,  Co/if.  Am.  148.  b. 

Primetemps,  n.  Fr.  fpring 

Pris,  n.  Fr.  price,  praife  ;  it  be  prys,  or  it  be  blame, 
Conf.  Am.  1 65 

Prive,  adj.  Fr.  private  ;  prive  and  apert,  private 
and  public  ;  prive  man,  a  man  entruftcd  with 
private  bufinefs 

Prively,  adv.  privately 

Privetee,  «.  private  bufinefs 

ProcefTe,  n.  Lat.  progrefs 

Profeffioun,  «.  Fr.  the  monaflic  profefTion 

Proheme,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  a  preface 

Prpine,  -v.  Fr.  provigner ;  it  feems  to  have  fignifi- 
ed  originally  to  take  cuttings  from  vines,  in  or- 
der to  plant  them  out ;  from  hence  it  has  been 
ufed  for  the  cutting  away  of  the  fuperfltious 
flioots  of  all  trees,  which  we  now  call  pruning. 
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and  for  tliat  operation  wliicli  birds,  and  particii- 
Jarly  hawks,  perform  upon  themfelves,  of  pick- 
ing out  theJi''Juyerfltious  or  damaored  feathers. 
Ill  allufion  to  this  laft  fenfe,  Damian  is  faid  to 
proine  anxi  pike  himfelf.  Gower,fpcaking  of  an 
niagle,  fays, 

For  there  he  pruheth  him  and  piketH, 
As  doth  an  h-auke,  whan  him  wefliketh. 
Ccnf.  Am.  ]r39i 

Prolle,  V.  to  go'aBout  in  feafth  of  a  thing 
Pro'/ablfe,  adj:  Fr-  capable  of  being' demonfirated' 
Pro^eride,  n.  Fr.  pri:ebindk,  Lat.  a  prebtind,  a  daily 

or  annual  allowance  or  flipend.     See  Dtt  Catige 

in  V.  Pmhenda 
Provendre,  «.  a  prebendary 
Proverbc,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  a  prudential  maxim 
Proverbe,  -u.  to  fpcak  proverbially 
Provoftry,  «.   Fr.  the  office  of  provoft  of  pirefed;' } 

prcsffSiura 
Prow,  n.  Fr.  profit,  advantage^ 
Prdweffe,  n.  Fr.  integrity 
Pnice,/r.  n.  Pniffia 
Pruce,  adj.  Pruilian 
Pruned,  pa.  t.  as  proined' 
Ftholosnie,  fir.  rt. 
F'della  and  Itubeus,  the  names  of  tWo  figui*es  in 

geomancy,   reprefenting  two  conftcllations  in 

heaven  ;  Puclla  fignificth  Mars  retrograde,  and 

Rubeus  Mars  dire^,  Sj>. 
Pulchritude,  n.  Lat.  beauty 
Pullaile,  n.  Fr.  poultry 
Pulled  hen;  I  have  been  told  fince  that  a  hen,  whofe 

feathers  ari2  pulled  or  plucked  o£F,"Wi]i  not  lay 

any  egg's;  if  tliat  Be  true,  thfere  is  niote  force  in 

the  epithet  than  I  apprehended 
Punice,  v.  Fr.  to  punifti 
Pure,  adj.  Fr.  mere,  ver'y 
Turedjjiart.  fa.  purified 
'Farfiied,  fart.  Jia.  Fr.  worked  Upon  tfie  edg^ 
Purpos,  n.  Fr,  purpofe,  defign,  propofition  in  dif- 

courfe 
PurftVife,  ?f.  Fr.  an  enclofure 
Purveyance,  n.  Fr.  forelight,  providence,  prSvi- 
.    fion 

.Purveye,  •».  to  forefee,  to  provide 
Puterie,  n.  Fr.  whoredom 
Pntours,  n.  fl.  whoremongers- 
Pythagoras,^/-.  «, 


<Qnad,  quade,  adj.  Teut.  bad  ;  none  (Jwad,  nothing 

evil 
f^iaile-pipe,  n.  a  pipe  ufed  tp  call  quails 
Claire,  n.  Fr.  a  quire  of  paper,  a'  book 
t^akke,  n,  feems  to  be  put  for  an  inarticulate  noife 

occafioned  by  any  obil:ru»ilion  in  the  throat 
Qualme,  n:    Sax.  ficknefs,  the  noiie  made  by  a 
-    raven 

Quappe,  w.  to  tremble,  to  quake: 
Qnarels,  «.  f!'.  Fr.  fqilare  aiTows 
t^eint,  n.  Seeyun!i£tymolo£:myt. 
C^einte,  adj.  Fr.  ftranjje  ;  I  made  of  that  lefe  fuil 


queint,  he  made  it  flvange,  cunning,  artful^  trlKi'j* 

neat 
Queinte,    fa.  t.  and    fari.    of   quench,    i;;    Sax: 

quenched' 
Qi]eintifi5,  ».  trimnefs,  neatnefs,  exceffive  trimnefs, 

cunning' 
Quelle,  •».  ^aar.  to'kill,  to  deftroy 
Queme,  -v.  Sax.  to  pleafe  ;  wel  me  qjiemeth,  Con/, 

Am.  6S- 
Qacne,  ».  Sax.  a  queen,  a  harlot 
Q^erne,  n.  Sax.  a  handmill 

Querrour,  n.  Fr.  one  that  works  in  a  flone  quarry 
Quefle,  n.  Fr.  a  prayer  or  demand 
Quefl-mongers,  n.  fl.  packers  of  inquefts  or  juries 
Qu(?the,  -di  Sax.  tsfey,  to  declare  ;  I  quethe  hint 

quite,  is  a  tranflalion  of  an  old  technical  tern\ 

in  the  law  Glamo  illl  quietum ;  the   original  Fr. 

has  only  Je  quitte 
Quik,  adj.  Sax.  alive 
Quikkell:,/«/?r/.  d.  fpeediefl ;  the  quikkeft  flretc", 

the  moit  expeditious  way 
Quiken,  v.  Sax.  tomake  alive 
Quiked,  f art.  fa.  made  alive 
Quiked,  fa.  t.  of  the  fame  v.  ufed  in  a  neutral 

ferifc,  became  alive 
Quinible,  n.  is  the  inftrument,  I  fuppofe,  which  is 

called  in  barb.  Lat.  q-uinttrna  and  quiiitaria.    Sea 

Z>«  Cange  and  Carftntier  in  v.  ^^tinternizare,  and 

lidehus,  F^ita-  d'  Ambr.  Camald.  lyra,  limbuta.'^  quilt' 

farm,  ribeia,  avena,  tibiipque 
Quifhin,  n.  Fr.  a  cuftiion 
Q_uifl;ron,  h.  a  beggar,  Glofl".  Ur.  \  rather  believe  it' 

iignifies  a  fcuUion,  un  garqon  ds  cufine 
Qliite,  adj.  Fr.  hee,  qaiet 
Quite,  V.  Fr.  to  requite,  to  pay  for,  to  acquit 
Quitte,  fart.  fa.  requitted 
Quitely,  adv.  freely,  at  liberty 
Quod,  fa.  f.  of  quethe,  faid 
Qjioke, /a.  t.  of  qjiake,  i;;  Sax.  trembledj^flioofe  ' 
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Ra.  n.  Sax.  a  roe  deer 

Racine,  t*.  Fr.  a  rotk 

Rad,  radde,  ^a.  t.  of  rede,  -o.  Sa^:  advifcd',  ex- 
plained, 2>«.  a8i 

Radevore,  tapeftry ;  ras.  in  Fr.  fignifies  any  fluff, 
as  ras  de  Chalons,  ras  de  Gennes,  ras  de  Fore  of  Fauf, 
may  be  a  fluff  made  at  fuch  a  place,  Gloff.  Ur. 
There  is  a  town  in  Languedoc  called  La  1^  aur^ 
but  I  know  H9t  that  it  was  ever  famous  for  ta- 
peflry 

Rafies,  n.  fl.  Fr.  plays  with  dice 

Rafte,/«.  ;.  of  reve,  i».  Sax.  took  away 

Rage,  V.  Fr.  to  toy  wantonly 

RagBFie,  .-?.  Wantonnefs 

Ragrtunces,  fbould  probably  be  jagonces,.  as  in  th*' 
orig.  Fr.  the  precious  flones  called  jacinths-  of 
hyacinths 

Raines,//*,  n.  the  city  of  Rennes  in  Bretagne 

Rake-flele,  n,  Sax.  the  handle  of  a  rake 

Rakel,  ad),  hafly,  rafli' 

Rakelnelfe,  n.  rafhnef^ 

Raket,  to  plaf  racket,  nettle  in  dock  out.feem'stw 
bs  ufed  as  a  proverbial  cxprcffion,  fignifying  t» 
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he  ihcbnftatit ;  what  tlie  original  of  the  phrafe 
may  have  been,  is  not  fo  clear 
Ram  age,  ad;.  F-:  wild 
Ranmiilli,  adj.  Sax.  rank  like  a  ram 
Rampt,  V.  Fr.  to  climb ;  fhe  rampeth  in  my  face, 

flie  rifes  againft  me,  flies  in  rtiy  lace 
Ra'n,^a.  *.  of  renne,  r^nnen,^/. 
Rape,  aAi.  quickly,  fpeedily 
Rape,  n.  halle 
Rape,  V.  Sizx.  to  take  captK^c ;  to  rape  and  renne, 

to  feize  and  plunder.  See  Renne 
Rafis,/)r. «,  an  Arabian  phyfician  of  the  loth  cen- 
tury. Ste  Fabric.  Bibl.  Gr.  t.  xiii.  p.  46,  in  -v.Al' 
hubecar 
Raikaile,  n.  a  pack  of  rafcals 
Rated, /Jizz-^.^a.  chidden 
Rathe,  i2(/tj.  Sav  foon,  early,  fpeedily 
Rather,  comp.  d.  fooner 
Ratheft,/«/!fr/.  d.  fooneft 
Rather,  adj.  Sax.  comp.  d.  former 
Ratouns,  «.  pi.  Fr.  fats 
Raught,^a.  t.  of  rxca.n,  ij.  Sav.  reached;  on  his 

way  he  raught,  he  fprang  forth  on  his  way. 
Raught,  pa.  t.  of  reccan,  -u.  Sax.  cared,  recked 
Raveners,  (rarinours)  h.  pi  plunderers 
Ravine,  h.  Fr.   rapine ;  foules  of  ravenj  bitds  of 

prey 
Ravifabie,  adj.  Fr.  ravenous 
Raviftiing,  part.  pr.   Fr.  rapid;  with  a  ravifhitig 

fweigh ;  rnpido  turbine,  orig.  See  Swegh 
Raunfon,  n.  Fr.  ranfom 
Rayed, /)flr^.  pi.  ftreaked  Or  ftriped,  Du.  2jz 
Real,  adj.  Fr.  royal 
Reallfer,  comp.  d.  mbfe  tbyal 
Reallich,  adv.  royally 
Realtee,  n.  royalty 
Rebekke,//-.  n.  Rebecca 
Rebekke,«.  Fr.  a  mulical  inftrument 
Rechafed,  pa.  t.  Fr.  a  term  iri  hunting,  Du.  579 
Recche,  fekke,  *j.  Sax.  to  care 
P.ecche!es,  adj.  carelefs 
RecchelefneiVe,  «.  carelef^nefs 
Reclaime,  v.  Fr.  a  tei-m  in  falconry  for  bringing 

the  hawk  to  the  fift;  by  a  certain  call 
P.eclaiming,  n.  calling,  in  the  fenfe  of  reclaime 
Recomfort,  11.  Fr.  to  comfort 
Record,  n.  Fr.  witnefs,  teftimony 
ReEordt,  ^'.  Fr.  to  remdmber  ;  it  fonietimes  feems 
to  be  uled  in  a  technical  legal  fenfe,  foi-  what  is 
called  to  enter  upon  record  in  judicial  proceed,- 
ings 
Recreandife,  n.  Fr.  fignifieis  fear,  cowardice,  defer- 

tioa  of  principle 
R.ecreant,  adj.  one  who  yields  himfelf  to  his  adver- 
fary  in  fingle  combat ;  for  the  full  import  of 
thefe  two   words,   fee  Du  Cange   in  v.  Recre- 
dentia 
Recure,  n.  Fr.  recovery 
Recured,  part.  pa.  Fr.  recovered 
Redde,  ie.A,pa.  t.  of  rede,  v.  Sax. 
Reddour,  iz.  Fr.  ftrength,  violence 
Rede,  n.  Snx.  advice,  counfel,  a  leel 
Rede.-z/.  Sax.to  advife.to  read,  to  exf  iain,Z>«/.  a;  9 
Rede,  adj.  Sax.  red 
jaedeute,  i).  /"r.  to  fear 


707 


Redouting,  n.  reVefeftce 

Redreffe,  v.  Fr.  to  recover,  to  make  amends  fof 

Kefeii., part.  pa.  Lat.  recovered 

Refiguring,  part.  pa.  Fr.  figuring  again 

Refrain,  a.  Fr.  the  burden  of  a  fong 

Refraining,  n.  the  finging  of  the  burden  of  a  fong 

Refreide,  v.  Fr.  to  cool 

'Refrete,^.  the  fame  as  refrain,  in  Ber.  it  is  printed 
corruptly  freffeit 

Refte,  rifte,  n.  Sax.  a  chink  or  crevice 

Refute,  li.  Fr.  refuge 

Regals,  n.  pi.  Fr.  royalties 

Regard,  n.  Fr.  at  regard  of,  with  i'efpcdl  to,  in 
comparifon  of 

Regne,  «.  Fr.  a  kingdom 

Rehete,  v.  Fr.  rehaiter,  to  revive,  to  cheer 

Reheting,«.  according  to  feveral  mff.  and  all  the  re- 
heting  of  his  fikes  fore  ;  fome  mff,  and  moft  of 
the  printed  editions  read  richeffe  inftead  of  re- 
heting,  Gloff.  Ur.  Richeffe,  though  almoft  as 
aukward  an  expreffion  as  the  other,  is  more 
agreeable  to  the  corfefponding  paffage  in  the 
FiWftrato— 

E  fofjjir  che  gli  avea  a  gfan  dbvicia— 

and  one  can  hardly  conceive  that  it  could  cotne 

from  any  hand  but  that  of  the  author.    1  can 

make  no  fenfe  of  reheting;  but  at  the  fame  time 

I  mull  allow,  that  it  is  not  likely  to  have  been  in- 

ferted  by  w^ay  of  a  glofs  [orig* 

Reile,  v.  neut.  to  roll ;  reileth  diverfely  ;  vogatur, 

R.eines.  See  Raines 

Rejoie,  v.  Fr.  to  rejoice 

Reke,  v.  Sax.  to  exhale 

Reken,  v.  Sax.  to  reckon,  to  come  to  a  reckoning 

Rekes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  ricks  (of  corn) 

Relaies,  n.pl.  Fr.  frefh  fets  of  hounds,  Du,  36a 

Relefe,  n.  Sax.  what  is  left 

R.elees, »,  Fr.  releafe 

Religioufite,  n.  Fr.  perfons  of  a  religious  profeflion^ 
the  clergy 

Relike,  «.  Fr.  a  relic,  relikes,  pi. 

Remenant,  n.  Fr.  a  remnant,  a  remaining  part 

Remes,  n.  pi.  Fr.  realms 

Remiffails,  n.pl.  Fr.  ort*,  leavipgs 

Remorde,  ■».  Fr.  to  caufe  remorle,  to  affliiSt 

Remuable,  adj.  Fr.  moveable,  inconftant 

Remue,  remewe,  remevc,  «.  Fn  to  remove,  Cenf. 
Am.  164.  b. 

Remued,/!^.  ^ 

Renably,  adv.  Fr.  teafonahly 

Renegate,  n.  Fr.  an  apoftate  from  ChriftianitJ 

Reneie,  <v.  Fr.  to  renounce,  to  abjure 

Renges,  n.pl.  Fr.  ranks,  the  fteps  of  a  laUdat 

Renne,  f.  Sax,  to  run,  to  rend 

Rehomee,  n.  Fr.  renown 

RenovelauTice,  n.  Fr.  a  renewing 

Renovelle,  v.  Fr.  to  renew 

Rent,  -v.  Sax.  to  tear  or  rend 

Repaire,  n.  Fr.  refort 

Repaire,  t.  Fr-  to  return 

Repentant,  part.  pr.  Fr.  repenting  ^ 

Reprefc,  repreve,«./"r.  reproof  [fine 

Repreflienj  n,  fee:fns  to  be  put  for  power  ©f  ropr^f- 
Yyy 
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Requere,  v.  Fr.  to  require 

Rere,  v.  Sax.  to  raifc 

Relcous,  n.  Fr.  refcuc  . 

Refcowe,  -v.  Fr.  to  refcue 

Refon,  «.  Fr.  reafcn,  proportion 

Refons,  n.  pi.  Fr.  difcourfes 

Refpite,  n.  may  perhaps  be  put  for  ref^ed 

Refpiten,  inf.  m.  Fr.  to  grant  a  refpite,  to  excufe 

Refport,  n.  is  probably  put  for  refpedl 

Refte,  n.  Sax.  repofe 

Rcfte,  v.  Sax.  to  repofe,  to  ceafe  from  labour 

Sietenue,  ».  Fr.  retinue ;  at  his  retenue  retained, by 
him  . 

Rethor,  n.  Fr.  Lai.  an  orator  or  rfietoriciaia 

Reve,  «.  Sax.  a  fteward  or  bailif 

iieve,  i:  Sax.  to  take  away 

Revel',  n.  Fr.  entertainment,  properly  during  the 
night,  fport,fe{tivity 

Revelour,  «.  a  reveller 

Revelrie,  «.  pleafure 

Revers',  at/J.  Fr.  contrary 

Reverfe,  v.  Fr.  to  overturn 

Revert,  v.  Fr.  to  turn  back 

Rcveft,  v.  Fr.  to  clothe  again 

Rew,  n.  a  row  or  line ;  on  a  rew,  In  a  line ;  all  by 
rew.  See  A'roiv 

Rewake,  v.  Sax,  to  waken  again 

Reward, «.  Fr.  regard.  refpe<5t;  take  reward  of  tLin 
own  value,  have  regard  to  thine  own  value  ;  in 
reward  of,  in  comparifon  with.  See  Regard 

Rewe,  v.  Sax.  to  have  compaffion,  to  fuffer,  to 
have  caufe  to  repent 

Reyes,  «.  //.  dances  in  ufe  among  the  Dutch.  £eye, 
Belg.  Lherea  cckrior,  chorea  tit  longam  feriem,  Ki- 
liah 

S.eyfed,  •'  JLes  Gandois  firent  una  refe  fur  les 
"  marches  de  Haynault,  et  dedans  le  pays  pille- 
"  rent,  bruflerent,  et  firent  moult  de  maux." 
Mem.  dela  March,  p.  384,  where  a  note  in  the 
margin  fays,  "  Re^fi  en  bas  Alcmand,"  fignify 
"  un  'Ooyage  ou  coiirfe." 

Ribaninges,  «.  pi.  feems  to  fignify  borders 

Ribaude,  n.  a  poor  labourer ;  but  the  word  gene- 
rally implies  profligacy  of  manners,  as  well  as 
meannefs  of  condition.  See  JDu  Gauge  in  v.  Ri- 
haldus 

PJbaudrie,  n.  ribaldry,  indecent  words  or  adiions 

Ribibe,  n.  a  fort  of  mufical  inllrunient 

Ribible,  «.  a  fmall  ribibe 

Richard,  P>'-  ^  have  vindicated  the  charader  of 
this  heroic  prince  from  an  afperfion  which  was 
firft  cafl  upon  him,  I  find,  by  Mr.  Rymer,  in 
confequence  of  a  miftaken  conflrudion  of  a  paf- 
fage  in  Hoveden  ;  I  am  tempted  to  add  here  the 
beginning  of  a  poem  which,  having  been  com- 
pofed  after  his  death,  by  Anlelem  Faydit,  mufl 
ftand  clear  of  all  fufpicion  of  having  been  either 
begged  or  bought 

f'or  chaufaes  et  tot  lo  maior  dan. 
El  maior  dol,  las  !  q  eu  anc  mais  agues, 
Et  zo,  don  dei  toz  temps  plaigner  ploran, 
M  aven  a  dir  en  chantar  et  retraire, 
'De  eel  q  era  de  valorz  caps  et  paire. 
Li  reis  valenz  Rixard^  rcis  dss  Engles, 
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Es  morz  ;  ai  Deus '.  cals  perda  et  cals  danz  « I 
Can  eflraing  moz  et  qan  greu  per  audi*  ! 
Ben  a  dur  cor  toz  horn  co  po  fofrir. 

Morz  es  li  reis,  et  fon  paffat  mil  an 
Qanc  tan  pros  hom  no  fo  ne  nol  vit  res, 
Ne  ia  mais  hom  non  et  del  fen  fenblant. 
Tan  lares,  tan  pros,  tan  ardiz,  tals  donaire; 
(^  Alixandres  lo  reis,  qe  venqi  Daire, 
No  cuit  qe  tan  dones  ni  tan  melTes, 
Ni  an  Charles  ni  Artus  tan  valgues, 
Qji  tot  lo  mon  fen  fez,  qi  n  vol  ver  dir, 
Als  us  doptar  et  als  altres  grazir. 

Mf.  Crofts,  io\.  111. 

Richefle,  n.  Fr.  ■Wealth,  rlcheffes,//.  riches 

Riddeled,  part.  pa.  plaited,  Gloff.  Ur. 

Ridden,  part.  pa.  of  ride  ;  he  is  ridden,  they  jitk 

ridden,  he  had  ridden 
Ride,  -u.  Sax.  he  rideth  him 
PJding,  «.  probably  a  procefllon 
Rife,  rive,  -k.  Sax.  to  thrull  through 
Right,  «.  ,5ii3c,  a  right  or  due;  at  alle  rightes,  at 

all  points 
Right,  adj.  good,  true 
Right,  adv.  truly,  rightly,  exactly,  completely  ;  it 

is  frequently  joined  to  adjeiftives,  as  the  adverbs 

well  and  full  are,  to  augment  their  force 
Rime,  n.  Fr.  a  compofition  in  rhyme  ;  hence  the 

title  of  The  rime  of  Sire  Thopas.     Rirae-doge- 

rel.     See  Dogerel 
Rimeyfed,  part.  pa.  Fr.   conipofed  in  rhyme  or 

verfe 
Rinipled,/arf.  j6(7.  5(/x.  wrinkled 
Ring,  -u.  Sax.  to  make  to  found,  "u.  neut.  to  found 
R.ife,  n.  Sax.  fmall  twigs  of  trees  or  bulhes 
Rilhe,  n.  Sax.  a  rufh 
Rift,  for  rifeth 
Rit,  for  rideth 
Rivage.  See  Arivage 
Rive,  V.  neut.  Sax.  to  fplit,  to  fall  afunder 
Rive]ing,/>rtrf.  pr.  Sax.  wrinkling;  ruyffeUn,  Belg. 

rugare,  Kilian 
Roche,  h.  Fr,  a  rock  ;  roches,  pL 
Rode,  n.  Sax.  the  crofs ;  rode-beem  ;  it  is  alfo  call- 
ed the  rode-tree,  from  its  being  made  of  wood 
Rode,  n.  Sax.  complexion 
Rody,  adj.  Sax.  ruddy 

Rofe,  pa.  t.  of  rife  ;  rofte  fliould  probably  be  rofe 
^°ggSj  •"■  Sax.  to  fliake ;  foggyn  or  mevyn,  agito. 

Prompt.  Parv, 
Roigne,  «.  Fr.  a  fcab,  mange 
Rcignous,  adj.  Fr,  fcabby,  rough 
Rokette,  n.  Fr.  a  loofe  upper  garment 
Roking,  part.  pr.  of  rokke  or  rogge,  -j.  neut.  Saxr. 

fhaking,  trembling;  roggyn  or  waverynj-saaV/o, 

ProTvp.  Pari). 
Rombel,  n.  a  rumbling  noife,  rumour 
Rome,  i>.  Sax.  to  walk  about 
Rondel,  n.  Fr.  a  rhyme  or  fonnet  which  ends  as  it 

begins,  Cotgrave 
Rone,  pr.  n.  Rouen  in  Normandy 
Rone,/ja.  /.  of  rain,  v.  Sax.  rained 
Ropen,'/a^/. /<j.  of  repe,  -v.  Sax.  reaped 
Rofalgar,  red  arfenic,  a  preparation  of  orpimcnt 
Chambers  in  V.  Realgar.     It  fliould  rather  per- 


G  L  O  S 

Jiapshave  been  written  Ryfalgsr,  with  mff.  c.i, 
as  the  Latin  name  is  riftgallunt 

Rofen,  adj.  rofy 

Rofer,  n.   Fr.  a  rofebufn 

Rofe-red,  adj.  red  as  a  rofe 

Rote,,  n.  Sax.  a  root 

Rote,  a  root  in  aftrology 

Rote,  n.  a  mufical  inftrument.  See  Du  Cange  in 
V.  JRo&a.  Notker,  who  Jived  in  the  loth  cen- 
tury, fays  that  it  was  the  aLVicitm  pfaltariujn,  but 
altered  in  its  Ihape,  with  an  additional  num- 
ber of  firings,  SchUttr,  in  v.  Rotta 

Rotc,«.  Tr.  pradice ;  by  rote,  by  heart, /ar  rot'ine, 
Ctig. 

Rote,  -0  Sax.  to  rot 

Koten,  fart.  fa. 

Rother,  rf.  Saw  the  rudder  of  a  fliip 

Rought,  for  raught,  fa.  f.  of  recche 

Rouke  -a.  Sax.  to  lie  clofe;  but  now  they  rucken  in 
her  nefl   Comf.  Am.  "]%. 

Roule,  v.  neut.  Sax.  to  roll,  to  run  eafily  ;  where 
fome  copies  have  royle,     Se«-Reile 

Roume, ».  ia*.  room,  fpace 

Roume,  adj.  wide,  fpacious 

Roumer,  comp.  d.  wider 

Rouncevall.yjr.  3. 

Rouncie,  n.  barb.  Lat.  a  common  hackney  horfe. 
See  Du  Gange  in  v.  Runcinus 

Roundel,  n.  tr.  a  fort  of'fong.  See  Rondel — a  cir- 
cular figure 

Route,  n.  Fr.  a  company 

Route,  -v.  to  aiTembJe  in  a  company 

E-oute,  -v.  Fr.  to  fnore,  to  rear, 

Routhe,  n.  Sax.  compaflion,  the  objefl  of  compaf- 
ilon 

Routheles,  adj.  without  compaflion 

Row,  n.  a  line  of  writing.    See  Rew 

Row,  cd;.  Sax.  r^;ugh, — he  loked  wel'rowe 

Rowne,  v.  Sax.  to  whifper 

Rubeus.     See  Puella 

Rubins,  n.  fl.  Fr.  rubies 

Rucking,  fart.  fr.  of  rucke,  cnnropke,  v.  Sax.  ly- 
ing clofe 

Rudde,  n,  .SV^v  complexion.   See  Rode 

Ruddock,  n.  Sax.  a  bird  called  robin  red-breafl 

Rufusj/r.  n.  a  Greek  phyfician.  of  whofe  works 
fome  are  extant.     See  Fabric.  Blbl.  Gr.  1.  iv.  c. 

3- 
Ruggy,  adj.  rough 
Ruffe), /»■.«.  'the  fox  is  called  Dan  ^ufTel,  from  his 

red  colour,  I  fuppofe 


Sachelles,  n.fl.  Fr.  fmall  facks 

Sacked  freres,  friars  wearing  a  coarfe  upper  gar- 
ment, called/aiTirw,  Mat.  Paris,  ad.  an.  1^57  j 
"  Eodem  tempore  novus  ordo  apparuit  Londini 
"  de  quibufdam  fratribus  ignotis  et  non  prxvi- 
«  fis,  qui,  <im3i  facets  incedcbant  induti,  Iratres 
"  Saccati  vocabencur." 

Sacre,  n.  Fr.  a  facred  folemnity 

Sade,  a<^'.  Sax.  grave,  fteady,  forrowful,  repent- 
ant 
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Sadly,  ad'u.  fteadlly,  carefully ;  this  meffengcr 
drank  fadly  ale  and  wine  ;  this  meffengcr  apr 
plied  himfelf  to  drink,  ale  and  wine 

Sadnefs,  n.  gravity,  fteadipefa 

Saffron,  v.  Fr.  to  tinge  with  faffrdn 

Sale  for  feie,  pa.  t.  of  fe  v.  Sax.  faw 

Saile,-!/.  Fc.toaffiil 

Sai!ours,n./>/.  may  mean  dancers,  from  the  Lat.  Fr.% 
fo  in  Piercf  Plough,  68,  for  I  can — neither  faylen, 
ne  faute,  ne  fyng,  to  the  gyterne  :  the  line? 
which  Chaucer  has  here  tranflated  are  not 
in  the  heft  edit,  of  the  Jiom.  de  la  Rofi;,  Pa- 
ris, 1735,  but  they  are  quoted  by  Junius,  Etym. 
Ling.  Angl,  in   V.  Tioibejlere,  from  an  edit,  of 

Apres  y  eut  farces  joyeufes, 
]Et  batelleurs  et  batelleufes, 
Qui  de  paffe  paffe  jouoyent. 
Et  en  I'air  ung  baffin  ruoyent, 
Puis  le  fcavoyent  bien  rccuilhr 
Sur  ung  doy,  fans  point  y  faiUir. 

where  it  is  plain  that  the  author  is  fpeaking  of 

jugglers  rather  than  dancers 
Saine,  for  (sine, pati,  fa.  of  fe,  v.  Sax.  feen 
Saine,  fr,  n.  the  river  Seine 
Salade,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  armour  for  the  breaft 
Salades,  n.fl.  Fr.  faliads  of  herbs 
Salewe,  falue, -z/.  Fn  tofalute 
Salued,  fart.  fa. 
Saluinges,  n./i/.Talutations 
Samite,  n.  Fr.  Gr,  a  rich  lilk.     gee  Dv  Cange  in  «. 

Examitus 
Sanguin,  adj.  Fr.  of  a  blood-red  colour 
Sarlinifhe,  fhould  perhaps  be  farfinifhe,  from  the 

Fr.farrofinois,  a    fort  of  fine  filk  ufed  for  veils. 

See  Du  Cauge  in   v.  Saraceniciim    and   Saracenum. 

It  is  ftill  called  farcenet 
Sarpleres,  «.  fl.  packages  of   a   larger  fize  than 

facks.      S6e  Vu  Cange   in   v.    Sarpkrium,    Svrpil- 

lere,  Fr.  a  piece  of  canvas,  &c.  to  wiap  or  pack 

up  wares  in.     Cotgro'vi 
^dAca^fa.  t-  fl,  of  fit,  1).  Sax. 
Satalie, /ir.  n,  the  ancient  Attalia 
Save,  n.  Lat,  the  herb  fage 

Sauf,  adj.  Fr.  fafe.   See  Voucl^e — faved  or  excepted, 
Savete,  n.  Fr.  fafety 
Saule,  for  foule 

Savour,  ik  neut,  Fr.  to  taflje,  to  relifti 
Savouring,  n,  Fr.  the  fenfe  of  tafting  ' 

Savourous,  adj.  fvvect,  pleafant 
Saufefleme,  a  compofition,of  which  two  .qf  the  in= 

gredients  are  brimftone  and  quickfilver 
Sautes,  «./>/.  Fr.affault 
Sautrie,  n.Fr.  Gr.  a  rnuijcal  firing  inflrument.  See 

Rote 
Sawe,  «,  Sax,  fpeech,  difcourfe, a   proverb  or 

wife  faying 
Say,  for  fey,  'pa.  t.  of  fe,  v.  Sax.  faw 
Scall,  n.  Sax.  a  fcale  or  fcab 
Scalled,  adj.  fcabby,  fcurfy 
Scantilone,  n.  Fr.  a  pattern,  a  fcantling 
Scarce,  adj.  Fr.  fparing,  flingy 
Scariot,/r,/!.  Judas  Ifcariot 

X'"i  .    ,    ... 
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Scarmifhe, «.  /"»-.  a  ikirmifh,  abattle 

Scathe,  n.  Sax.  harm,  damage 

Scatheful,  fcatheliche,  artj.  pernicious 

Scathclesjai^.  without  harm 

Kclauudre,  «.  Fr.  Uaiider 

Sclendre,  adj.  flender 

Scochons, /(.  /./.  Fr.  fcutcheons  of  arms 

Scolaie,  v.  fr.  to  attend  fchool,  to  ftudy 

ijcript,  n.  Ir.  2l  writing 

bcripturcs,  «.  ;>/.  Fr.  writings,  books 

Scnven-like,  like  a  fciivener  or  writing-mafter ; 

comme  une  rfcri'vain 
Ssamcs,  It.  pi.  Sax.  ieAtas  future 
Secree,  udj.  Fr.  fecrei 

SecrepelVe,  «.  privacy  [rical, 

Seculcr,  a//j.  Ir.  of  the  laity,  in  oppofition,  to  cic- 
Sede,  1/.  ifjv.  to  produce  feed 
See,  n.  Fr.  a  ftat,  fees,  pi. 

Sec,  1).  Sjx.  to  fee ;  God  you  fee  ;  God  him  fee  ; 
may  God  keep  you  or  hmi  in  hi?  fight ;  God 
you  fave  and  fee  ;  to  look  ;  on  to  fee — to  look 
on — that  ye  wolden  fometimeftendly  on  me  fee; 
that  ye  would  fometimtsloo^  friendly  on  me 
See,/;,  iax.  tlie  fee;  the  grete  fee.  A  learned 
friend  has  fuggefled  to  me,  that  the  fea  on  the 
coall  ol  Palefline  is  called  The  Great  .Sea  in  the 
Bible,  [See  Numb,  xxxiv.  6,  7,  Jojh.  xv.  12,] 
which  ptits  the  meaning  of  the  appellation  in 
this  paffage  out  of  all  doubt 
Kege,  n.  Fr.  a  fiege 

Seie,  fey, /a.  t.  of  fee,  v.  Sax.  i^w,  part.  pa.  feeji 
Seignorie  n.  Fr.  power 
Sein,fart.  pa.  of  fee,  w.  Sax.  feen 
Seinde,  part.  pa.  of  fenge,  v.  Sax.  linged 
Seint,  «.  Fr.  ceindl,  a  girdle 
Seintiiarie,  n.  Fr.  fan<5luary 
bcke,  V.  Sax.  to  feck 
tjtke,  acj.  Sax:  flck 
Sclden,  ad-v.  Sax.  feldom,  feldcn  time 
Scie,  n.  Fr.  a  feal,  fcle*,/>/. 

Self,  felve,  adj.  Sax.  anfwering  to  the  Belg.  felf,  the 
Fr.  nicvie,\ht  Lat.  ipfd,  and  the  Gr.  Kutc^.  With 
the  article  prefixed,  it  anfwers  to  the  Lat.  idem 
&nd  the  Gcih./atno,  from  whence  our  fame;  in 
the  folve  moment,  in  the  fame  moment ;  in  the 
felve  place,  in  the  fame  place. — Thefe  two 
v-Uges  of  the  adj.  feif,  when  joined  to  a  fubflan- 
tive,  might  be  confirmed  by  the  uniform  pradlice 
of  all  our  writers  from  thcearliefl  times  down  to 
Shakspkare,  but  asthey  are  both  now obfolete, 
1  choofe  rather  to  take  this  opporttmityof  adding 
a  few  words,  upon  the  ufage  of  the  adj.  felf, 
nvhen  joined  to  a  pronoun,  in  which  light  only 
it  appears  to  have  been  confidercd  by  Wallis, 
when  he  pronounced  it  a  fubflantive,  anfwering 
m early  to  the  Latin  perfona. — Dr.  Johnfon,  in  his 
Dictionary,  has  very  rightly  cftablifhed  the  pri- 
mary fignification  of  felf  to  be  that  of  an  adjec- 
tive ;  but  in  its  connexions  with  pronouns  he 
items  ratlier  inclined  to  fuppofe  it  a  fubflantive  ; 
^rfl,  bccaufe  it  is  joined  to  polTeffive  or  adjec- 
tive pronouns,, as  my,  thy,  her,  &c. ;  and,  fe- 
^ondly,  bee  ufe  it  has  a  plural  number,  felves, 
pontrary  to  the  nature  of  the  Englilh  adjecSive. 
ir-rThe  latter  reafon,  I  thipk,  caiuiot  h^ve  ;iiU5h 
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weight,  when  it  is  remembered  that  the  ufe  ef 
fejves,  as  the  plural  number  of  felf,  has  been  in^ 
troduced  into  our  language  fince  the  time  of 
Chaucer.     Selven,  which  was  originally  the  ac- 
cufative  ca.  fing.  of  felf,  is  ufed  by  him  indiffe- 
rently in  both  numbers;   I  myfelven  ;  ye  your- 
felven  ;  he  himfelven.     The  former  reafon  al- 
fo  will  lofe  its  force,  if  this  fliall  be  admitted,  that 
in  their  combinations  with  felf,  the  pronouns 
my,  thy,  her,  our,  your,  arc  not  to  be  confider- 
ed  as  poffeffive  or  adjedlive,  but  as  the   old  o- 
blique  cafes  of  the  perfonal  pronouns,   I,  thou, 
fhe,  we,  ye.     According  to  this  hypothefis  the 
ufe  of  thefe  combinations,  with   refpe<9:  to  the 
pronouns,  is  almoft  always  folecilHcal,  but  not 
more  fo  than  that  of  hinifelf  in  the  nominative 
caie,  which   has  long  been  authorifed  by  cor.- 
flant  cuftom  ;  and  it  is  remarkable  that  a  folc- 
tifm  of  the  fame  fort  has  prevailed  in  the  French 
language,  in  which  moi  and  to',  the  abl.  cafes  of 
je  and  /(/,  when  combined  with  mime.,  are  ufed  as 
ungrammatically  as  our  my  and  thy  have  juft 
been  fuppofed  to  be  when  combined  with  felf,  °Je 
I'  ai  -vu  moi-meme,  I  have  feen  jt  myfelf ;  tu  le  "ver- 
ras  toi-meme, thou  fhalt  fee  it  thy  feif;  and  fo  iu  the 
accufative  cafe,  moi-n/eme  is   added  emphatically 

to  me,  and  toi-meme  fo  te.-. It  is  probable,  I 

think,  that  thtfe  departures  from  grammar  in 
both  languages  have  been  made  for  the  fake  of 
fuller  and  more  agreeable  founds.  'Je-meme,  me- 
mime,  iu-mime,  and  te-mime,  would  certainly 
found  muchthinirtr  and  more  languid  than  moi- 
tnime  and  toi-iyieme  ;  and  my  felf,  thy  felf,  &c.  are 
a&  clearly  preferable,  in  point  of  pronunciation, 
to  Ifelf,  niefelf,  thoufeif,  theefeli',  &c.  though 
not  all,  perhaps,  in  aa  equal  degree.  It  fhouid 
be  obferved  that  itfelf,  where  a  change  of  cafe 
in  the  pronoun  would  not  bave  imprc.ved  the 
found,  has  never  undergone  any  altcrfi-^ 
tion 
Selle,  n.  Fr-  celle,  cell 

Selle,  for  fille,  n.  Sax.  a  door- fill  or"  threfliold 
bt:\ve,adj.  See  Self 
Sely,  adj.  Sa ..  filly,  fimple,  harmlefs 
Sclyneife,  n.  Sax  happinefs 
Scmblable,  adj.  Fr.  like 
Semblaunt,  «.  Fr.  fecmin^,  appearance 
Semeliche,femely,  adj.  Sax.  fcemly,  comely 
Semeliefle,y;//:i:'r/.  d. 
Semelyhede',  «.  feemliiiefs,  cpraelinefs 
Scmifoun,  n.  Lat.  a  low  or  brokcji  tone 
Semicope,  n   a  half  or  fhort  cloak 
Sen,  fene,  inf  m.  oiie^^a.t.  pa. 
Send,  for  fcndcth  r/^,^ 

Sendall,  «.  a  thin  filk.     See  Du  Cange  In  v.  Ca-.da- 
Stnck,  pr.  n.  Seneca  the  philofopher 
Stnge;i.  Sax,  to  fuiijc 
Senior,  pr.  n. 

Sentence,  «.  Fr.  fenfc,  meaning,  judgment 
Septe,  pr.   «.   Ceuta,  formerly  fcepta,  in   Africa^ 
over-agamft  Gibraltar  * 

Sepulture,  n.  Fr.  grave 

Serapion,/,-.;„.^Joani>es  Serapion.  an  Arabian 
phyfician  Ok-  the  i;th  centurv,  Fakr!(,  2^M'  G- 
t.  xm.  p.  25^  ....    '*..  .  v«t 
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'Sere,  at/J.  Sax.  dry- 
Sergeant,  n.  Fr.  a  fquire  attendant  upon  a  prince 
or  nobleman,  a  fergeant  of  the  lawe.  His 
•name  is  derived  from  his  having  been  originally 
a  lervant  ef  the  king  in  his  law  bulinels,  fsr- 
•oiens  ad  hgeniy  juft  as/ervitris  ad  arma.  Theking 
had  formerly  a  fergeant  in  every  country.  S^el- 
man  In  V,  Serviens 

Seri.-,  n.  Fr.  fcries 

Sermoning,  n.  Fr.  preaching 

Servage.n.  Fr.  fervitude,  flavery 

Servand, /ar/,/r.  of  ferve,  fcrving 

Serve,  V.  Fr.  to  fcrve.  to  behave  to 

'Set,  for  fetteth;  for  fette./d.  /. 

Setewale,  n.  Sax,  the  herb  valerian 

Sethe,  «».  to  boil 

Sethe,  forfethed,/>3.*.-  ■ 

Sette,  -v.  Sax.  to  place,  to  put ;  fetteth  him  dotin, 
placeth  himfelf  on  a  feat ;  yet  fette  I  cas,  yet 
l^ut  the  cafe,  or  fuppofe — to  put  a  value  on  a 
thing,  to  rate  ;  I  n'olde  fette  'his  forrow  at  a 
myte,  I  would  not  value  his  forrow — to  fette  a 
man's  cappe,  to  make  a  fool  of  him.  Settc,ji'c.  t. 

Seurement,  n.  f r.  fecuEity,  in  a  legal  fenfe 

Seuretee,  n.  Fr.  certainty,  furety,  in  a  le.gal  fenfe 

Sewe,  i;.  Fr    to  follow 

Stw&s^H..fl.  Fr.  difiies 

Seye.  See  Seie 

Shsdde,  fa.  t.  of  fhede,  -o.  Sax.  fell  in  drops 

Shadde,  pa.  t.  of  ftiade,  v.  Sax.  fhaded,  covered 
with  Ihade 

Shadowy,  adj.  Sax.  unfubflantial 

Shaft,  «.  Sex.  an  arrow 

Shal,  auxil.  V.  Sax.  is  ufed  fometimes  with  an  el- 
lipfisof  the  infinitive  mood,  which  ought  to  fol- 
low it,  beth  fwiche  as  I  have  ben  to  you  and 
flial,  /.  e.  fhall  be;  firft  tell  me  whither  I  Ihal,  2.  e. 
fhall  -go ;  yet  all  is  don  or  flial,  i.  e.  Ihall  be  done 

•5hale,  n.  Sax.  a  Ihell  or  hulk;  but  all  n'isworthe 
a  nutte  fhale 

Shalmies,  «./>/.  fhalms,  mufical  firing  inftruments, 
otherwife  called  pfalterie-s  or  fautries.    See  Rote 

Shame, ^.  &r.  ihames  dethe,  a  death  of  fhame,  a 
fhameful  death ;  to  York  he,  did  Mm  Jede, 
fcharrves  dede  to  deie 

Shamefaft,  adj.  Sax.  modeft 

Shape,  n   Sax.  form,  figure 

Shapelich,  adj.  Sax.  fit,  likely 

Shapen,  ib.siYie,pa>i.fa.  of  fhape,  -v.  Sax.  formed, 
figured,  prepared 

Shawe,  n.  Sax.  a  Ihade  of  trees,  a  grove 

Shefe,  n.  Sax.  a  burHllc  ;  a  Ihe&f  of  arrows;  flieves, 

fl.  of  corn 
.6hefeld,/r. «.  Sheffield  in  YorWhire 

Sheld,  n.  Sax.  a  Ihield;  Iheldes,^/.  French  crowns, 
called  in  Fr   ecus,  from  their  haviiig'on  or»e  fide 
the  figure  of  a  fhield 
■fiheniering,  n.  5a^.  a.glimmcrin_g 
5henci,  -y.  Sd-x.  to  rui« 
Shendfliip,  n.  ruin,  punilhment 
^hene,  adj.  Sax.  bright,  fhining  — 

Shent,/>a/-/. /a.  of  fbend 
Shepen,  n.  Sax.  a  liable 
Ehere,  V.  Sax.  to  cut — tofhave 
■Shoite,  n,  Sex.  a  Ibirt.   I  hadde  lever  than  wj 
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fherte  ;  I  would  give  my  flilrt,  /.  e.  dl  that  I 
have — (t  feems  to  mean  the  linen  in  which  a, 
new-born  child  is  wrapped  ;  that  fliapen  was  my 
dethe  eril  than  my  Iherie. 

O  fatel  fuftren,  whiche  or  any  clothe 
Mc  fhapen  was,  my  deflinee  me  fponne — 

Sens  firft  that  day  that  fliapen  was  my  fherte. 
©rby  the  fatal  fuller  had  my  dome. — 


Alas !  that  I  -ne  had  brought  her  in  my  fliert !  it 
feemsto  be  put  for  feirt,  (or  lap)  which  per- 
haps was  the  original  word. 

Shete,  "v.  Sax.  to  Ihoot 

Shetes,  n.  fl.  Sax.  fheets 

Shette,  fhet,  ■!;.  Sax.  to  clofe  or  fiiut.  Shette,  fliet, 
pM  t.  and  part,  fo  was  hire  herte  fliette  in  hire 
diftreffc,  lb  was  her  heart  overwhelmed  witk 
her  diflrefs 

Shift;  sj.  Sex.  to  divide 

Shilde,  flielde,"!,.  Sax.  to  fliield  ;  God  fhildel  God 
ftiield  or  forbid 

Shipmaii,  3.  Sax.  a  mariner,  the  mailer  of  a  barge 

Shiver,  n.  Sax.  a  fmall  fiice 

Shode,  n.  Sax.  the  hair  of  a  man's  head 

Shode,;!>a'>^/>i«.of  fiioe,i'.  &x.lhod,  having Ihocsos 

Shove,  pa,  t.  of  fhove,  v.  Sax.  pufhed 

Shonde,  n.  Sax.  ha-rm 

Shope,/;a.  /.  of  fhape 

Shore, part.  pa.  of  ihere 

Short,  -v.  Sax.  to  make  fhort 

Shot,  part.  pa.  of  lliette,  fhut 

Shoter,  n.  Sax.  a  fhooter.  The  yew  tree  is  called 
fiioter,  becaufe  bows  are  ufually  made  of  it 

Shcttes,  «.^/.  Sax.  arrows,  darts,  any  thing  that  i« 
•fhot 

Shove,  fhowve,  I/.  &x.  to  pufli ;  iho\e,parr.  pa. 

Shrewe,  "j.  Sax.  to  curfe 

Shrewe,  «.  Sax.  an  ill-tempered  curft  man  or  wo- 
man; Ihrewes,//. 

Shrewed,  Oi^".  &a'.  wicked  ;  fhreudcfolk 

ShrewednelTe,  n.  Sax.  -ill-nature 

Shrift,  n.  iSax'.confeflion 

Shrifte-faders,  n. //.  Sax.  father  confcflbrs. 

iShright,  for  fhricheth,  flirieketh 

Shrigbt, p3.  t.  of  Ihrich,-®.  Sax.  ihrieked 

Shrive,  "v.  Sate,  to  -make  confeSion 

Shriven,  part.  pa.  I  have  ben  (hrive-n  this  day  of 
my  curat ;  1  have  made  my  eonfcffion  this  da^ 
to  my  curate 

Shroude, -y.  Sax.  to  hide 

Shulde,/a.  ^of  Ihal,  fliould;  {hu\d,en,p!. 

Shullen,  fhuin,  ftiul,  ind.  m.pr.  t.  pi.  of  fiial 

Sibbe,  adj.  Sax.  xelatcd,  allied 

Sie,'for  fcie,  faw 

Sift,  "K.  &A^.  tofhake  in  a  fievs 

Sigh,  for  feie,  faw 

Sighte,/i7. /.  of  fike,  fighcd 

Sjgne, -y.  Fr.  to  appoint 

Stgnifer,  n.  Lat.  the  zodiac 

Signifiaunce,  n.  Fr.  fignificatioB 

Sike,  edj.  Sax.  fick :  it  fonietimcs  fecHis  to  ie  g 
as  a  noun,  for  ficknefs 

Sike,  V,  Sax,  to  figh 

Y  J  iiij 
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Sikc, «.  Sax.  a  figh,fikes^,;f/. 
Sifeer,  adj..  £'ax.  fure 

SikeVde,  part.  pa.  of  fiker,  v.  Sax.  affured 
Sikernefle, «.  feciirity 
Sikerly,c(/i).  fuiely 
Simpleffe,  n.  Fr.  fimplicity 
Sin,  adv.  Sax.  ahlrcu.  of  fithen,  finCC 
Sinamone,  n.  Fr.  cinnamon 
Sip,  «.  Sax.  drink 

Sipher,,  «.  a  cypher  or  figure  of  o  in  arithmetic; 
althnugh  a  fipher  in  augrim  have  no  might  in 
fignification  of  itfelfe,  yet  he  yevcth  power  in 
fignification  to  other.    There  is  another  pafiage 
in  Bu.  ver.4:;^5 — 40,  which  feems  to  ipiply  that 
In  Chaucer's  time  the  numerals  commoply  called 
Arabian, had  net  been  long  in  ufe  in  this  country 
Sire,n.  Fr.  Sieur,  Seigneur,  arefpe>Sful  title  given 
formerly  to  pien  of  various  defcriptions,  as  well 
as   to  knights ;  Sire  knight,  Sire    clerk,    Sire 
monk.  Sire  man  of  lavve.      It  was  fo  ufually 
given  to  priefts  that  it  has  crept  even  into  adls 
of  parliament ;  Jiof.  Farl.  12  and  13  E.  IV.  n. 
14.  Sir  James  Thekenea  prefte  ;   r.  H.  VH.  p. 
II,  Sir  Oliver  Langton  prefl ;  Sir  Robert  Nay- 
leflhorp  preft.  Hence  a  Sir  John  came  to  be  a 
nickname  for  a  prieft.  Sii'e  is  fometimes  put  for 
.    perfonage;   and  rnelancholy  that  angry  Sire. — 
Our  Sire,  our  hufband,.  our  goodman,  as  the 
3?rench  in  their  old  familiar  lapguage  ufe  notre 
Sirs 
Sis,«.  Fr.  the  caftoffix,  the  higheflcaft  upon  a  die 
£it,  for  fitteth,  it  fit  me  not  to  lie,  it  doth  not  be- 
come me  to  lie;  it  fyt  a  kynge^well  to  be  chaft, 
Conf.  Am.  168.  b. 
Sithe,  for  fithes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  times 
Sithen,  fith,  ad-u.  Sax.  fmce 
Sithes,  n  pi.  Sax.  fithes 
Sitte,  V.  i)ax.  to  fit — to  become,  to  fuit  with.    Sec 

Sit  .        ' 

^itizn A, part,  fr, 
Shten,  part,  fa, 

SkafFaut,  n.  1 V.  a  fcafFoId,  a  wooden  tower 
Skaffold, «.  a  fcafFoH  or  ftage 
Skie, «.  Sax,  a  cloud 
Skill,  n.  Sax   reafon  ;  {kiWes^fl. 
Skilful,  adj.  reafonable 

Skmke,  v,  Sax.  to  pour  out,  to  ferve  yfith  drink 
Skipte, /fff.  *.  of  ikippe,  •;;,  ,Sai«.  leaped  ■ 
Skogan, /?•.  K. 
Skorcle,  v.  Sax.  to  fcorch 
Ski  ippe,  n.  Fr.  efcharpe,  a  fcrip 
Slacke,  adj.  Sax.  flow 
^hia,  fart:  fa.  of  fle 
Slake,  f-  Sax.  to  appeafe,to  makjC  flatk 
Slake,  V.  tieut.  to  fail,  to  defift  .  '  '■ 

Slawej/ar;. /a.  of  fle 
SIfi,  V.  Sax  to  kill,  to  flay 
Sleer,  n.  Sax.  a  killer 
Slcighly,  adv.  Sax.  cunningly 
Sleight,  n-  Sax.  contrivance 
Sleightes,/'/.  fuche  fleightes  as  1  fliall  you  ncven-^ 

fo  this  line  fiiould  probably  be  written 
Blen,/'^.  t.  fl.  of  fle,  inf.  m. 
Siep,  fiepe,/ia.  t.  of  flepe,  -u.  Sax.  fiept 
Bietc,  .•?.  Sax.  fleet,  a  mixture  of  rain  and  fnow 


Sleveteflfe,  adj.  feems  to  fignify  idle,  unprofitable, 
as  It  does  Hill  in  vulgar  language 

Slider,  adj.  Sax  flippery 

Sliding,  fatt.  pr.   uncertain,  Lydg.   Tra.   9^.  b. 
fliding  fortune,  luhrica  fortuna,  orig, 

Slie,  fligh,  fli^'.  iSax.  cunning 

Slike,  fur  fwilke,  adj.  Sax.  fueh 

Slit,  for  flideth 

Slit,  -u.  Sax.  to  cut  through,  to  cleave 

Sliver,  n.  Sax.  a  fmall  fiice  or  piece    ' 

Slo,  V.  Sax.  to  flav 

Slogardie,«.  fr.  floth 

Slomberieges,  n,  pi.  Sax,  flumberlngs 

Sloppe,  n.  Sax.  a  fort  of  breeches 

Slow, /a.  t.  of  IIq,  flew 

Slowe,  n.  Sax.  a  moth.  In  the  orig.  Fr.  taigne. 

Sluggy,'ao^.  i^a^.  fluggifli 

Smalifli,  adj.  Sax.  diminutive  of  fmale  or  fmall 

Smerte,  v.  Sax.  to  fmart,  to  fu^fer  paip 

Smerte,  feems  to  be  ufed  as  an  adv.  fmartly,  Gloff. 
V.  Forthought 

Smit,  for  fmiteth,  ind.  m.  ^d perf.  fing. 

Smiteth,  imp.  m,  idperf.  pi.  Imite  ye 

Smithe,  <v  Sax.  to  forge  as  a  fmith 

Smitted,  for  fmitten,/ar<.  pa.  of  fmite 

Srnokles,  adj.  Sax.  without  a  fmock 

Smoteriich,  adj.  means,  I  fuppofe,  fmutty,  dirty ; 
but  the  whole  paflage  is'obfcure 

Snewe,  v-  Sax.  to  fnow,  to  be  in  as  great  abun- 
dance as  fnow 

Snibbe,  v.  Sax.  to  fnub,  to  reprove 

Snow-white,  adj.  Sax.  wiiite  as  Ihow 

Soden,  adj.  Sax.  fudden 

Soget,  n.  Fr.  fubjeil 

Soigne,  n.  Fr.  care 

Sojour,  n.  Fr.  ftay,  abode 

Soken,  n.  Sax.  toll 

Sckingly,  adv.  fuckingly,  gently.  See  Souke. 

Solas,  n.  Fr.  mirth,  fport 

Solein,  adj.  Fr.   one,  Angle,  fuUen 

Solempne,a(^'.  Fr.  folemn 

ibolempnely,  adv.  folemnly 

Soler  hall,  a  folere  window  is  ufed  for  the  window 
of  a  loft  or  garret 

Som,  adj.  i'a.v.  fome;  this  is  all  and   fom,  this  is 
the  whole  ;  all  and  fpme,  one  and  all 

Somdel,  adv.  Sax,  fomewhat,  in  fome  meafure 
Somei,/f.  n.  In  the  treatife  on  the  Aftrolabe,  Ch. 
profefles  to  make  ufe  of  the  kalenders  of  the 
reverent  clerkes  frere  John  Sonier  and  frcre 
Nicholas  Le^nne^  The  kaleiidar  of  John  Somur 
is  extant  in  mf  Cotton,  Fcfp-  E,  vii. ;  it  is  calcu- 
lated for  140  years  from  1367,  the  year  of  the 
birth  of  Richard  Jl.,  and  is  faid  in  the  introduc- 
tion to  have  been  publiflied  in  1380,  at  the  in- 
flance  of  Joan  mother  to  the  king.  The  kalen- 
dar  of  Nicholas  Lenne  or  Lyne,  was  calculated 
for  76  years  from  I387<  Tanner  in  v.  Nkolaus 
Linenjis.  The  flory  there  quoted  frcra  Hakluit, 
of  a  voyage  made  by  this  Nicholas  in  1360, 
ad  iitfulas  J'eptsntrknales  antrhac  Europais  incognitas, 
and  of  a  bcpk  written  by  him  to  defcribe  thofe 
countries  a  grudu  54  ufque  ad  polum,  is  a  mere 
fable,  as  appears  from  the  very  authorities  which 
Hakluit  has  produced  in  fupport  of  it 
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Sonioie,  lol  Troilus-— came  riding  with  histenthe 
fomme  ifcre  ;  fo  this  line  (lands  in  the  edit.,  but 
a  mf.  4uoted  in  Gloff.  tJr.  inftead  of  tenthe  has 
X.  and  mf.  I.  tenteth  ;  perhaps  the  orig^inal 
reading  Was  XX.  With  his  twemyfome  'ifere, 
according  to  the  Saxon  mode  of  cxpreflion,' 
would  fignify  together  with  fome  twenty  of  his 
attendants.  See  Hickes  Gramm.  A.  S.  p.  jj,  3. 
§omme,  «.  Fr.  a  fum 

Sommer,  n  Sax.  fummer  ;  a  fommer  game 
Somone,  fompne, -u   Laf.  to  funimon 
Sompnour,  n.  an  officer  employed  Co  fummon  de- 
linquents to  appear  in  ecclefiafticd  tourts,  now 
called  ku  Apparitp'r 
Sond,   n.Sax.hnd  [Fr.fonde 

s  Send,  n   feems  to  fignify  a  founding  line,  from  the 
Sonde,  n.  Sax    a  meflage,  Goddces  ionde^  what 

God  has  fent,  God's  gift  ' 

Sone,  adv.  Sax.  foon 
Sone,  n.  Saw  a  fon  ;  fones,  fl. 
Sonken, /£!/■/. /a.  of  fink,  -j.  Sax.  fun|c 
Sonne,  «-  Sax.  the  fuh 
Sonnifh,  aJj,  Sax.  like  the  fyn 
Sooty,  adj..  Sax.  foul  with  foot 
Sop,  n.  fr,  a  piece  of  bread  dipped  in  any  fort  of 

liquor;   he  toke  a  foppe,  Conf.  Am.  104 
Sophime,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  a  fophifm,  afubtle  fallacy 
Sore,  V.  Fr.  efforer,  to  foar 
Sort,  n.  Fr.  chance,  delliny 
Sorted, />a.  t.  of  fort,  1;.  /'r.  allotted 
Sorwe,  n.  Sax.  forrow 
Sory,  adj.  Sax.  forrow ful ;  fory  grace,  misfortune. 

See  Gface  and  With  ■       ^ 

Sote,  «.  Sax.  foot 
Sote,  fwote,  adj.  Sax.  fweet 
Sote,  «.  Fr.  a  fool 
Soted, ^art.  pa.  Fr.  fooled,  befotted 
Sotel,  adj.  Fr.  fubtle,  artfully  contrived 
Soth,  adj.  Sax.  true,  certain ;  fother,  comp.  d. 
Soth,  fothly,  i^j/ii.  truly  ,    ■ 

Sothe,  n.  Sax.  truth 
SothfaflnefTe,  n.  Sax.  truth 
Sotherne,  adj.  .Fax.  fouthet*n 
Sothncfs,  n.  Sax   truth,  reality 
Soth-faw,  n.  veracity,  true  faying 
Soudan,  n.  a  fultan,  any  Mahometan  fovereign. 

See  D'Hcrhdot  in  v.  Sothan. 
Soudanneffe,  n.  the  wife  of  a  fultan 
Soudcd, /)r,r/. //«.  Confolidated,  faftened  together. 

Sovfde-metAl,  confalidum.   Prompt,  Parv. 
Soveraine,  adj.  Fr.  excellent  in  a  high  degree 
Soverainly,  adnj.  above  all 
Souke,  V.  Fr.  to  fuck 
Souked,  part,  fa, 

Souled,  part  pa.  Sax,  endued  \yith  a  foul 
Soun,  n,  Fr,  found,  noife 
Soundc,  -v.  Sax.  to  make  found,  to  heal,  v,  neut.  to 

grow  found 
Soune.-y.  Fr.  to  found  ;  as  fer  3s  founeth  into  ho- 
neftee,  as  far  as  is  confonant  to  honefty;  that 
founeth  unto  gentillefie  of  love,  that  is  confo- 
nant to  gentlenefs  of  love 
Souning,/izr^. /"■• 

Soupe,  ■»,  Fr.  to  fup,  to  take  the  evening  meal, 
foupen, /'/a,  .  ,  .' 

,      -.  ■  '  1 
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Souper,  n.  fupper,  the  evening  meal 

Souple,  adj.  Fr.  fuppie,  pliant 

Sourdc,  "u.  Fr.  to  rife 

Sours,  «.  a  rife,  a  rapid  afcent,  the  fource  of  a< 
flream  of  water 

Souter,«.  Lat.  a  cobler 

Sowe,  v.  Lat.  to  few ;  it  was  ufual,  and  indeed 
neceffary,  formerly  to  few  letters  when  they 
were  written  upon  parchmeiit ;  but  the  prac- 
tice continued  long  after  the  invention  of  paper 

Sows,  1).  Sax.  to  few  [409 

Sowers,  n.  pi.  fores,  bucks  in  their  fourth  year,  Du'. 

Span-newe,  adj.  feems  to  fignify  quite  new,  but 

•    why  it  does  fo  I  cannot  pretend  to  fay 

Spannifhing,  n.  Fr.  e/panou/Jfement,  the  full  blow 
of  a  flower  .,      • 

Spare,  v.  Sax:  to  refrain 

Spareth,  imp.  m.  7d perf.  pi. 

Sparande,  part.  pr.  fparing,  niggardly 

Sparhauk,  n.  Sax.  a  fparrowhawk 

Sparre,  n.  Sax.  a  wooden  bar 

Sparred, /ar^  pa.  barred,  bolted 

Sparthe,  «.  Saxs.n  ax  orjhalberd.  See  Du  Cange'ix^, 
V.  Sparth,  Securis,  Danica  '  '  '    •' 

Speces,  n.  pi.  Fr.  forts  or  kinds 

Spede,  •».  Fr,  to  difpatch 

Spedeful,  adj.  effectual 

Spcktakel.a.  Fr.  I^at.  a  fpying-glafs 

Spell,  «.  Sax.  fport,  play,  tale,  or  hiftory 

Spence,  n.  Fr.  defpence,  a  {tore -room  for  wine  or 
vifluals 

Spere,  «.  Fr.  a  fphere 

Spere,  n.  Sax.  a  'fpear 

Spered,  fperred,  as  fparred 

Sperme,  n.  Fr.  Gr.  feed 

Spiced.  I  have  fince  met  with  a  paiTage  in  which 
fpiced,  applied  to  confcience,  feems  to  fignify 
nice,  fcrupulous.  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Maii^ 
Lover,  adi  iii.  when  Cleanthe  offers  a  purfe  the 
prieflefs  fay^, 

Fy  !  no  corruption — 

■    C/c.  Takeit;  it  is  yours : 

Be  not  io  fpiced :  it  is  good  gold. 

And  goodnefs  is  no  gall  to  the  confcience. 

Spices,  as  Speces 

Spille,  V.  Sax.  to  wafte,  to  throw  away,  to  deflroy, 
v.  n.  to  perifli 

Spire,  n.  a  ftake;  a  corruption  probably  of  fpcre^ 
Sax. 

Spired,  Sax,  enquired 

Spitous,  adj.  Fr.  diJjpiicux,2Xi<gx^,  fpightful 

Spitouily,  adv.  angrily 

Splaie,  V.  Fr.  defj-oiler,  to  unfold 

Spone,  h.  Sax.  a  I'poon 

Sponne,  pa.  t.  of  fpinne,  v.  Sax.  fpun 

Spore,  n.  Sax.  a  fpur 

Sporne,  v.  Sax,  to  flrike  the  foot  againfl  any  thing 

Spoufaile,  n.  Fr.  marriage 

Spray,  n.  Sax.  a  twig  or  fprig 

Spreint,/'izr^  pa,  of  fprenge,  v.  Sax,  fprinkled 

Springolds,  n:pl,  Fr.  efpringalh,  machines  for  call- 
ing ftones  and  arrows.  See  Du  Cange  in  y.  Mn/~ 
chetta,  •    ' 
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.'Sq«ames,  n.pl.  Lat.  fcaJes 

Squaimous,  fqueamifti 

Squier,  n.  F-r.  a  fquire 

Squkr,  <v.  to  attend  as  a  fquire 

Squierie,  n.  a  number  of  fquires :  ^nd  alle  ther 

fquieric  ;  and  of  his  fquierie  gentillemen  atihtene 
Suae,  j)r.  n.  Satius  the  Roman  poet 
Stacke,  n.  Sax.  a  Hack  of  wood,  &c. 
Stacke,  pa.  t.  oi  ftick,  -v.  Sax.  ftuck 
-Staff-fling,  means,  1  fuppofe,  a  flinjj;  faftened  to  a 

itaff.  Lycl.  Tra.  39,  b.  defciibcs  David  as  armed 

With  ■itjlrffe  Jlynge,  voyde  of  plate  and  -mayle. 

Stater,  m.  Sax.  to  ftagger 

Stalke,  V.  Sax.  to  flep  flowly ;  full  thcfely  gan  he 

flaJke;  and  to  the  bedde  he  ftalketh  llylle,  Gonf. 

yim.  34 
Stalkes,  n.  pi  Sax.  the  upright  pieces  of  a  ladder 
Stamen,  ftamin,  n.  Fr-  eflamine,  a  fort  df.  woollen 

cloth 
Stant,  for  flandeth 
Starfe,/i7.  t.  di  fterve,  died 
Stark,  adj.  Sax.  fliff,  flout 
^tariinges,  n.  pi.  pence  of  flerling  money 
Staunche,  v.  Fr.  to  ftop,  to  fatisfy 
Stele,  K.  Sax.  a  handle  ' 

Stellifie,  -v.  Lat.  to  make  a  flar 
Stente,  ik  Sax^to  ceafe, to  defill 
Blti^itu,psrt .  pa. 
Stepe,  adj.  fecms  to  be  ufed  In  the  fenfe  of  deep, 

i"o  that  eyen  ftepe  «iay  fignify  eyes  f uKk  deep 

in  the  head 
Stere,  -u.  Sax.  to  ftir 

Stere,  n.  Sax.  a  young  bullock ;  a  rudder 
Stereles,  .adj^  Sax.  without  a  rudder 
SterefmaH;,  n.  S^x.,  a  pilot 
Stecne,  ■«.  Sax.  a  rudder 
Sterne,  adj.  Sax.  fierce,  crud 
Sterre,  n.  Sax.  a  ftar 

Stert,  n.  Sax.  a  leap  ;  at  a  ftert,  Immediately 
Sttite,pa.  t.  of  flerte,  i».  Sax.  leaped,  cfcaped,  ran 

away 
Stertin^,  part.  pr.  leaping,  nimbly 
Stertling,  as  flerting 
Sterve,  -u.  Sax.  to  die,  to  perifli 
Steven,  n.  Sax.  voice,  found  ;  a  time  of  perfoi-ming 

any  aftion  previoufly  fixed  by  a  mefl'age,  order, 

fummons,  &c. ;  at  unfet  fteven,  without  any 

previous  appoiiUment ;  they  fetten  fleven,  they 

appointed  a  time 
Stewc,  n.  Fr.  a  fmall  pond  for  fifii,  a  fmall  clofet, 

flewes, />/.  fiews,  baudyhoufes 
iiteyc,  V.  Sax.  to  afcend 
JSteyers,  n.  pi.  Sax.  flairs 
Stibborne,  adj.  ftubborn 
.Stike,  -v.  Sax.  to  flick,  pierce 
Stile,  II.  Sax.  a  fet  of  lleps  topafsfrom  one  field  to 

'.ar.other ;  by  flile  and  eke  by  fkete,  every  where 

in  town  and  country 
Stilbtorie,  «.  Fr.  a  ftill 
iitille,  adj.  Sax.  quiet 
Stithc,  n.  Sax.  an  anvil 
Stives,  as  St€wes 
■Stoble-goos,  a  gosfe  fed  on  ftubble  ground's 


Stocked, /arf./'^z.  confined 

Stole,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  part  of  the  ecclefiaflical  hahk^ 
worn  about  the  neck.  See  Du  Gauge  in  v.  Stela  a. 

Stole,  n.  Sax.  a  flool 

Stonden,/ar/.  pa.  of  flonde  or  ftande,  -v.  Sax.  flood 

Stont,  for  flondetli 

Stopen,/'ar^/a.of  ftepe,  -v.  Sax.  ftepped,  advanced 

htore,  n.  Fr.  to  ftock  or  furnifh 

Store,  K.  any  thing  laid  up  for  ufe;  hence  the 
phrafe  to  tell  no  florc  of  a  thing,  means  to  conr 
lider  it  as  .of  no  ufe  or  importance 

Storial,  edj.  Fr.  hiftorical,  true 

Storvea, pa.  t.  pi.  of  flerve 

Stot,  n.  Sax,  probably  for  ftod,  a  ftallion 

Stote,  n.  a  fpecies  of  weafel,  a  polecat 

Stound,  n.  Sax.  a  moment,  a  fhort  fpace  of  time,  ia 
a  ilound,  on  a  fudden  ;  in  flound,  fhould  pro- 
bably be  in  a  ftound  :  tlte  orig.  Fr,  has  taHtofi. 
Stoundes,/"/.  times,  feafons 

Stoundemelc,  adv.  momentarily,  every  moment 

Stoupen,  fhould  probably  be  ftopen. 

Stoure,  n.  Sax.  fight,  battle 

Strake, -y.  fax.  to  proceed  diredlly;  flracken,flrick- 
en  ;  tendere,  Kilian 

Strange,  adj.  Fr.  foreign,  ■uncommon ;  he  made  it 
flrange,  he  made  it  a  matter  of  difficulty  or  nicety 

Straughte,j6«.  t.  of  flreche,  v  .Sax.  llretched,  Cen/", 
Am.  184 

Stre,  n.  Sax.  ftraw 

Streight,  part.  pa.  of  flrecciie,  v.  S/m.  ftrctched 

Streine,  v.  Fr.  to  conftrain,  to  prefs  clofely 

Strerte,^'.  Ft.  ftrai^ht ;  fireite  fwerd 

Stremeden,  pa.  t.pl.  of  flrcme,  w.  Sax.  flreamed 
flowed 

Stremes,  n.  pi.  the  rays  of  the  fun 

Strene, «.  Sax.  flock,  race,  progeny 

Strengefl-faithed,^^'.  endowed  with  the  llfongefl; 
faith 

Strepe,  1;.  Fr.  to  ftrip 

Strete,  n.  Sax.  a  ftreet 

Strike,  n.  Sax.  a  line,  a  flreak ;  a  flrik^  <ii  £ax 

Stripe,  w.  Lat.  ftirps,  race,  kindred 

Stripe,  i».  as  Strope 

Strode, /!ir.  n.  the  philofophical  Strode,  to  whom, 
jointly  with  thcTOoral<Jower,Chaucer  diredls  his 
Troilus,  was  probably  Ralph  Strode^  of  Mert6n- 
college,  Oxford.  A.  Wood,  wbo  had  made  the 
antiquities  of  that  college  a  particular  obje(3;  of 
his  inquiries,  fays  only  of  him,  "*'  Radulphus 
"  .y</-c(/i?,  dequofic  vetusnofter  catalogus.  Pseta 
"  fint  ct  verCficavit  librum  elegiacum  vocat. 
"  Phantafnia  Rodulphi.  Claruit  1370."  Some 
-ef  his  logical  works  are  faid  to  be  extant  ^ 
print,  ^£»rf   1517,410.    'Fanner  ms.Sti tiaus. 

Strof,  pa.  t.  of  ftrive,  -v.  Fr.  flrove,  contended 

Stronde,  n.  Sax.,  a  fhore 

Strother,  pr.  n.  a  town  in  the  north 

Stroute,  -u.  to  ftrut 

Subarbes,  n.  pi.  Lat.  fuburbs 

Subfumigation,jz.  Lat.  a  fpecies  of  cliami  by  fmoke 

Subget,  adj.  Fr.  Lat.  fubjedl 

Sublimatorie,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  a  veffel  ufed  by  chemiftsia 
fublimation,  i.  e.  feparating  certain  parts  of  a 
body,  and  driving  them  to  the  top  of  the  Yei&l 
in  the  foiai  of  a  very  fine  powder 
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Subdance,  ».  .fV^  the  material  part  of  a  thlfig 
Suckiii!^,  n.  I'r.fon^uenie,  a  loofe  frock  worn  over 

the^r  other  clothes  by  carters,  &c. 
^iie,  'u.  Fr.  to  follow 

Sueton,/»r.  n  Suetonius  the  Roraanhlftorian 
Suffifance,  n.  Fr.  fufficiency,fatisfa(5lion 
Suffifdnt,afi)'  fufficient 
Sabred,  f art.  fa.  fweetened  as  with  fugar 
Supplie,  1/.  7"/-.  to  fupphcate 
Surcote,  n  Fr.  an  upper  coat  or  kirtle 
Surpljs,  «.  Fr.  a  furplice 
Surcjuedrie,  n.  Fr.  prefumption,  an  over-weening 

conceit 
Surrie, /)r.  n.  Syria 
Surfanure,  n.  Fr.  a  wound  healed  outwardly  en- 

Surveance,  n.  Fr.  fuperintendznce 

Sufpedl,  acfj.  Fr.  fufpedlfd, 

bufpeift,  n.  fufpicion 

i>ufpc\3;ion,  n.  fufpicion 

Suftcr,  n.  Sax-  filter;  fuftren,  fl. 

Swa,  adij.  Sax.  io 

Swale, /ia.  t.  of  fwcll,  v-  Sav.  fwelled 

Swappe,  -J.  Sax.  to  throw  dpwnr^—to  ftrike  ofF-^- 

•V.  iieut.  to  fall  down 
Swatt,  adj.  Sax.  black,  of  a  dark  colour 
S watte, /".i,  /.  of  fwete,  -v.  Saxt  fweated 
Swegh, «.  Sax.  a  violent  motion 
Swejt,  pa.  t. 

Sweiie,  V.  Sax.  to  die,  to  faint 
Swerne,  for  fweren,//.  n.  of  fwere,  -v.  Sax.  fwear 
Sweven,  n.   Sax.    a  dream ;    fwevenes,  fl,  it   is 

written  fwevenis,  for  the  fake  of  the  rhyme 
Swichc,  adj.  Sax.  corruption  of  fwilke,  fuch 
Swinke,  n.Sax.  labour 
Swinke,  i/.  to  labour 
Swire,  n.  Sax.  the  neck ;  it  is  more  commoply 

written  fwere 
Swithe,  adv.  Sax.  quickly,  immediately 
Swive,  v.  Sax.  to  perform  the  ad  of  generation. 

3ee  Junii  Etymolog.  in  v. 
Swoloue,  n.  Sax.  a  whirlpool 
Swonkenj/a/^/a.  of  fv/inkie 
Swough,  n.  Sax.  found,  noife— a  fwooij 


T. 


Tabard.  See  the  quotatioi>  from  Speght's  Gl. 
Difcourfe  &:e.  n.  6.' 

Tables,  n  fl.  Fr.  a  game  fo  called — Tables  Tole- 
tanes,  the  ailfonomical  tables  compofed  by  or- 
der'of  Alphdnfo,  X  King  of  Caftile,  about  the 
middle  of  the  13th  century,  were  called  fome- 
timqs  tabula  Toletaite,  frgna  t^eir  being  adapted 
to  the  city  of  Toiedp 

Taboure,  v.  Fr.  to  drum 

I'ache, ».  Fr.  ^  fpot  or  blemifh 

Taillager,  n.  Fr.  a  colkaor  of  taxes 

Taille,  ».  fr.  a  tally,  an  account  fcored  on  a  piece 
of  wood 

Jake,  If.  Sax.  to  deliver  a  thing  to  another  per- 

fon 
'l^ake,  for  tak^.n,  fart,  fa. 


ns 


Tale,  •:'.  Sax.  to  tell  ftorles ;  and  namely  when 

they  talen  longe  Conf.  Am.  37,  b. 
Tale,   «.  ipeech,  difcourfe — reckoning,  account  i^ 
litel  tale  hath  he  told  of  any  dreme  ;  he  made 
little  account  of  any  dream 
Talent,  n.  Fr.  defire,  affedtioa 
Taling,  «.  ftory-teiling 
Tanc,  for  taken 

Tapes,  n  fl.  Sax,  bands  of  litlen 
Tapinagfc,   n.   Fr.    en    tafuwis,   lurking,  fculking 

about 
Taplfer,  n.  Fr.  a  maker  of  tapeftry 
I'apite.  V.  Fr.  to  cover  with  tapeftry 
Tappe,  n.  Sax.   a  tap  or  fpigot  which  clofes  tha£ 
orifice  through  which  the  liquor  is  drawn  out 
of  a  veil'el    ' 
Tapftere,  n.  Sax.  a  woman  who  has  the  care  of 
the  tap  in  a  pubHc  houfe  ;  that  office  formerly 
was  ufually  executed  by  women.     See  Tie  Ad.m 
•venture  of  the  Patdonere  and  the  Tapjlere,   in  the 
Continuation  of  'The  Cant.  Tales 
Tare,  pa.  t.  of  tear,  v.  Sax.  tore 
Targe,  n.  Fr.  a  fort  of  Ihield 
Tars,  n.  cloth  of  Tars,  Tartarium,   a  fort  of  filk, 

See  Du.  Cange  in  v.  Tarjtcus,  Tartarinus 
Tas,  n.  Fr,  a  heap 

T3LScls(i,fart.  fa.  adorned  with  talTels 
Tafte,  V,  Fr,  to  feel — to  examine 
Tatarwagges,   it.  fl.  the  orig.  is — touies  Jretelees  dif 

crotes,  all  bedaggled  with  dirt 
Taverner,  /?.  Fr.  the  keeper  of  a  tavern 
TauTc,fr.  n.  the  conftellation  Taurus 
Tawe,«.  Sax.  tow 
Teche,  v.  Sax.  teach 
Tein,  «.  feems  to  fignify  a  narrow  thin  plats  of 

metal,  perhaps  from  the  Lat.  Gr,  tania. 
Temps,  n.  Fr.  time 
Tene,  n.  Sax.  grief,  Conf.  Am.  I40 
Tene,  11,  to  grieve,  to  afflidl 

Tercelet,  tercell,  n.Fr.  the  male  hawk,the male eagl© 
Terins,  n.  fl.  a  fort  of  finging  bird  called  in  Fr, 

tarin.     See  Coigrav^  in  v. 
Termagauntj/r.  ». 
Terreftre,  n.  Fr.  earthly 
Tcry,  adj.  Sax.  full  of  tears 
Tefteres,  n.  ft.  Fr.  headpieces 
Teftes,  n.  fl.  Lat.  veffels  for  affaying  metals 
Teftif,  adj.  Fr.  headdrong 
Tetch,  n.  as  Tache 
Tewell,  n.  Fr.  a  pipe  or  funnel 
Textuel,  adj.  Fr.  ready  at  citing  texts 
Thacke, «.  Sax.  thatch 
Thacke,  v.  to  thump,  to  thwack 
Than,  adv.  Sax.  quam,  Lat. 

Thank,    n.    Sax.   thankfulnefs,    good    will;    is 
^hanke —  is  taken  more — 

£n  flus  grant  gre.,font  receus  orig. 

Sq  the  phrafes  his  thankes,  hir  thankes,  anfwer  to 

the  French  yo«  ^r/, /far  ^/ ff 
Thanne,  than,  adv.  Sax.  then 
Thar,  V.  Sax.  imferf.  behoveth 
Thatte,    that,  fron.  dem.  Sax.  ufed  as  a  relative  5 

thatte  Seint  Peter  had  5  fo  \\\i^  verfe  ftiouid  ha 
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written— that  he  mighte,  as  much  as  he  -was 
able,  quod potuit. — It  is  fometimes  put,  not  inele- 
gantly, for  the  fame,  with  gri^,  and  that  the 
fineft  of  the  lend,  of  fifli  and  flefti,  and  that  fo 
plenteous ;  fliall  fall  a  rain,  and  that  fo  wild 
wood 

Thatte,  that,  conj.  Sax.  quod,  Lat. 

The  frep.  art.  Sax.  The,  when  prefixed  to  ad- 
jedives  or  adverbs,  in  the  compar.  deg.  is  gene- 
rally to  be  confidered  as  a  corruption  ol  by, 
which  was  commonly  put  by  the  Saxons  for 
fam,  the  ablative  ca.  Jing.  of  the  art.  pat.  ufed  as 
a  pronoun.  The  nierier,  eo  l^tius;  the  more 
iiiery,  eo  Utiores.  Of  the  fame  conflruftion  are 
the  phrafes — yet  fare  they  the  werfe,  yet  fare  I 
never  the  bet.  When  the  is  repeated  with  a 
fecond  comparatli>e,  either  adj.  or  adv.  the  firft 
the  is  to  be  underftood  in  the  fenfe  of  the  Lat. 
quo. — The  more  it  brenneth  the  more  it  hath 
defire — to  confume  every  thing — quo  magU — 
«o  m'agis — 

And  ay  the  further  that  fhe  was  in  age 
The  more  trewe  (if  that  it  were  poflible) 
She  was  to  him  in  love,  and  more  penible. 

Sometimes  the  firft  the  is  omitted,  as  in  the 
phrafes  ever  lenger  the  werfe  ;  ever  lenger  the 
more ;  for  certesif  a  man  hadde  a  dedly  wound, 
ever  the  lenger  that  he  taried  to  wariihe  him- 
felf  the  more  wold  it  corrupt — and  alfo  the 
ivound  v^oldbe  the  vvejrfe  for  to  hele 

The  V.  Sax.  to  thrive       '   ' 

Theodome,  «.  Sax.  thrift,  fuccefs 

Thefely,  cdj.  Sax.  like  a  thitf 

Thennfes,  thenne,  adv.  Sax.  thence 

Thennesforth,  adv.  Sax-  from  thenncsfprth,  from 
that  time  forward  '   >  ' 

Theodomas,/ir.  a. 

Theophraft, /T.  n. 

Ther,  adv.  Sax.  there,  in  that  place,  is  frequently 
"  tifed  in  the  fenfe  of  where 

■yher,  in  compofition,  fignifies  that,  without  in- 
■  eluding  any  idea  of  place.     See  Here.     Ther 
aboutcn,  thcreagain,  therbeforne,  therby,  there- 
fore, therfro,  thergaine,  therof,  theron,  thcrto, 
therwith,  therwithall 

Thewes,  n,  pi.  Sax.  manners,  qualities 

Thider,  adv.  Sax.  thither,  to  that  place 

Thidcrward,  adv  Sax.  toward  that  place 

Thilkc,  adj.  Sax.  this  fame,  that  fame 

Thinke,v.  Sax.  toconfider;  it  is  very  frequently  ufed 
asan  imperfonal  in  thcpr.andpa.  t.  in  the  fenfe  of 
feemeth  or  femed  ;  me  thinketh,  him  thinketh, 
him  thoughte,  hir  thoughte,  how  thinketh  you? 
hem  thoughte 

Thinne,  adj.  Sax.  flender,  fmall ;  a  thinne  imagi- 
nation, fenui  imagine ;  a  thinne  fufpicion,  tenui 
fufpicione  \  - 

Tjhirle,  v.  Sax.  to  pierce  through 

'i'his,  proii.  depionjl.  Sax.  is  fometimes  put  for  the 
prepofitive  article 

Thife,//. 

Tho,  prep.  art.  pi.  da.  Sax,  ufed  ss  a  demonftrativc 
pronoun,  thofe 

Tho,  adv.  Saii,  thCD^ 


Thole,  V.  Sax.  to  fuffer,  and  what  mifchefe  an^ 
male  eafe  Chrift  for  man  tholed 

Thore,  is  put  for  there,  for  the  fake  of  the  rhyme 

rhorpe,  n.  Sax,,  a  village 

Though  ten, /a.  t.  pi.  of  thinke,  v.  Sax. 

ThralL,  n.  Sax.  a  flave  or  villain 

Thralle,  v.  to  enflave 

Thrafle.^a.  t.  of  threfte 

Thred-bare,  fl(^'.  Sax.  haying  the  thread.s  bare,  the 
nap  being  worn  away 

Thremote,  fhould  be  written  in  two  words,  thre 
mote,  as  in  the  Bodl.  mlT  Mot.  n.  Fr.  is  ex- 
plained by  Cotgrave  to  fignify,  among  other 
things,  the  note  winded  by  a  huntfman  on  his 
horn 

Threpe,  ■z'.  Sax.  to  call 

Threfte,  v.  Sax.  to  thruft 

Threfwold,  n.  Sax.  a  threihold 

Threte,  v.  Sax.  to  threaten 

Threttene,  num.  Sax.  thirteen 

Thridde,  adj.  Sax.  third 

Thrie,  thries,  adv.  Sax.  thrice 

Thrilled,  for  thirled,  pa.  t.  of  thirle 

Thringe,  v.  Sax.  to  thruft 

Thrifte,/a.  t.  of  threfte 

Thronge,/a.  t.  of  thringe 

Thropes,  for  thorpes 

Throftel,  «.  Sax.  a  thrufti 

Throw,  n.  SiTx.  time  ;  but  a  throw;  but  a  little 
while ;  any  throw,  any  fpace  of  time  ;  many  % 
throw,  many  times 

Thruft,  for  thurft,  n.  Sax.  thirft 

Thrufty,  for  thurfty,  adj.  Sax.  thirfty 

Thurgh,  prep.  Sax.  through,  by  means  of 

Thurghfare,  n.  Sax.  a  paffage 

Thurghout,/rf/'.  Sax.  throughout,  quite  thr,o\igh 

Thurrock,  n.  Sax.  the  hold  of  a  ftiip 

Thwitel,  n.  Sax.  a  whittle,  cultellus 

Th-witttn,  part.  pa.  chipped  with  a  knife,  whittled, 
bien  dole,  orig. 

Tiddie,  part.  pa.  of  tide,  i).  J'ar.  happened;  thee 
fhulde  never  have  tidde  fo  faire  a  grace,  fo  fair 
a  fortune  fliould  never  have  happened  to  thee 

Tidife,  »,  the  tidife  is  mentioned  as  an  inconftant 
bird  in  the  Leg.  of  G.  W.  ver.  154:  as  doth 
the  tidife  for  newfanglehefTe.  Skinner  fuppofes 
it  to  be  the  titmoufe 

Tickel,  adj.  SaM.  uncertain 

Til,prep.  Sax.  to,  hire  till,  to  her. 

Timbeftere,  «.  is  fuppofed  by  Lye,  [Efym.  Ling, 
Angl.  in  v.]  to  mean  the  fame  with  tombeftere. 
The  orig.  French  has  been  quoted  above  in  v. 
Sailours,  which  Chaucer  has  thus  imitated^ 

There  was  many  a  timbeftere 
And  failours,  that  I  dare  well  fwere 
Ycouthe  hir  craft  full  parfitly. 
The  timbres  up  full  fubtilly 
Thei  caften,  and  hent  hem  full  oft 
Upon  a  finger  faire  and  foft, 
That  thei  ne  failed  never  mo. 

According  to  this  defcription  it  fhould  rather 
feem  that  a  timbeftere  was  a  woman,  who 
plaid  tricks  with  timbres,  (^bafona  of  fomc  fort 
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©r  other)  by  throwing  them  up  into  the  air  and 
catching  them  upon  a  fingle  finger  ;  a  kind  of 
balance-miftrefs. 

Timbres,  n.  fl.  Fr  bafons.     See  Timbeftere 

Tipet,  n.  Sax.  a  tippet 

Tipped,  /lart.  pa.  headed,  covered  at  the  tip  or 
top 

Tiptoon,  n.  pi.  Sax.  tiptoes,  the  extremities  of  the 
toes 

Tire,  <o.  Fr.  to  pluck,  to  feed  upon  in  the  manner 
of  birds  of  prey  ;  for  loke  how  that  a  gofliauke 
tyreth 

TifTue,  «.  Fr.  a  riband 

Tite,  for  tideth  happeneth 

Titering,  n.  Sax.  courtlhip 

Titeles,  adj.  Sax-  without  title 

Titus  Livius,/r.  n.  the  Roman  hlftorlan 

To,  adv.  Sax.  coo 

To,  prep.  Sax.  to  day,  on  this  day ;  to  morwe,  on 
the  morrow,  the  following  day  ;  to  yere,  in  this 
year. — To,  in  compofitton  with  verbs,  is  gene- 
rally augmentative,  the  helmes  they  to-hewen 
and  to-flirede,  i.  e.  hewe  aud  cut  to  pieces ;  the 
bones  they  to-breftc,  i.  e.  break  in  pieces  ;  to- 
broften,  to-dafhed,  much  bruifed  ;  to-rent,  rent 
in  pieces ;  to-fwinke,  labour  greatly — Some- 
times the  ad-a.  all  is  added ;  al-to-rent ;  all-to- 
Ihare  ;  entirely  cut  to  pieces;  all»to-Ihent ;  en- 
tirely ruined. 

Tofore,  toiorexi, prep.  Sax.  before 

Togithers,  adv   Sax.  together 

Told,  pa.  i.  of  tell,  -v.  Sax.  accounted 

Tombeftere,  n.  Sax.  a  dancing  woman 

Tombefleres, //. 

Tomedes,  fhould  be  written  as  two  words ;  to 
mede  or  to  medes,  according  to  the  Saxon  ufage, 
fignifies  for  reward,  in  return 

Tone,  f!.  pi.  Sax.  toes 

Tonne-gret,  adj.  of  the  circumference  of  a  tun 

Toos,  n.  pi.  as  Tone 

Toretes,  ».  pi.  Fr.  rings  / 

Torne,  -u.  Fr.  to  turn,  the  devil  out  of  his  Ikinne 
him  torne  1  may  the  devil  turn  him  infide  out ! 

Torned,  part.  pa. 

Tortous,  adj.  Fr.  oblique,  winding 

Toteler,  «.  a  whifperer,  totelar,  fufurro,  Prompt. 
Par-u. 

Totty,  adj.  Sax.  dizzy 

Tough,  adj.  Sax.  difficult;  and  raaketh  it  full 
tough,  and  takes  a  great  deal  of  pains;  or 
make  it  tough,  or  take  pains  about  it;  and 
made  it  neither  tough  ne  queint;  made  no 
difficulty,  or  ftrangenefs ; 

Al  be  it  ye  make  it  never  fa  tewche. 
To  me  your  labour  is  in  vane. 

Mf.  Maitland,  The  Mourning  Maiden. 

Will.  Swane  makis  wonder  tewche 

Jbid.  Peblistotbe  play.  fi.  21. 

Tought,  adj.  Sax.  tight 
Tour,  n.  Fr.  a  tower 

Tourret,  «.  fliould  be  written  tourette,  as  in  mff. 
Hunter,  a  turret  or  fmall  to\yer 
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Tout,  n.  the  backfide 

Towail,  «./■/-.  a  towel 

Towardes, />rf^.  Sax.  toward       .      '         , 

Towel,  n.  is  perhaps  put  for  tfiwel,  a  pipe,  th<S. 
fundament 

Trace,  n.  Fr.  a  track  or  path — a  train 

Trade, /liz.  t.  of  fead,  v.  Sax.  trod 

Tragctour,  «.  as  Tregetour  , 

Traie,  i>.  Fr.  to  betray  [dravjr 

Trais,  «.  pi.  Fr.  traits,  the  traces  by  which  horfes 

Tramiffene,/'^.  n.  a  kingdom  in  Africa 

Tranfmewe,  -v.  Fr.  to  tranform 

Trappures,  n  pi.  barb.  Lat.  the  clothes  with  which 
horfes  were  covered  for  parade.  See  Du  Cange 
in  V.  Trappatura 

Tr'i.^z^^part  pa.  betrayed 

Trate,  n.  Bp  Douglas  frequently  ufes  trat  for 
an  old  woman,  JE^n.  vii.  416,  in-uultus  fefe  trans- 
format  aniles he  renders — and  hir  in  fchape 

tiansformyt  of  ane  trat 

Trave,  «.  Fr.  travail,  a  frame  in  which  farriers 
put  unruly  horfes 

Tre,  n.  Sax.  a  tree,  wood,  Grilles  tre,  the  crofs 

Trechour,  n.  Fr.  a  cheat 

Trede-foule,  n.  a  treader  of  helis,  a  cock 

Tregetour,  n.  a  juggler 

Trtnchzm,  part.  pr.  Fr.  cutting 

Trental,  n.  Fr.  was  a  fervice  of  30  mafles,  which 
were  ufually  celebrated  upon  as  many  different 
days,  for  the  dead.     Du  Cange  in  v.  Trentale 

Trepeget,  «.  Fr.  a.  military  engine.  See  Du  Cange 
in  V.  Trebuchetum 

Treffe,  n  Fr.  an  artificial  lock  or  gathering  o£ 
hair.     See  Du  Gangs,  in  v.  Trica,  Treda 

Treffed,  part.  pa.  gathered  in  a  trefs  or  trelTes 

Treflbur,  n.  an  inftrument  ufed  in  treffing  the 
hair,  or  an  ornament  of  it  when  treffed.  Seet 
Du  Cange  in  V.  treJJ'orium 

Tretable,  (.dj.  Fr-  tractable 

Trete,  -u.  Fr.  to  treat,  to  difcourfe 

Tretee,  n.  treaty 

Tretis,  n.  treaty 

Tretis,  adj.  Fr.  long  and  well  proportioned 

Trewe,  «.  Fr.  a  truce 

Trewe,  adj.  Sax.  true  faithful 

True-love,  n.  Mr.  Steevens  has  very  obligingly 
fuggcfted  to  me  that  there  is  a  herb  called  true- 
love,  according  to  Gerard,  in  his  Herbal,  edit. 
1597)  P-  3*8,  Herba  Pa,is ;  "One  berrie  or 
"  herbe  truelove — at  the  very  top  whereof 
"  come  forth  fower  leaves  dire<3;ly  fet  oi^s 
"  againfl;  another,  in  manner  of  a  Burgunnion 
"  crofs,  or  a  true  love  knot,  for  which  caufe 
"  among  theauncients  ithath  been  called  herbe 
"  true-love"  This  herb,  however,  to  the  befl:  of 
my  remembrance,  is  rather  too  large  to  be  carr 
ried  conveniently  under  the  tongue.  A  trew- 
love  of  the  fame  or  anpther  fort  is  mentioned 
in  the  concluding  ftanza  of  The  Court  cf  Love  ;  ^ 

Eke  eche  at  other  threw  the  floures  bright, 

The  primerofe,  the  violete,  and  the  gold; 

So  than  as  I  beheld  the  royal  fight 

My  lady  gan  me  fodenly  behold, 

And  with  a  trewelove  plited  many  a  fold;  ,■ 
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she  fmote  me  tlirough  the  Very  heart  as  blivc, 
And  Venus  yet  I  thanke  1  am  alive. 


Triacie,  n.  Fr.  corruption  of  theriaque,  a  rtmedy 
in  general 

Trice,  "J.  Sax.  to  thruft 

Trie,  «fly.  tried  or  refined,  Gloff.  Ur. 

Trill,  v.  Sa-c.  to  twirl,  to  turn  round 

I.  ,  ''    'V  fieut.  to  roll,  to  trickle 

Trine,  adj,  Fr.  triple  ;  trine  compas,  the  Trinity. 
See  Compas. 

Trippe,n.  evidently  means  a  fmall  piece  of  cheefe; 
les  tripes  (Tun  fagot,  in"  Fr.  are  the  fmallcft  fticks 
in  a  faggot,  Cotgravs 

Trifte,  m.  for  trufte 

Trifle,  n.  a  poft  or  ftation  in  hunting,  CovjelL— 
This  feems  to  be  the  true  meaning  of  the  Word, 
thoiigh  the  etymology  is  not  fo  clear 

Trilriipe,  ti.  Fr.  a  trumpet 

Trompour,  n.  a  trumpeter 

Tronchoiin,  «.  Fr.  a  fpear  without  a  head 

Tron,  n.  Fr.  a  throne 

Trophee,  pr.  n.  it  occurred  tb  nie  that  the  riefe- 
rence  might  poflibiy  be  to  the  original  of  the 
Troilus  and  Crefeide,  -which  according  to  Lyd- 
gate  was  called  Trophe,  but  I  cannot  find  any 
luch  pafTage  as  is  here  quoted  in  the  Filoftrato. 

Trctttla,  pr.  n. 

Trouble,  adj.  Fr.  dark,  gloomy 

Troubler,  lomp.  d. 

Tirowandife,  f(«r  Tniandife 

Trowe,  v.  Say.  to  believe 

Truandife,  n.  Fr.  begging,  truandlng 

Tulle,  i;.  Sao:,  to  allure 

TuUiuE,/'?-.  n.  M.  Tullius  Cicero 

TiirkeiS,  H.  Fr.  a  fort  of  precious  ftbhe 

Turkeis  adj.  Fr.  Turkifh 

Turmentil'e,  n.  Fr.  torment 

Turves,//,  of  turf,  n.  Sax. 

Twaine,  tway,  twey,  tweiiie,  num.sr.  Sax.  two 

Tweifold,  adj.  Sax.  double 

Twics,  adii.  Sax.  twice 

Twight,  pa.  t.  &  part.  6l  twitchj  'u.  Sax.  pulled, 
plucked 

Twinne,  v.  Sax.  to  depart  from  a  place  Or  thing 

Twinned,  jfiarf.  pa.  feparated 

Twirc,  1'.  twireth  feems  to  be  the  tranflation  of 
fufurrat,  fpoken  of  a  bird 

Twifl,  n.  Sax.  a  twig 

Twifte,  v.  Sax.  to  twitch,  to  pull  hard 

Tv/i&Zjpa.  /.  twitched 
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Valence,  pr.  n.  Valencia  in  Spain,  Gloff  Vr. 

Valerie, /r.  «. 

Valerie,  Valerius, /r.  «.  Valerius  Maximus 

Valure,  n.  Fr.  value 

VarLen,  inf.  m.  v.  Fr.  to  change,  to  alter 

Varien,  v^riaunt,  part.  pr.  changeable 

Vaffalage,  «.  Fr.  valour,  courage 

Vavafour,  «.  probably  a  meddling  landlord 

Vauntour,  n.  Fr.  a  boafter 

Vecke,  a.  2ial-  an  old  woman  '' 


Veine-blode,'  «.  blood  drawn  from  i  ^eid 

Vendable,  «.  Fr.  to  be  fold 

Venerie,  n,  Fr.  hunting 

Venge,  v.  Fr.  to  revenge 

Venime,  n.  Fr.  poifon,  venoni 

Ventoufing,  h.  Fr.  cupping 

Ver,  n.  Lat.  the  fpring 

Vei-ament,  adv.  Fr.  truly 

Veray,-a(3^".  Fr.  true 

Verdeg'refe,  «.  Fr.  'ver^<^u  gr!s,  the  riift  df  brafs,  fo 
called  from  its  colour,  a  gray  green 

Verdite,  n.  Fr.  judgment,  feiitence 

Verger,  n.  Fr.  a  garden 

Vermeile,  adj.  Fr.  of  a  vermilion  ccilbur 

Vermelet,  adj.  as  Vermeile 

Vernage,  a  kind  of  wide 

Vernicle,  it.  diminutive  of  F'eronUe,  Fr.  a  copy  iri 
miniature  of  the  picfture  of  Chrift,  which  is  ("up- 
pdfed  to  have  been  miraculoufly  imprinted  upofi 
a  handkerchief  preferved  in  the  church  of  St. 
Peter  at  Rome,  Du  Cange  in  v.  Veronica.  Madox, 
Form.  Angl-  p.  428.  Tcfiam.  Joh.  de  Neniill,  an. 
1385.  "  Item  Domino  Archiepifcopo  Eborum 
•'  fratri  meo,  /.  veftimentum  rubeufii  de  velvet 
"  ciJni  le  Verouike  [r.  Weronihe'\  in  granis  rofarum 
"  de[Uipctironddta,\r.  broudLtta."'\  Itwasufedfor 
perfonsreturningfrompilgrimages  to  bringwith 
them  certain  tokens  of  the  feveral  places  which 
they  had  vifited,  and  therefore  the  Pardoner, 
who  is  juft  arrived  from  Rome,  is  reprefentcd 
with  a  vernicle  fewed  upon  his  cappe.  See 
Fierce  Plougf;,  28,  b. — - 

An  hundred  amples  oh  hys  hatte  fette, 
Syrlges  of  Sihay  ahd  fhelle&  of  Calice  *, 
And  many  a  crouch  on  his  cloke  and  kayes 

of  Rome, 
The  Vernicle  before,  for  men  fliould  knovre 
And  fe  by  hys  fignes  whom  he  fought  hadde. 

Vernijh.  i».  Fr.  to  varnifh 

Verre,  h.  Fr.  glafs 

Verfifiour,  A.  Fr.  a  maker  of  verfes,a  poet 

Vertules,  adj.  without  efficacy 

Vcrtuous,  adj  Fr.  active,  efficacious 

Veffell,  ft.  Fr.  -vaiffetU,  plate 

Ugly,  adj.  Sax.  horrid,  frightful 

Viage,  K.  Fr.  a  journey  by  fea  or  land 

Vicary,  n.  Lat.  a  vicar 

Vice,  n.  Fr.  the  newel  Or  upright  centre  of  a  wind- 
ing ftaircafe 

Vigile,  fi.  Fr.  the  eve  of  a  feflival,  the  wake  or 
watching  of  a  dead  body 

Vigilie,  n.  Lat.  as  Vigile 

Vilanie,  ri.  Fr.  any  thing  unbecoming  a  gentle- 
man 

Vinolent,  adj.  Lat.  full  of  wine 

Virelaye,  n.  Fr.  a  round  freeman's  feng,  Cofgrave. 
There  is  a  particular  defcription  of  a  -virlai  iri 
the  Jardin  de  Flaifance,  fol.  12.  where  it  makes 
the  decima  fexta  fpecies  rheiorice  Gallicane 

Virgile,/r.  n. 

Vilage,  t>.  Fr.  to  front,  to  face  a  thing 

Vife,  n.  in  mf.  A.  war? ;  perhaps  we  (hould  read 
*  Mff.  Gales.  Pcrl-apsicthouldbeGaliu.i 
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'^"fn,  a  oaxon  word  fignlfying  violence,  impetu- 

ofity 
VitaiUe,  n.  Fr.  vidluals 
Vitellon.^r.  n. 

Unbetide,  -v.  Sax.  to  fail  to  happen 
Unbodic,  -u.  Sax.  to  leave  the  body 
T^nbokcl,  -V.  Fr.  to  unSufckle,  to  open 
Unce,  n.  Fr.  Lat.  ounce 
Uncommitted,  part.  pd.  office  Uncommitted  ofc  a- 

noyeth 
Unconriin'g,/ar.'./>r.  ignorant 
Unconning,  «.  ignorance 
Pucovenable,  adj.  inconvenient 
Uncouple,  t>.  to  go  loofe,  metaphor  from' hounds 
Uncouplinge,  n.  letting  loofe,  Dn.  377 
WvizowCn, part. pa.  Unknown.  See  Couth—uncom- 
mon, not  vulgar,  elegant 
Uocouthly,  adnj.  uncommonly 
Undep'artable,  adj.  not  capable  of  departing 
Underfong,  ■&.  Sax-  to  undertake 
Undergrowe,  part,  fa,  undergrown,  oi  a  lov?'  fta- 

ture 
Underling,  a.  Sav^  an  inferior 
Undermele,  n.  Sa-x.  I  am  rather  inclined  to-believe, 

that  undermele  fignifies  the  time  after  the  meal 

of  dinner,  the  afternoon;  undermele  pofmeridies, 

Promp.  Parni. 
Undern,  n.  Sax.  the  third' hour  of  the  artifical  day, 

nine  01  the  clock,  till  it  was  underne  hygh  and 

more,  Conf.  Am.  103,  b. 
Undernbme,  p-a:  t.  of  undermine,  v.  Sax.  took  up, 

received 
Underpight,  *a.  /.  See  Pight;  he  dVanke  and  wel 

his  girded  underpight,  he  drank  and  ftuffed  his 

girdle  well 
Underfpore,  v.  Sax.  to  raife  a  thing  by  putting  a 

fp'ear  or  pok  under  it 
Undepftonde,/>arr/./iiZ.  underflood 
Undo,  -v.  Sax.  to  unfold 
Undoubtoiis,  ac^.  undoubted  ;  indubtata,  orrg.  See 

DoutOTis  [orig. 

Unefchauble,   adj.    Sax.   uhavoidable  ;    ine-oitabili, 
Unefe,  n.  uneaSnefs 

Un-eth,  un-ethes,  adv.  Sax.  fcarcely,  not  eafily 
Unfamous,  adj.  unknown 
Unfeflliche,  adj.  not  fuitable  to  a  feaft 
Ungodely,   a.'^V  uncivil,  ungenteel ;  that  I  n'olde 

holde  hire  ungodely  ;  orig.  gtie  je  ne  tetujfe  a  vi- 
^  Mhe 
Ungfeable,  adj.  unpleafant,  difagreeahle,  in^ratas., 

orig. 
Unhele, «.  Sax.  misfortune 
Unhide,  v.  to  difcover 
Unjoine,  -u.  to  leparate,  to  disjoin 
Unfcindely,  adv.  unnaturally 
Unknowable,  adj.  incapable  of  being  kriowii ;  tgno- 

raiiles,  orig. 
Unletted,/'art /a.  undifturbed 
Unloven,  -u.  to  ceafe  loving 
Unluft,  a.  dillike 
Unmanhrode,  n.  cowardice 
Unmighty,  adj.  unable 
UnpB'regal,  adj.  unequal,  impar,  OJrig. 
Unpin,  "u.  Sax.  to  unl&ck 
Unjjjtouii,  adj.  cruel  ;  impia 
3, 


S  A  K  Y.  fff 

Unplite,  V.  to  unfold  ,  . 

Unreft,  //.  want  of  reft,  uneafinefs,  trouble 

Unrefhy,  adj.  unquiet 

Unright,  «.  wrong 

ll-n£a&,adj.  unfteady 

Unfcience,  ».  not  fcience 

ITnfely,  adj  unhappy 

Unfet,/i<j?-f.  ^a.  not  appointed 

Unihette,  j6a.  /.  opened 

Unflcilfully,  adv.  Sax.  without  reafon;  injuria,  ore^ 

Unflekked,  part.  pa.  unflacked 

Unflept,/>ar/l  pa.  having  had  no  fleep 

Urifbft,  adj.  hard 

Unfolempne,  adj.  uncelebrated  ;  inceUbrls,  orig. 

Unfperde,^ar«. /if.  unbolted 

Unftancheable,  adj.  inexhau'ftablc  ;  Inexhaujla,  or!g'» 

Unflanched,  part.  pa.  unfatisfied  ;  inexputam,  orig, 

Unfuflicient,  adj.  infufficient 

Unfwell,  V.  to  tall  after  fwelling 

Unthank,  n.  no  thanks,  ill  will 

\Jnti\,  prep.  Sax.  to,  unta 

Untime,  n.  an  unfeafonable  time 

Unto,  adv.  Sax.  until 

U'ntretabie,  adj\  not  admitting  any  treaty,  ^'ellutis 

inexorabile,  orig.  TI»XS|M«f  ccx-nfVKro?- 
Untreffed,  part.  pa.  not  tied  in  a  trefs  or  trefleS' 
Untrifte,  for  untrufte,  1;.  tomiftruft 
UntrUft,'  It.  diftruft  ^ 

Unufage,  n.  want  of  ufage  ;  infokntia,  orig. 
\Jn^K^.re, part.  pa.  unforefeen 
Unweld,  adj.  unwieldy 
Unwemmed,/i<zr?. /a.  unfpotted 
Unweting,  part.  pr.  not  knowing ;  utiweting-  of 

this  Dorigen,  Dorigen  not  knowing  of  this  ■ 
Unwetingly,  adv.  ignorantly 
Un^iQ:,  pdrt.  pa.  Unknown  ;  unwift  of  him,  it  be* 

ing  unknown  to  him,  not  knovifing 
Unwit,  «.  vvant  of  wit 
Unwote,  V.  Sax.  to  be  ignorant 
Unwrie,  ni.  to  uncover 
Unyolden,/a?i.  pa.  not  having  yielded 
Voide,  V.  Fr.  to  remove,  to  quit,  to  make  empty 
Voide,  V.  neut.  to  depart,  to  go  away 
Voided, jpij-fi.  pa.  removed 
Volage,  adj.  Fr.  light,  giddy 
Volatile,  n.  Fr.  wild  fowls,  game 
Volunie,  n.  Fr.  will 
Volupere,  n.  a  woman's  cap,  a  nightcap;  volyperff^ 

kercher,  teriji rum y  P f  emp .  Parv.  but  theriJJrum  {ig» 

nifes,  properly,  a  veil.  See  Du  Gange  in  v. 
Vouche,  V.  Fr.  vOuchen  fauf,  to  vouchfafe  ;  vouch- 

eth  fauf,  vouchfafe  ye;  as  ye  have  made  prefenE 

the  king  vouches  it  fave 
Up,  prep.  Sax,  upon ;  ther  lith  on  up  my  wonabe 

and  up  my  bed ;  there  lieth  one  upon  my  belly 

and  upon  my  head;  up  peine,  upon  pain;  u^ 

peril,  upon  peril 
Up,  adfv.  Sax.,  up  on  load,  up  in  the  country  ;  up 

fo  doun,,upfide  down;  the  londe  was  tourncd 

tVp  fo  douri,  Cofif.  Am.  37,  159. — But  Pandare 

up,  an  elliptical  exprefTion,  of  which  it  is  n®t 

eafy  to  give  the  precife  meaning 
Upper,  comp.  d.  higher 
Uphaf,/>a.  t.  of  upheve,  ti.  Sax.  heaved  up 
Upheping,  n.  Sax,  accumulation  ;  (nmulum^  orig' 
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Upon,  adv.  lie  had  ilpon  a  courtepy  of  grene,  he 
had  on  a  courtepy,  &c   or  perhaps  it  is  an  ellip- 

,   tical  expieffion  for  he  had  upon  him 
TJppereft,  c(^'.  T^r/f ;-/.  higheft  ■     ,. 

Upright,   adj.   Sax.   ftraight ;  upright  as    a  holt, 
ftraight  as  an  arrow  :  it  is  applied  indifferently 
to  perfons  lying  as  well  as  {landing 
Urchon,  ».  a  hedgehog 
Ure,  n.  Fr.  fortune,  deftiny 
Ured.fl.-i'/.  fortunate;  well  ured 
Ufage,  /J.  Fr.  experience,  pradtice 
IJizniyfart,  fr.  Fr,  ufmg,  accuftomed 
Utter,  comf.  d.  of  Out,  adi).  Sax.  outward,  more 

.   out 

Utterefle,y?//L''?/.  d.  uttermoft 

Utterly,  ad-v.  Fr.  oultreemenf ,  thoroughly,  entirely 

Uttren,  inf.  m.  of  utter,  •v.  i,ax,  to  publifli 

Uttren,^r.  t.  pi.  give  out,  fell 


Wade,/r.  K. 

Wade,  V.  Sax.  La*,  to  pafs  through  ^ater  without 

fwimming,  to  pafs  generally 
Wafercrs,  n.  fl.  fellers  of  wafers,  a  fort  of  cakes 
Wafoures,  n.  fl.  wafers,  a  fort  of  cakes 
Waget.  Upon  the  whole,  I  believe  that  a  light  wa- 

get  fhould  be  underftood  to  mean  a  light  blue 

colour 
Waimenting,  n.  Sax.  lamentation 
Waine,  li.  Sax.  a  wagon 
Watte,  -u.  Fr.  to  watch 
Wake,  1'.  Sax.  to  watch 

Wa1achie,/>r.  «.  Walachia  - 

Wala.  wa  !  or  wa  la  wa  !  iiderj.  Sax,  Wo  !  alas  !  wa» 

la  wa  the  while  !  alas  the  time  ! 
Walnete,  n.  Sax.  a  walnut,  i.  e.  a  French  or  foreign 

nut 
Walwe,  -u.  Sax.  to  tumble  about,  to  wallow 
Walwing, /Jizrf.  /ir. 
Wanj/f.^.  t.  of  win,  11.  Sax.  gained 
Wane,  -v.  Sax.  to  decreafe 
Wang,  n.  Sa.\.  a  cheek-tooth 

Wanger,  n.  Sax.  a  fupport  for  the  cheek,  a  pillow 
Wanhope,  a.  Sax.  defpair 
Wantru{|,  ?<.  Sax.  diftruft 
VJz-ped,  fart.  fa.  Sax.  ftupified 
Wardecorps,  n.  Fr.  body-guard 
Wardein,  n.  Fr.  a  warden  of  a  college,  a  guard,  a 

keeper  of  a  gate;  wardeins, />/.  guard,  watch- 
men 
Wardererc,  perhaps  a  corruption  of  the  French 

garde  drrlcre 
Wardrope,  n.  Fr.gardero6e,a  houfe  of  office 
Wariangles. '    See   Cotgrave  in  v.  Pic  and  Engone/;, 

where  he  explains  the  wariangle  to  be  a  fmall 

'Woodpecker,  black  and  white  of  colour,  and  but 

half  as  big  as  the  ordinary  green  one 
Warice,  warilh,  v.  Fr.  to  heal ;  v.  neut.  to  recover 

from  ficknefs 
Warifon,  n.  feems  to  be  put  for  reward ;  fan  merite, 

orig.  ivarifon,  donati-uum.  Prompt.  Parv. 
Warne,  t'.  &ax.  to  caution,  to  apprife,  to  refufe 
Warneftore,  v.  to  furnifh,  to  ftore 


Warric,  •:;.  Sdx.  to  abufe,  to  fpeak  evil  of 

Walhen,^art.  pa.  of  walh,  'u.  Sax. 

Waftel-brede,  cake-bread,  bread  made  of  the  fineft 
flour,  from  the  French  gajleau,  a  calie 

Waflour,  «.  Fr.  afpoiler 

Wate,  I".  Sax.  to  know 

VVatering  of  Selnt  Thomas,  a  place  for  watering 
horfe,  I  fuppofe,  a  little  out  of  the  borough  of 
Sbuthwark,  in  the  road  to  Canterbury.  The 
fame  place,  I  apprehend,  was  afterwards  called 
St.  Thomas  a  Waterings,  probably  from  fome 
chapel  dedicated' to  that  faint.  It  was  a  place  of  , 
execution  in  Qneen  Elizabeth's  time.  IVood, 
Atb.  Oxon.  i.  a2y 

Watlynge-ftrete,  an  old  ftreet  in  London 

Wiive,  fa.  t.  of  weave, -y.  Sax.  wove 

Wawe,  11.  Sax.  a  wave 

Way,  K.  Sax.  is  often  put  for  the  time  in  which  a 
certain  fpace  can  be  pafled  through  ;  a  furlong 
way,  mile  way,  any  fhort  time — at  the  lefle 
wey,  feems  to  fignify  no  more  than  at  the  left, 
at  leafh — a  devil  way,  a  twenty  devil  way 

Way,  adn).  away  ;  do  way,  do  away,  put  away     '> 

Waye,  -u.  Sax.  to  weigh,  to  prefs  with  weight      t 

Webbe,  n.  Sax.  a  weaver 

Wedde,  «.  Sax-  a  pawn  or  pledge ;  to  wedde  for 
a  pawn  ;  and  leyde  to  wedde  Normandie 

Wede,  n.  Sax.  clothing,  apparel ;  under  wede  feemS 
to  fignify,  fimply,  in  my  clothing 

Wede,  n.  Sax.  a  weed,  an  ufelefs  herb 

\Vehee,  a  word  to  exprefs  the  neighing  of  a  horfd 

Weive,  -v.  Sax,  to  foifake,  to  decline,  to  refufe 

Weive,  -u.  neut.  to  depart  ' 

Weived,/(7r/.  fa.  departed 

Weke,  V,  Sax.  to  grow  weak 

Weke,  adj.  Sax.  weak 

Wei,  ad-v.  Sax.  well,  in  a  good  condition ;  wel  was 
the  wenche  with  him  mighte  mete;  wil  werfe 
they  that  thider  might  twin  :  it  is  joined  to 
other  adverbs  and  adje<5tives,  as  full  and  right 
are,  and  ftill  more  frequently  to  verbs,  in  the 
fenfe  of  the  French  l/ien 

Welde,  -v.  Sax.  to  govern,  to  wield 

Weldy,  adj.  Sax.  adtive 

Wele,  ad-v.  for  well 

Wel§,  n.  Sax.  wealth,  profperity 

Wcleful,^;/?".  productive  of  happinefs     ' 

Welcfulnel's,  «.  Sax.  happinefs 

Welkc, fa.  t.  of  walk,  w.  Sax.  walked 

Welked,  fart.  fa.  of  weike,  v.  Sax,  withered, 
mouldy 

Welkin,  n.  Sax.  the  Iky 

Well,  n.Sax.  a  fpring 

Welle,  -v.  Sax.  to  flow  as  from  a  fpring 

Welmeth,  feems  to  be  put  for  welleth,  fpringeth 

Welte,  /  a.  t.  of  w^elde,  governed  wielded 

Wel-thewed,  adj.  Sax.  endowed  ^'ith  good  quali* 
ties 

Welwilly,  c^".  Sax.  favourable,  propitious 

Wemme,  .n   Sax,  a  fiJOt,  a  fault 

Wenche,  «.  Sax-  a  young  woman 

Wend,for  wened  fa.  t.  of  wene,  thought,  intended 

Wende,  -v.  Sax.  to  go  , 

Wende,   n.   Sax.   guefs,   conjefturc,    perhaps  for 
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Wene,  n.  Sax.  guefs,  fuppofition ;  withouten  wene, 

not  by  fuppofition,  certainly 
Wene,  -u.  Sax.  to  think,  to  fuppofe 
Went,  pari.  ftf.  of  wende,  gone 
Wente,  went,  pa.  t.  of  wende ;  went  at  borde, 

lived  as  a  boarder 
Went,  n.  a  way,  a  pafTage,  turn  in  walking ;  in 

bed 
Went,  for  want 

Wep,/a.  t.  of  wepe,  v.  Sax.  weft, 
Wepely,  adj.  Sax.  caufing  tears 
Wepen,  «.  Sax.  a  weapon 
Werche,  n.  &  v.  as  Werkc 
Were,  for  weren,  hiJ.  m.  pa.  t.  pi.  of  am,  v.  Sax. 

it  is  fometimes  ufed  for  had,  according  to  the 

Fr.  cuftom,  with  refledted  verbs,  thife  riotoures — 

were  fet  hem  in  a  tavern  for  to  drinke — iitoient 

mis,  setoient  ajjis 
We.Te,fubj.  m.  fa.  t.fmg.  c.  g.  as  it  were  ;  if  en  of 

hem  were ;    whether  Ihe  were ;    were  it ;    it 

were  a  game 
Were,  i).  Sax.  to  wear,  to  defend 
Were,  n.  Fr.  guerrcy  cpnfufion;  his  herte  in  fiicb 

a   were   is  fet,  fon   cueur  a    mys  en    tel  guerre ; 

and  in  a  were  gan  I  wese  and  with  myfelf  to 

difpute 
Were,  «.  Sax.  for  catching  fifti 
Weren, /;a.  t.  pi.  of  am.  f.  Sax.  were 
Werke,  n.  Sax.  work;  werkes^/. 
Werke,  -v.  Sax.  to  work 
Werne,  i».  as  Warne 
Werre, «.  Fr.  war 
Werrie,  v  Fr.  to  make  war  againft 
Werfe,  comp.  d.  of  ill,  adv.  Sax.  worfe 
Werfe,  comp.  d.  of  bad,  adj.  Sax.  worfe 
'WerQ.cfuperl.  d.  of  bad,  worft 
Wery,  adj.  Sax.  weary 
Weill, /a.  t.  of  walh,  f .  Sax.  waflicd 
Weftren,  In/,  m.  i/.  Sax.  to  tend  toward  the  weft 
Wete,  adj.  Sax.  wet 
Wete,  v.  Sax.  to  wet 
Wete,  V.  Sax.  to  know 

Wether,  n.  Sax.  the  weather — a  caftrated  ram 
Weting,  n.  Sax.  knowledge 
Weve,  If,  Sax.  to  weave 

Weve,  v.  Sax.  to  put  off,  to  prevent.     See  Waive 
Wex, pa.  t.  of  waxe  or  wexe,  -v.  ^a*:.  waxed,  grew 
V/exing, part.  pr.  increafing 
Weyeden, /-a,  f.//.  weighed.  See  Waye 
Whatj/ron.  interrog.  Sax.  is  often  ufedby  itfelf  as  a 

fort  of  interjedion  ;  what ! 
What,  pron.  indef.  fomething,  a  little ;  what  for 

love  and  for  diftrefs,  partly  for  love  and  partly  for 

diftrefs;  wete  ye  what  ?  do  ye  know  fomething  ? 

ne  elles  what  ?  nor  any  thing  elfe. — What,  when 

joined  to  a  «.  fubjl.  (either  expreffed  pr  under- 

llood)  is  a  mere  adj.  anfwering  to  quaUs^  Lat. 

quel,  Fr.  what  they  weren,  what  men  they  were; 

what  fo,  what  that,  whatfoever 
Wheder,  conj.  Sax.  whether 
Whelm,  -o.  Sax.  to  fink,  to  deprefs 
Whennes,  adv.  Sax.  whence 
Wher,  fo/y.  -y^.  whether 
Wher,  ail',  -y^f.  where 
Wher,  in  compofition,  Cgnifies  which,    See  Here 

Vol.  I. 


S  A  R  Y.  721 

and  Ther Wherfore,  wherin,  whertbrough, 

wherwith,  when  ufed  interrogatively,  wherof, 

wherwith 
Whether,  adj.  Sax.  which  of  two 
Whette,  part.  pa.  of  whet,  v.  Sax.  fljarpened 
\y'hiche,  pron.   rel.  Sax.  who,  whom,  adj.  what, 

what  fort  of 
While,  n.  Sax.  time  ;  in  this  mene  while,  in  the 

mean  time ;  how  he  might  quite  hire  while, 

how  he  might  requite  her  time,  pains,  &c.  Got} 

can  ful  wel  your  while  quite 
Whilere,  ad'u.  Sax.  fometime  before 
Whilke,  adj.  Sax.  which 
Whilom,  adv.  Sax.  once,  on  a  time. 
Whine,  v.  Sax.  to  utter  a  plaintive  cry 
White,  adj.  Sax.  fair,  fpecious 
White,  V.  to  grow  white 
Who,  pron.  interrog.  Sax. 
Whos,  gen,  ca.Jtng. 
Who,  pron.  rel.  Sax.  it  is  generally  expreffed  bjfi 

that 
Whos,  gen.  ca.Jing, 
Who,  pron.  inde_f. 

For  wel  thou  woft  the  name  as  yet  of  Iier 
Amonges  tiie  people,  as  who  fayth  haiowed  is 

where  as  who  fayth  feems  to  be  equivalent  to  as 

one  fliould  fay :  the  fame  phrafe'  is  fometimes 

ufed  to  introduce  a  fuller  explanation  of  a  paf- 

fage,  as  we  might  ufe — ^^that  is  to  fay — who  fo, 

who  that,  whofoever 
Widc-where,  ad-v.  Sax.  widely,  far  and  near 
Wierdes,  n.  pi.  Sax.  the  Fates  or  Deftinies 
Wif,  n.  Sax.  a  wife,  a  woman 
Wifhood,«.  Sax,  the  ftate  of  a  wife 
Wifles,  adj.  Sax.  unmarried 
Wifly,  adj.  Sax.  becoming  a  wife 
Wight,  n.  Sax.  a  perfon,  male  or  fenijle,  a  fmall 

fpace  of  time,  weight,  a  witch  ;  wytch  clepei 

nyght  mare 
Wight,  adj.   Sax.  aftive,  fwift ;  of  hem  that  beni 

deliver  and  wight,  Con/.  Am.  I77,b. 
Wightes, «./)/.  witches 
Wike,  n.  for  weke 
Wiket,  n.  Fr.  a  v/icket 
Wikke,fli/?'.  Sax.  wicked 
William  St.  Amour,  a  doiJor  of  the  Sofbonne  in  the, 

13th  century,  whQ  took  a  principal  part  in  the, 

difpute  between  the  uiiiverfity  of  Paris  and  the 

Dominican  friars 
Willy,  adj.  Sax.  favourable 
Wiln,  for  w Jllen, />/.  «.  of  wille,  <?>.  Sax. 
Wilne,  V.  Sax.  to  defire 
Wimple,  n.  Fr.  a  covering  for  the  neck  ;  it  is  dif^ 

tinguifhed  from  a  veil»  which  covered  the  head 

alfo 

Wering  a  vaile  inftede  of  wimple^ 
As  nonncs  don  in  hir  abbey. 

Windas,  n.  Fr.guif!diil,an  engine  to  raife  ftones,  &q<; 
Winde,  v.  Sax.  to  turn  round 
Winde,  as  Wende,  to  go 
WiEne,  V,  Sax,  to  gain,  to  attain 

.   ^_  a 
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Wirry,  „.  y^jt.  to  worj-y 

"Wis,  arf^.  s  -   - 


GLOSSARY. 


_      .  f.   See  Y-wU 

Wile,  n.  Sax.  manner 

Wifly,  adv.  Sax.  certainly 

■Wiffe,  V.  Sa^.to  teach,  to  direft ;  fo  God  mc'  wiffe, 

lo  may  God  direa  me 
^irte,/,^.*.  gfwifte.v.  5ax.knew 
Wite,  1,.  Sax.  to  kniw,  to  blame,  to  impute  to 

Witc  It  the  4c  of  Soulhwark,impute  it  to  the  ale 

ol  bouihwark;orblameLhcaleofSouthwaikforit 
AV  ire,  n.  Sax.  hlamc 

,"W'jth,  p,ej'>.  Sax.  is  ufed  in  the  fenfe  of  by;  was 

with  the  Icon  frettc,  was  devoutedby  the  lion; 

ill  with  his  thmight,  in  with  hire  bplom,  within 

his  thought,  within  her  hofom  ;  with  mefchance, 

with  melch.iiiccandwithmilaventurc, with  forwc 

;ind  with  iiufchance;  with  forwe,arephrafesof  the 

fame  import  us  God  yeve  him  mefchance,  God 

yeve  me  I'orwe  :  they  are  all  to  be  confidercd  as 

parenthetical  curKS,  ufed  with  more  orlefsferl 

ouihefs  ;  and  fo  are  the  following  phrafes,  with 

evil  prele,  with  harde  grace,  with  fory  grace 

AVithholde,  v.  Sax.  to  flop 

AVifhliolden,  withhold, /i^f/.  fa.  retained,  detained 

■\Vithrain, /;?/'.  OT.  of  withfuy,  I/  Sax. 

■\\'ithkiye,  withfcye,  -v.  to  contradid,  to  deny 

AVitiielle,  n.  Sax.  teflimony,  a  witnefs 

"VVitnesfully,  at/j.  Sax.  evidently 

Witte,  >i.  Sax.  underflanding,  capacity — to  my 
witte  ;  in  my  judgment 

Wittes,  «.  pi.  Sax.  the  fenfes  of  man 

'^^'^ive,  n.  for  wif 

"VVivere,  n.  Sax:  a  ferpent 

"U'latfom,  adj.  Sax.  loathfome 

Wo,  n.  SdK.  wo,  forrow — wo  were  us ;  wher  me 
■were  wn,  are  cxpreflions  derived  from  the  Sax- 
on language,  in  which  us  and  me  were  equiva- 
lent to  ncLis  and  mihi,  without  the  addition  of 
the  prep,  to  ■      '    ■ .    ■ 

*W^a,  adj.  Sax.  forrowful 

"^''o-begon,  far  gone  in  wo.  See  begon 

Wode,  vjood,  oij)".  SaA:.  mad,  violent;'  for  wode, 
like  any  thing  mad  ■  ' 

"VVoJc,  v.  Sax.  to  grow  mad 

'^Vodcwale, />-.  n.  of  a  bird 

WoJ,  -v.  auxil.  Sax.  to  will  ;  it  is  ufed  fometimes  by 
itfclf,  the  inf.  -u.  being  underJlood,  as  flie  to  wa- 
ter wolde,  /.  e.  would  diffolve  into  water;  and  fo 
the  wood  he  wol,  i.  e.  will  go,  ful  many  a  man 
hath  he  begiled  er  this,  and  Wol.  /.  c.  will  be- 
guile 

Wdlde,/a.  f.  would,  wolden, /a.  i-fuhj.  m.  wolde 
God  !  God  wciJde  !  o  that  God  were  willing  ' 
lie  wolde  God  !   God  forbid! 

yj old,  part.  pa.  willed,  been  willing  [man 

Wbmarthedc,  n.  womanhood,  the  virtue  of  a  wo- 

Wonde,  v.  Sax.  wandian,  to  dcfifb  through  fear 

^onde,/<z.  t.  may  perhaps  be  deduced  from  winde, 
to  turn, tp  bend, 

The  yerde  is  bet  that  bpwen  wol  and  winde 
Than'th'at  that  breft.  •         ■ 

Wonde,  fa.  t.  of  wone,  dwelled 
Wonder,  adj.  Sax.  cullom,    ufage,    habitation,  a 
'  h-'ipi  an  affenibly  ■  • 


Wone,  V.  5<?jc.  to  dwell 

Woneden,  pa.  t.  pL  dwelled 

Woned,  part.  pa.  wont,  accuftomcd 

Wonihg,  n.  Sax.  a  dwelling 

Vtrnnne,  part  pa.  of  winrie,  i/.  Sax.vion,  contjuw- 

ed,  begotten 
Woj^t,  pyrt.pa.  of  wone,  accuftomed 
Wood,  adj.  as  wode 
Woodnefs,  n.  m.adnefs 
Wordles,  oi^'.  ufl*.  fpeechlefs 
Worldes,  gen.  ca.  of  world,'  n.  Sax.  is  ufed  in  the 
fenfe  of  the  adj.  worldly  ;  every  worldes  fore ; 
my  worldes  blis 
Wort,  K.  i'ax.  a' cabbage,  new  beer  in  a  flate  o? 

ferihentation 
Worth,  -v.  Sax.  to  be,  to  go,  wo  worthe  '.  unhap- 

py  be,  or  wo  be  to  !  to  climb,  to  ihount 
Woft,  for  woteft,  knoweft 
Wote,  •*ot,  '0.  Sax.  to  know,  ■wot,  pa.  t.  knew 
Wowe,  (father  woe)  v.  Sax.  to  woo' 
Woxe,  pa.  t.  of  waxe,  or  wexe,  v.  Sax.  grew 
Woxcn,/>ar^. /!)a.  growi. 
Wraie,  -v.  Sax.  to  betray,  difcover 
Wrathen,  i"f.  m.  v.  Sotc.  to  make  angry 
Wrawe,  adj.-  Sax.  J)eevifh,  angry ;  wfawe,  froward, 

ungoedly 
Wrawnefs.n  peeviflinefs 
Wray ,  as  wraid 
Wrechc,  n.  Sax.  revenge 
Wrenches,  n  pi.  Sax.  frauds,  flratagems 
Wreil,  i;.  Sax    to  twift  ;  the  nightingale  with  fo 
great  might  hire  voice  began  out  wrefl — to 
turn  forcibly 
Wrethen,  part. pa.  of  writhe — wrethen   in  fere, 
twifted  together;'  in  Urry's  edit,  it  is  printeij 
— within  in  fere 
Wreye,  v.  as  wraie 

Wrie,  V.  S^lx.  to  cover,  to  turn,  to  incline 
Wright,  n.  ^av.  a  workthan 
Wrine,  for  wrien,  trf.  m.  of  wrie  [ture 

Wring,  "u.  Sax.  to  fqueeze  fo  as  to  exprefs  moil- 
Writhe,  V.  Sax.  to  twift,  to  turn  afide. 
Writhing,  n.  a  turning 

Wronge, /Sizr/. />j.  of  wring;  his  hondes  wronge  ; 
later  writers  have  ufed*  the  fatfie  expteirion  of 
dillrefs '  ' 

Wrote,  1'.  Sax.  to  dig  with  the  fnout  asfwine  do; 

or  like  a  worm  that  wroteth  in  a  tree 
Wrought, /-ar/.  ^a,  of  worke,  v.  Sax,  made 


Y. 

y,  at  the  beginning  of  many  words,  efpecially 
■  verbs  and  participles,'  is  merely  a  corruption  of 
the  Saron  ge,  which  has  remained  uncorrupted 
in  the  other  collateral  branches  of  the  Gothic 
language  ;  what  the  pov?er  of  it  may  have  been 
originally,  it  is  impolTible,  perhaps,  now  to  de- 
termine: in  Chaucer  it  does  not  appear  to  have 
^ly  effeia  upon  the  fenfe  of  a  word,  fo  that 
there  fcems  to  be  no  neceffity  for  inferting  in  a 
glofTary  fuch  words  as  yblelTed,  ygranted  &c 
which  difier  ^ot  in  fignification  from  bl'efTed, 
granted,  &c.  Some,  however,  of  this  fort  affe 
■• 4   ^  '    •■■ 
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-inferted;  whsch  may  fervc  at  leafl:  to  fhcyv 
more  clearly  the  extent  of  this  pradlice  in 
Chaucer's  time.  Several  other  words  are  ftiort- 
ly  explained  under  this  letter,  of  which  a  more 
full  explanation  may  be  found  under  their  re- 
fpe(£tive  fecond  letters 

Ya,  ad'-j.  Sax.  yea ;  it  is  ufed  emphatically  with 
both  ;  ya  bo  the  yongc  and  olde  ;  ye  both  fairc 
and  good 

"Yafj  />-»•  t-  of  yave,  v.  Sux.  gave 

■yaltc,  for  yelte  ;  yalte  him,  yieldeth  himfelf 

Yare,  adj.  Sax.  ready 

Yate,  n.  Sax.  a  gate 

Yave,/>a.  t.  of  yevc,  gave 

Y-he/fiart.  fa.  been 

Y-beried,  part.  pa.  buficd 

Y-betCj  -v.  a.  to  beat,  ftamp,  imprint 

Y-bknt,  part.  pa.  of  blend,  blinded 

Y-blent,  fart.  fa.  of  blcnche,  flirunk,  ftarted  a- 
fide> 

Yiblint,  pari.  pa.  blinded 

Y-bore,  part.  pa.  of  bcre,  born,  carried 

Y-bourded,  part.  pa.  jefted 

Y-hrent,  part.  pa.  of  bi-enne,  burned 

Y-chapcd,  port,  pa:  furniihed  with  chapes,  from 
chafpi.',  Fr, 

Y-clouted, /li/r/.  fa.  wrapped  in  clouts  or  rags 

Y-corven,  part.  p^i.  cut.     See  Corvcn 

Y-coupled,  part.  fa. 

Y-crafed,/iar^/)^.  broken 

Y-At\tA,part.  pa.  dlftiibuted 

Y-dight,/rt>-/. /a-  adorritd 

Y-do,  fart.  pa.  done,  finilhed 

Y-draWE,  part.  pa.  drawn 

Ye,  adv.  Sax.  as  Ya  ;  ye  wis,  yea  certainly 

Yeddinges,  would  feem  to  n\ean  ftory-tcUing 

Yede,  fart,  fa.  of  yede,  i'.  S^x.  went 

Yefte,  n.  Sjx.  a  gift ;  yeftts,  pL 

Yelde,  v.  Sax.  to  yield,  to  give,  to  pay;  God 
yelde  you  !  God  reward  you  ! 

Yclleden,/;/.  t.  pi.  of  yelle,  -v.  Sax. 

Yelpe,  -v.  Sax.  to  prate,  to  boafl; 

Yelte,  for  yeldeth 

Ycrmn,  n.  Sjx.  a  fervant  of  m,iddling  rank;  a 
■bailiff— Ydmen,  pi. 

Ycmanrie,  n.  the  rank  of  yeoman 

Y-erde,  n  Stisc.  a  rod  or  ftaff,  fod,  earth 

Yerc,  for  yeres,  n-pl-  Sax.  years 

Yerne,  adj.  Sax.  briflc,  eager 

Yerne,  adv.  brilkly,  eagerly,  early,  foon,  immedi- 
ately 

Yerne, -u.  to  defire,  to  feek  eagerly 

Yerning,  n.  ailivity,  diligence 

Yeten,  fart.  pa.  gotten 

Yeve,  1'.  Sax.  to  give 

Yeven,  y^ve,  part.  fa.  given 

Y-f;ille,  part.  fa.  fallen 
■  Y-feined,  fart.  pa.    lordes  hefles   may  not   ben 
y-feined,  the  commands  of  fovereigns  may  not 
.'be  executed  with  a  feigned  pretended  zeal,  they 
muft  be  executed  ftridily  and  fully 
Y-fette,  fart.  fa.  fetched 
Y-fonden,  fart.  pa.  found 
Y-foflered,  fart.  fa.  educated 
Y-freten,/>jr^;''a.  devoured 
Y-geten,  fart.  fa.  gotten 
Y-glofed,  fart.  fa.  flattered 
y.giued,  fart.  i>a.  ekwedj  fattened  with  glew 
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Y-go,  firt.  pc.  gone 

Y-grave,  fart.  fa.  burled 

Y-halowed,  fart.  pa.  kept  holy 

Y-herd,  fart.  fa.  covered  with  hair 

Y-hold,  fart.  pa.  beholden 

Y-japed,  fart.  fj.  tricked,  deceive  ' 

Y-lcffed,  firt.  fa.  relieved.     Ste  LifTed 

Y-liche,  y-like,  adj.  Sax.  refembling,  equal 

Y-liche,  y-like,  ad-v.  Sax.  equally,  alike 

Y-limed,  fjrt.  fi.  limed,  caught  aa  with  bird- 
lime 

Y-logged,/>,7r/.  fj.  lodged 

Y-maflced,  fart.  f.i.  maftied  or  mefhed  ;  mafcLe^ 
Belg.  macula  retis,  Kilian. 

Y-meint,  fart.  fa.  mingled 

Y-meJl,^/-^^.  5.;Ar.  among 

Ymeneus,  fr.  n.  Hymenreus 

Ynough,  ynow,  adv.  Sax.  enough 

Yolden,  fart.  fj.  of  yelde,  given,  yielded,  re- 
paid 

Yonghede,  n.  Sax.  youth 

YoTe,  ad-v.  Sax.  oi  a  long  time,  a  little  before  ; 
yore  agon,  long  ago  ;  in  olde  times  yore,  of 
time  yore 

Yove,  fj.  t.  of  yeve,  gave 

Youre,  fron.  fojf.  Sax.  is  ufed  for  youres 

Yoxire3,fron.  fojl  Sax.  ufed  generally  when  the 
noun  to  which  it  belongs  is  underftood  or  plac- 
ed before  it;  he  Was  an  old  felaw  of  youres, 
he  was  an  old  companion  of  yours,  i.  e.  oi  or 
among  your  companions 

Youthhede,  n.  Sax.  youth 

Yoxe,  V.  Sax.  to  hiccough 

Y-piked,  pnrt.  fa.  picked,  fpruce 

Y-queint,  fart.  fa.  quenched 

Y-reight,^i;.  t.  reached 

Y-reken,  feems  to  be  j)Ut  for  the  oIJ  fsrf.  frt 
y-rekend,  reeking 

Yren,  n.  Sax.  iron 

Y-rent,  fart.  pa.  torn 

Y-ronne,  y-ronnen,  fart.  pi.  run 

Y-fateled,/ia;/.  fa.  fettled,  eftabiifiied 

Yfe,  n.  Sax.  ice 

Y-ferved,/>a7/.  ^,7.  treated 

Y-fette,/«r?./>j.  fet,  placed,  appointed 

Y-fhent,  fart.  fa.  damaged 

Y-ihovc,  fart.  fa.  pufhed  forwards 

Y-flawf ,  p:irt.  p.7.  {lain 

Y-foipe,  pr.  n.  So  the  name  of  the  fabulifl  was 
commonly  written,  notwithftanding  the  dif- 
tindlion  pointed  out  by  the  following  technical 
verfe: 

Yfopus  eft  herba,    fed    JEfopus  dat   bona 
verba 

In  this  and  many  other  paffages  which  are 
quoted  from  ^fop,  by  writers  of  the  middle 
ages,  it  is  not  eafy  to  fay  what  author  they 
mean  :  the  Greek  colledlions  of  fables  which 
are  now  current  under  the  name  of  iEfop 
Were  unknown,  I  apprehend,  in  this  part  of 
the  world  at  the  time  that  Melibce  was  writ- 
ten :  Phaedrus  too  had  difappeared  :  Avienus 
indeed  was  very  generally  read.  He  is  quot- 
ed as  JEfcp  by  John  of  Saliibury,  Polycraf. 
1.  vii.  Ut  .Mfopo,  vd  Avieno,  credjs.-~—~^\xt 
the  name  of  M\q^  was  chiefly  appropriated  to 
,    Z  2ij 
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the  anonymons  *  author  of  fixty  fables  in  ele-  j 
giac  metre,  which  are  printed  in  Nevelet's 
colleiSlion  under  the  title  of  Anonym!.  Falulte  \ 
JEfoficte.  I  have  feen  an  edition  of  them  in  I 
1503  by  Wynkyn  de  WordCjin  which  they  are 
entitled  fimply  Efofi  Fahula  :  the  fuhjedts  are 
for  the  riioft  part  plainly  taken  from  Phadrus, 
hut  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  author  co- 
pied from  the  orig.  work  of  Phsedrus  or  from 
feme  verfion  of  "it  into  Latin  prt-fc.  Several 
verfions  of  this  kind  are  flill  extant  in  nif. ;  one 
of  very  confidcrabie  antiquity  has  been  pubiiih- 
ed  byNilant,  Z:/^;/.  i?jf.  1709,  under  the  title 
of  Fiibul^s  Antiqiia,  together  with  another  of  a 
later  date,  which  is  pretended  to  have  been 
made  from  the  Greek  by  an  emperor  Romulus, 
foi  the  ufe  of  his  fon  Tiberinus.  They  all  Ihew 
evident  marks  of  being  derived  from  one  com- 
rnop  origin,  like  what  has  been  obfc-rred  of 
the  fevcral  Greek  colledlions  of  ^fopian  fables 
in  profe;  \Di£ert.  de  Bahrio.  Lond.  1776J  like 
thpm  too  thoy  differ  very  much  from  one  ano- 
ther in  ftyle;  order  of  fables,  and  many  little 
particulars;  and,  what  is  moft  material,  each 
of  them  generally  contains  a  few  fables,  either 
invented  or  flolen  by  its  rcfpedlive  compiler, 
which  are  not  to  be  fotind  in 'the  oilier  collec- 
tions, fo  that  it  is  ofteh  imprafticable  to  verify 
a  quotation  from  ^fop  in  the  writers  of  Chau- 
cer's time,  unlefs  we  happen  to  light  upon  the 
identical  book  of  fables  which  the  writer 
•ivho  quotes  had  before  him. — — I  have  print- 
ed in  the  Difcourfe,  i5^c.  n.  29,  a  fable  of  The 
Cock  and  the  Fojt,  from  the  tr.  Efope  of  Ma- 
rie, whi(  h  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  col- 
ie(^ion  that  I  have  feen,  and  which  I  fuppofe 
furniflied  Chaucer  with  the  fubjecft  of  his  Non- 
nes  Prceftes  Tale.  In  the  fame  Fr.  JEfop,  and 
in  a  Lat.  mf.  £iil.  Jieg.  15.  A.  vii.  there  is  a 
fable  which  I  think  might  have  given  the 
hint  for  Prior's  Ladle.  A  country  fellow  or,e 
day  laid  hold  of  a  faery,  {un  /olet,  Fr.)  who  in 
Older  to  te  fet  at  liberty  gave  him  three  wiihes, 

*  Sayeral  improbable  conjcdlures,  which  liave  been  ' 
inaJe  with  refpeft  to  the  real  name  and  age  of  this  writ- 
er, maybe  teett  inxhe  Menagiara,  vol.  i.  p.  17Z,  and  in 
fabric,  hibl.  Lat.  \'Ct\.  i.  p.  ■i,i6,  cd.  FatU'v.  In  the  eili- 
ticn  of  thefe  fables  in  1503  the  commentator  fof  nograat 
authority  I  confcfs)  mentions  an  opinion  of  fomc  people 
that  Galtcru!  Jlngelicus  fecit  hunc  librum  fub  nomine  Ffopi. 
I  fuppofe  theperfon  meant  was  Gualteros  Anplicus,  who 
had  been  tutor  to  William  II.  King  of  Sicily,  and  was  Arch- 
bifhop  of  Palermo  about  the  year  ii'iO.  I  cannot  believe 
that  they  were  much  older  than  liistimc,  and  in  the  be- 
ginning of  the  next  century  they  feem  to  be  mentionerf 
under  the  name  of  iEfopus ,  among  the  books  commonly 
read  in  fchools,  by  Eluerharrtus  Bethuniehfis  in  his  Lnby- 
rinihu!,  traft.  iii  de  ferfificMione,  v.  1 1.  See  Leyfir,  Hist. 
I'oet.  Med.  JEfi.  p.  B2.6.  About  the  middle  of  the  fame 
Century  (the  13th)  Vincent  of  Beauvais,  in  his  Sfeculum 
Eistor.  1.  iii.  c.  2.  gives  an  account  of  .ffifop,  and  a  large 
fpecimen  of  his  fabks,  qtias  Romulus  quidam  de  Graeco  in 
iatir.um transtulit.etad  f.lium fitumTyberinum  dirigits  they 
are  all,  as,I  remember,  in  the  printed  Romulus. —Soon  after 
the  invcntiim  of  printing,  a  larger  collection  of  the  fables 
of  iRi'op  was  made  and  publilhed  in  Germany;  it  is  di- 
■vidcd  into  fix  books,  to  which  is  prefixed  a  life  of  JEfop 
e  Graeco  Latina  per  Rimicium  faSa.  'I  he  three  firll  are 
compofed  of  the  lixty  elegiac  fables  of  the  metrical  iEfo- 
pus,  with  a  few  trifijng  variations,  aud  to  each  of  them  is 
JVil">>oir.«;d  a  ftbl?  on  the  fame  lubjtttin  profc  from  RO- 


The  man  goes  home  and  gWes  two  of  them  to 
his  wife.  Soon  after,  as  they  are  dining  upon 
a  chine  of  mutton,  the  wife  feels  a  longing  for 
the  marrow,  and  not  being  able  to  get  at  it,  flie 
wiflies  that  her  hulband  had  an  iron  beak  {long 
com  li  Tuifecoei,  Fr,  long  as  the  woodcock)  toex- 
tradl  this  marrow  for  her  :  an  excrefcence  being 
immediately  formed  accordingly,  the  hufband 
angrily  wiflies  it  off  from  his  own  face  upon  his 

wife's. And  heie  the  ftory   is  unluckily  de- 

fedive  in  both  copies  ;  but  it  is  eafy  to  fuppofe 
that  tlie  third  and  laft  remaining  wifli  was  em- 
ployed by  the  wife   for   her  own  relief.- A 

fable  upon  a  fimilar  idea,  in  Fr.  verfe,  may  be 
feen  in  mf.  Bodl.  16S7,  the  fame,  as  I  ap- 
prehend, with  one  in  the  king's  library  at  Pa- 
ris, [mf.  n.  7989,  fol.  189,]  which  is  entitled 
Les  quatre  fouhaiU  Suinz  Martin-  See  Fabliaux, 
&c.  t.  iii.  p.  311.  The  vanity  of  human  wiflses 
is  there  espoled  with  more  pleafantry  than  in 
the  ftory  juft  cited,  but,  as  it  often  happens^ 
with  much  lefs  decency 

Y-fowe,  part.  fa.  fown 

Y-fpreint,  fart.  pa.  fprinkled 

Y-fticked,  part.  pa.  fticked,  thruft 

Y-ftorven,  part.  pa.  dead 

Y-take,  part.  pa.  taken 

Y-teyed,  part.  pa.  tied 

Y-trefpifed,  part.  pa.  trefpaffed 

Y-vanilhed, /iar/./)a. 

Yvel,  adj.  Sax.  bad,  unfortunate 

Yvel,  adnj.  Sax.  ill 

Yvoire,  n.  Fr.  ivory 

Y-wimpled,  pai  t.  pa.  covered  with  a  wimple 

Y-wis,  ad-v.  Sax.  certainly 

Y-wrake,^a.  t.  wreaked,  revenged 

Y-wrie,  part.  pa.  covered 


Zeuxic,  pr.  a.  a  Grecian  painter 


mulus:  book  iv.  contain?  the  remaininc:  fables  of  Romu- 
lus in  profe  only.  The  fifth  book  has  not  more  than  one 
or  two  lables  which  )iad  ever  appeared  fetfore  under  the 
namcof  iEfop;  the  reft  are  taken  from  the  Gejla  Roma- 
norum,  the  Calilahu  Damnab,  and  other  obfcurer  authors. 
The  lixth  and  lalt  book  contains  feventeen  fables  with  the 
following  title,  Scquuntur  fabule  no-ve  Ffopi  ex  translatiotie 
Rcmicii.^ There  has  been  a  great  divenity  of  opinion 
among  learned  men  concerning  this  Remicius  or  Rimicius, 
(See  Fraef.  Nilant,)  while  fome  have  confounded  him 
with  the  iiditious  Romulus,  and  others  have  confidered 
hivn  as  the  editor  of  this  colleftion.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
the  perfon  meant  is  thit  Rinucius  who  tranflated  the  life 
of  jEfop  by  Flanudes  and  ninety-fix  of  his  fables  from 
the  Greek  into  Latin,  about  the  middle  of  the  isth  cen- 
tury- (See  Fabric.  Bibl.  Med.  .^t.  in  v.  Aimicius.  In  his 
tranflation  ofithe  epiftles  of  Hippocrates,  mf.  Harl.  3527, 
he  is  tty led  in  one  place /'Vrrfifn/fj,  and  in  another  Cfly?/'/io- 
nenfis.)  All  the  fables  from  Remicius  which  compofe  this 
fiXth  book,  as  w«ll  as  the  life  of  .slop,  which  is  profefled* 
ly  taken  from  Rimicius,  are  to  be  found  in  this  tranflation 
by  Rinucius.  There  is  an  edition  of  it  printed  at  Milan 
about  1480,  but  it  might  very  polTibly  have  comeintothe 
hands  of  the  German  colledlor  in  mf.  lome  years  fooner,  as 
the  hrft  tranflations  of  Greek  authors  VD-ere  eagerly  fought 
after  and  circulated  through  Europe  at  that'time.  when 
very  few  perfons  were  capable  of  reading  the  originals. 
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